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New Year’s Davy, eawly morning

What o New Year’s Evel I woke up, intending to-
resign as moyor of Westbuwry and ended the day
committed to-finishing my term and engaged to-the
love of my lifel

Johw iy the kindest man o eartiv. For the first
time, my pawtner iy putting my best interesty ahead of
his owwn. Johww never hesitated when we figured out
that snake FH and my supposed friend; the
distinguished Professor, were inv cahooty to-
manipulate me into- resigning. Johuwv supported my
decision to- stay on as mayor, knowing that I'd still be
working long houwry and ouwr time together would be
limited. It felt like we were of one mind,
simudtoneously reaching the conclusion that I should
remainv v office. I've never felt this sovt of support.

His encouwragement of what I wanted; in the foce
of his own disappointment, was enough to- make the
day perfect. But thew to-propose to- me—to- be willing to-
fully joinv hig life withy mine—was o abundance of
riches.

My blood boils whew I think that Frank and,
Upton were conspiring agairut me. How did those 2
end up working behind my back? I've always
suspected I can't trust F, but Upton? I was the one that
brought himv inv to- assist the town. Were there signg or
hinty that I missed along the way? I've replayed all of
the committee meetings inv my mind and canwt come
up withv anything. Now I wonder if that job offer was
real or not. I'l never know.
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'l hawe to- be carefu what I savy to-FH invthe future. I
dow't ever want him to- know that I have his phone.

It's all so- new —bothv the sweetness of my
engagement to-Johww and the discovery of the betrayal
at Townw Hall—that I can't take it all in. But one
thing I do-know: at the moment whew all feels lost,
God cav tuwrn the tide inv awvv instont. Ay my mother
alwayy said: “Never discount the possibility of ahappy
futwre.”



