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Jonquils in the Snow is a
work of fiction. Though some of the locations actually exist they
are used in a fictitious manner for purposes of this work. All
characters are works of fiction and any similar names or
characteristics to any person past, present, or future are
coincidental.

 


 


Dedication

I would like to dedicate this story to all
who have lost a spouse through illness or a tragic accident. Only
through observing those who have endured the pain was I able to
find the words to write

Jonquils in the Snow.

 


 


"A beautiful, heartwarming story of grief
and loneliness being overcome by love; Miranda and Brady touched my
heart and the author's wit made me smile. Definitely a thumbs up
read." Rebecca J. Vickery

 



 


Miranda Stevens' fiancé skipped town two
days before the wedding. Two years later she is ready to move
on.

Brady Watson's anger toward the drunken
driver responsible for his wife's death three years ago has turned
into grief.

Will Miranda help Brady find the strength to
relinquish the past and embrace a new beginning? Could the answer
be found in something as simple as a cluster of jonquils blooming
in the snow?


Chapter One

Curiosity made Miranda Stevens cinch the
gold brocade curtains to peek at the handsome man from the tree
service, loading limbs onto his truck. When he appeared earlier
decked in drab-green coveralls, she guessed him to be in his late
twenties. His eyes smiled into hers when she opened the door; but
Miranda detected a sad, almost tragic, undercurrent in their
honey-colored depths.

The temperature must have dropped because
he'd since stretched a brown toboggan over wavy blond hair all the
way below his ears. She watched him yank the rope on the chainsaw,
then raise it in one swift motion to press the blade against a
limb. The saw roared and splinters flew. When the piece fell, he
dropped the saw and heaved the limb into the bed of his two-ton
truck. His fluid movements made the task appear effortless.

Her eyes were glued to him. Why? To make
sure he does a good job on my yard. What other
reason?

"Okay, Miranda," she chided herself, "you've
always been big on honesty. Does that not apply to you?"

When she called Brady's Tree Service
last week her heart raced at the smooth baritone on the other end
of the line. She reprimanded herself for reacting like a silly
schoolgirl with a crush. After all, she'd celebrated her
twenty-fourth birthday four months ago, in October. A glance at the
calender told her this was the eighth of February, one week before
the two-year anniversary of the day Rick—I will not think about
that.

An ice and snow storm hit Piketon two weeks
ago, and now a fresh layer of snow topped it. The local news
reporter said it was the worst storm in thirty years. Limbs snapped
from the heavy ice and snow, crashing down on power lines to
inflict so much damage that some residents could be without
electricity for weeks. Local schools and many businesses were
closed.

Miranda was lucky...or was she blessed? Her
electricity was restored the first week. She moved in with her
parents the first night following the ice storm. But her mother
frowned on pets in the house—especially big dogs. And her Yellow
Lab was no exception. Confined to the utility room instead of his
usual spot on a rug near her bed, Riley put up a fuss. The next day
Miranda took the kerosene heater her parents offered and headed for
home.

She peered out the window again, recalling
the tree serviceman's gentle demeanor. Polite and soft-spoken, Mr.
Brady—if that was his name—appeared to be the epitome of the word,
responsible.

Looks can be deceiving. Hadn't she
coined Rick Cooper as responsible...trustworthy? And look how that
ended. After their ill-fated relationship, she'd vowed to never
trust her heart again.

No use dwelling on painful memories. She'd
learned her lesson well. Give a man your heart, and what does he
do? Accepts it with a smile, offers a pocketful of promises, then
skips town two days before the wedding.

Miranda rubbed her temple to clear the
painful memories, then turned her attention back to the man in her
yard. He pulled off thick gloves to blow on his hands, briskly
rubbing them together. She watched him pull his gloves back on,
over stiff fingers.

He must be freezing! Where are my
manners?

According to the weatherman, the temps would
not climb above 28 degrees Fahrenheit. Mr. Brady needed a warm-up.
He could use a cup of coffee...or hot cocoa.

She flew to the bathroom, brushed her
shoulder-length, chestnut hair, and applied a touch of blush and
mascara. Taking a deep breath, she opened the front door,
side-stepping a patch of ice on the porch.

What am I doing? She wasn't even sure
of this guy's name and didn't know a thing about him. He could
be Jack the Ripper!

Nah! Somehow she didn't think so. His soft
brown eyes spoke otherwise. And Miranda prided herself on judging
character. When her conscience screamed, Oh yeah, what about
Rick? she told it to shut up.


Chapter Two

Miranda paused until another chunk fell.
When the wood dropped, she leaned over the railing to wave her arms
and yell, "Mr. Bra-a-dy! Come inside and warm up!"

The man's head jerked around and he nodded
before trudging through the snow toward her. Strong hands gripped
the handrail to assist his icy climb to the porch where she
stood.

He tentatively placed a foot on each step
until he reached the top. Grinning, he leaned against the house to
tug off rubber boots. "I don't want to track up your floor," he
explained.

Miranda returned the smile then held the
door open, gesturing for him to come inside. "It's freezing out
there. A hot drink might be just the thing to warm up your
insides."

"Sounds good. It might hit the spot." He
followed her to the kitchen then yanked off his toboggan. Thick,
golden hair spilled out to caress his collar.

He caught her admiring him and smiled; but
she detected pain in the depths of them. Had he been hurt by a bad
love relationship, too?

Shut up, Miranda. This man could
be married with children for all you know. She inhaled, waiting
as he tugged off his gloves.

Nope, no ring. Her heart soared; the
corners of her mouth lifted into a slight smile. Why was she
thinking about him this way? Sure, he was handsome and charming.
The chemistry was there, at least for her. Had she forgotten her
vow? The thoughts were getting her nowhere.

She turned back to her guest and asked,
"Which do you prefer, coffee or hot cocoa? I do make a mean cup of
cocoa. It's my grandmother's secret recipe."

His face glowed. "Hot cocoa sounds good. Did
you say 'secret recipe'? So what's in it?"

She grinned impishly, "I can't tell you;
it's top-secret. If I did tell you, then... Well..." she shrugged,
"I'd just have to kill you."

He laughed, breaking the ice between them.
"Then I'll let you keep your little secret."

Their gazes met and locked for what seemed
eons. An awkward moment followed while Miranda tried to think of a
clever retort. Her Yellow Labrador saved the day. Riley sauntered
in and sat down at her guest's feet. Whimpering, he offered a paw.
The tree service man reached down to knuckle the big dog's head,
then shook the proffered paw. "Good dog. What's his—her name?"

"His name is Riley, and he's a big
baby who craves attention and knows how to get it. And I see he's
already found your soft spot."

The man reached down to stroke Riley's back.
"Is your mommy telling bad tales on you, old boy?"

Miranda's eyebrows quirked. "He knows it's
true. Just wait; Riley will have you eating out of his hand." The
gentle strokes the man applied to the dog's back left a lump in her
throat. She swallowed hard. "How is the cleanup coming? Are a lot
of residents still without power?"

He clucked his tongue. "You wouldn't believe
how many limbs snapped from the weight of the ice. The north
section of town looks like a war zone. Or like an F-3 tornado
struck it. The homes without power are down to around twenty-five
percent as of yesterday. By the end of next week all of Piketon
should have their current restored."

"I'm sure that will be a relief. Mine was
off a week. That was long enough."

"I'm sure it was. But, I can't help worrying
about those who have no means of staying warm, especially the
elderly. I checked in on several of my older neighbors. Thankfully,
someone already provided them with kerosene heaters."

"Hopefully, those who had no heat source
found friends or relatives to take them in. Me? I was blessed. My
parents loaned me their kerosene heater. I stayed with them the
first night; but they aren't as fond of my dog as I am." Imitating
her father's husky voice, she thumbed toward Riley. "According to
my dad, 'The inside of the house is no place for a dog.' And that
big baby whined all night because he was locked in the utility
room."

Miranda pulled out a saucepan to start the
cocoa. She reached inside the refrigerator for milk then she
rummaged through the cabinet.

Her guest raised an eyebrow. "Should I turn
my back? I wouldn't want to see anything that might jeopardize my
health."

Miranda clapped a hand to her mouth and
giggled. "It might be a good idea." She did feel like a silly
school girl.

When he turned his back to her, she pulled
the ingredients from the cabinet. "I'll let you know when it's safe
to look." She poured in a dab of hot water, scooped in cocoa, and
stirred in milk. Then she dashed in another ingredient before
slipping the container back into hiding. "Okay, it's safe to turn
around. Your life is no longer endangered."

He breathed a mock sigh of relief. "Whew!
I'll go wash up if you'll point me toward the bathroom."

Had she left her sunflower-speckled pajamas
on the floor this morning after her shower? She couldn't remember.
Just in case, she pointed to the kitchen sink. "You can wash your
hands over there if you don't mind honeysuckle-scented hand
soap."

He winked. "Hey, as long as it works."


Chapter Three

An easily distinguished spice rose from the
pan while she stirred the cocoa over the heat. She glanced toward
the man at the sink. Had he caught the aroma and picked up on the
scent? Maybe not. He appeared to be focused on lathering his large
hands. She caught a whiff of honeysuckle. With a little luck, the
flowery fragrance had overpowered the spicy one.
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