
Book Excerpt – Coming to Rosemont  
 
 
Maggie’s flight arrived late and she hurried to the rental car company.  She was 

relieved that there was no line and she was able to walk right up to the counter.  Her 
hopes of getting on her way quickly, however, were dashed by an agent in a talkative 
mood.  He didn’t take the hint from Maggie’s clipped answers that she was in a hurry.  
She did her best to act with patience she didn’t feel, and snatched the keys from his hands 
when he finally held them out to her.  She firmly declined his offer to review the features 
of the car and headed to the lot at a trot. 

 
If she made really good time, she would get to the Westbury Animal Hospital in time 

to pick up Eve.  Maggie was anxious to see her new companion and was equally as 
anxious to avoid a night at Rosemont alone.  She called the Hospital from the car and said 
she was on her way but might be a few minutes late.  The young man told her that he had 
to leave on time that night but that Dr. Allen was usually there for a while after closing 
and would probably let her pick up her pet.  He promised to let Dr. Allen know she was 
on her way.   

 
Maggie concentrated on the drive.  This was no time to miss her exit.  She arrived in 

the parking lot at twenty minutes after six.  The lot was empty and her heart sank.  She 
stumbled as she hurried to the door and it was flung open, and an ecstatic Eve bounded 
out to greet her.   

 
Maggie dropped to her knees and threw her arms around the squirming dog.  “You 

don’t know how much I appreciate being able to have Eve with me tonight,” she beamed 
up at John.  “My flight was delayed and I had a Chatty-Cathy car rental agent.  I drove 
like a maniac to get here. I’m really very grateful you waited.  The lot was empty and I 
thought that I was too late.” 

 
“It was no trouble.  I was catching up on paperwork,” John assured her.  “I live on 

the other side of the Square and walk to work, weather permitting.  I usually stop at one 
of the restaurants on the way home for dinner.”  

 
“Are you done?  Would you like a lift home?”   
 
John knew an opportunity when he saw one.  “I just need to lock up,” he said.  “Are 

you hungry?  Or are you full of delicious airline food,” he mocked.  When she shook her 
head and indicated that she was, indeed, starved, he proposed that the three of them walk 
over to Pete’s for dinner. They could leave her car at the Hospital and she could drop him 
off at his house after dinner.  

 
Pete tucked the three of them into a cozy table by the window.  Only a handful of the 

other tables were occupied, but Pete was doing a robust weeknight takeout business.  The 
special was old-fashioned baked ziti with homemade bread and a salad.  A sign 
announced that customers could add Laura’s pie of the day – which today was blueberry 



– for five dollars more.  “I wish I could have fed my family at Pete’s when my kids were 
little,” Maggie idly mused.    

 
John helped Maggie out of her coat and she relaxed back into her chair.  Eve curled 

up at their feet.  She ordered rainbow trout and a house salad.  John opted for salmon on a 
cedar plank and a cup of homemade vegetable soup.  While they waited for their food, 
Maggie filled John in on her preliminary conclusions from her review of the bank 
statements. 

 
John whistled softly.  “We’ve got trouble in River City, that’s for sure,” he said.  “I 

know a pretty fair percentage of the people in this Town,” he continued.  “Hard-working, 
decent people who take care of their families, their homes and their neighbors.  Give-you-
the-shirt-off-of-their backs kind of folks.  We can’t let a few crooks ruin what so many 
have worked so hard for.  I won’t stand by and let that happen.”   

 
“I’m looking forward to getting together with the committee again.  I’m sorry that 

the subject is so dire, but it’s helping me meet people and makes me feel useful,” she 
added.  John considered this silently. 

 
“I was always so busy helping Paul with the social obligations of his job,” Maggie 

resumed.  “We had something on the calendar almost every night of the week.  Paul used 
to say that if they gave awards for best supporting actress in real life, I would win hands 
down.”  As she said this, Maggie realized that Paul hadn’t said that for many years.  And 
she wasn’t so sure that being the best supporting actress in someone else’s life was such a 
compliment, anyway.   Maybe she was just a really good doormat.  She shifted 
uncomfortably and continued, “After Paul’s death, all that stopped.  The college got a 
new President and he and his wife took over.  I’ve been feeling adrift.  I have a lot of 
energy and have time on my hands.  Tonya Holmes really impressed me.  I’m looking 
forward to helping her.” 

 
 John smiled.  “So tell me more about this mysterious Maggie Martin that’s just 

blown into town.” 
 
“Believe me – I am not the least bit mysterious,” she replied with a laugh.  She told 

him about her education, her consulting business, her kids, and her childhood.  He kept 
her talking through the main course and into the piece of blueberry pie they agreed to 
split.  His question about what she liked to do for fun caused her to pause.  “You know, 
I’m not sure.”  She smiled ruefully.  “Most of our free time was focused on activities 
connected with the college.  I’m not really sure that I enjoyed a whole lot of it.  I was too 
involved in the doing of it all,” she admitted.  

 
John looked into her eyes and waited patiently for her to continue.  “To be honest, 

I’m glad to be making a fresh start in Westbury,” she said.  “I didn’t feel at home last 
week in California.  My only second thoughts are about leaving my granddaughters.  But 
I’ll be back on business regularly and will see them almost as much as I ever did.  I guess 



that should tell me something.  Shouldn’t it be hard to turn your back on a life you’ve 
spent more than twenty years living?” she asked with a shrug. 

 
“I’ve monopolized the whole conversation,” she continued apologetically.  “I’ve 

been around self-absorbed people my whole life, who do just that.  I positively hate it.  
And now I’ve done it!  I’d like to know more about you, John,” she said.  “Were you 
born and raised here?” 

 
John looked at his watch as he snatched the check from Pete.  “I’d be happy to tell 

you about myself, but it’s getting late.  I think that discussion will have to wait.  How 
about we do something Saturday night?” he asked.  “Maybe it’s time you found out what 
you like to do for fun?  Is there anything that comes to mind, or do you want me to 
surprise you?” he asked. 

 
Incredibly, she heard herself accepting in a voice that sounded absolutely giddy.  

“Surprise me,” she added, to her further astonishment.  Maggie barely paid attention to 
their conversation as they strolled through the cold night to collect her car.  Her mind was 
racing as she realized that she had accepted her first date in more than twenty years.   



 


