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h, Friday! What a week! Thank goodness it’s over! And thank goodness for 

half-day Fridays. Callie dropped her briefcase and purse on the entry table 

and hung her keys on the hook. She was about to kick off her pumps when Jared 

came bounding through the apartment.  

“Callie! Babe! Hi!” He gave her a quick peck and grabbed her shoulders. “We 
leave in twenty minutes! If you need a shower, make it fast!” He was a little out of 
breath. 

“Leave? Wait. What?” 
He bounced into the living room with the upright and started vacuuming the 

carpet. “We’re going on a trip for the weekend!” 
That explains the cleaning. Jared always likes to come home to a clean 

house.  
“Where are we going?” she asked over the noise, slipping her left foot out of 

her pump. 
“You’ll see! It’s a surprise!” He shouted back. 
“No, babe, I’ll need to pack.” Callie slipped off her other pump and hooked a 

finger in each heel. 
“I’ve already packed our bags!” 
“Uh–okay . . . ?” She grabbed her purse and headed toward the bedroom, 

glancing back with a raised eyebrow he missed seeing as he continued cleaning. 
Although she’d been looking forward to relaxing this weekend, Callie was 

excited. Jared’s spontaneity was one of the things she fell in love with. It seemed 
to balance her obsessive need for planning and control—something she’d been 
trying to tame most of her young adult life.  

Ok, Jared, let’s try it your way. Warming up to the idea of a little getaway, 
she stood in her walk-in closet, staring at her clothes. “Hey, Jare, what should I 
wear?” She giggled a little at her rhyme.  

“Something comfortable.” 
She shimmied into her favorite pair of stretchy jeans, pulled on a T-shirt with 

three-quarter sleeves, and stepped into her black half boots. Then she wrapped 
her charcoal Atlanta Braves hoodie around her waist, just in case. April weather 
in Atlanta can be unpredictable. She swapped a few necessary items from her 
work purse into her travel purse. She liked to travel light. 

Before she could get her purse strap over her shoulder, Jared grabbed her by 
the hand and practically dragged her outside. While he locked the door, Callie 
stood with her mouth open as she ogled the stretch limousine idling outside their 
apartment. 

“Jared, I am NOT dressed for a limo ride!” 
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“It was only a few bucks more than a taxi, so I figured we could splurge a 
little. C’mon! It’s just to the airport. It’ll be fun!” 

“Airport? You planned all this out?” Callie took a step back. “Do we have 
everything we need? Passports?” 

 “Cal, I got this. Don’t worry.” Jared opened the door for her while the driver 
finished putting their two carry-on bags in the trunk. She clutched her purse and 
climbed in. Jared followed, and the driver closed the door for him. 

Jared didn’t tell her where they were going until they were at the airport. 
Once there, they picked up their boarding passes, Jared pulled both their carry-
ons, and they followed the signs for Gate A28, Atlanta to Nassau. 

“Nassau? Babe, the Bahamas? Seriously?” Callie let out a little-girl squeal. 
“I figured it was a great way to celebrate our first anniversary—just a few 

weeks early.” Jared grinned from ear to ear. 
They spent the two-hour flight chatting about all they wanted to do when 

they got there, then took a shuttle to their hotel. Comfortable but quite the 
contrast to their limo ride in Atlanta. 

As Jared checked in, Callie perused the list of available activities the hotel 
receptionist handed her. Plenty of outdoor activities and other things like wine 
tasting and romantic dinner cruises. She saw an asterisk by many of them and 
looked at the note at the bottom of the page. Reservation Required. 

She eyed Jared. “Hey, babe. Did you make reservations for any of these 
activities?” 

“Uh, no. Did we need to?” 
Callie leaned on the counter and looked at the receptionist's name tag. 

“Excuse me, Sabrina, are any of these activities available?” 
The receptionist tapped on her keyboard and then looked intently at her 

computer screen. She looked up at Callie, glanced at Jared, and looked back at 
Callie with a knowing half frown. “I’m sorry, the dinner cruises are all completely 
booked. You can do some of the snorkeling excursions if you have your own gear. 
Otherwise, those are booked as well.” 

Callie bit her lip. “Could you tell me what other activities there are?” 
“Well, there are many walking tours downtown, and the wharf is always a 

nice spot for coffee. There are some nice running and hiking trails. The trailhead 
is just about five kilometers north.” 

“Thank you, Sabrina.”  
Callie turned to Jared. “Well, let’s go unpack and check out this view you’ve 

been raving about, then we’ll figure out where to go.” 
They took the elevator to the top floor and found their room. Once inside, 

Callie toured the hotel room, taking notice of the large soaking tub, while Jared 
immediately unpacked his clothes and tucked his suitcase in the closet. 

Jared grabbed his toiletry bag and went into the bathroom. “Babe, did you 
see the tub?” 

“I sure did! I’ll be using that tonight!” Callie flopped her suitcase onto the 
bed. “Hey, Jare? Did you pack my running gear? Maybe we could go for a run or a 
hike.” She opened her suitcase.  

Jared came out of the bathroom, toothbrush in hand, white foam around his 
mouth. “What’d you say?” 



 

 

“Um, where are my clothes?” 
“Right there.” 
“Babe, I haven’t worn these jeans in two years—they’re way too small. This 

blouse is for work—I don’t wear it out.” She shuffled through the clothes. “And 
did you pack any of my bras?” 

Jared looked puzzled. 
“Jared?” Callie continued rifling through the suitcase. “Tell me you packed 

something I can wear!” In her rummaging, she found two pair of see-through lace 
panties, the old jeans that didn’t fit her, a T-shirt she only wore around the house, 
the blouse she only wore to work, and her swimsuit—without the sarong. No 
running clothes, no extra shoes, no socks! “No bras!” 

Callie closed her suitcase with clothes hanging out the sides and walked out 
onto their room’s balcony.  

Jared finished brushing his teeth and—Callie judged from the scent of 
vinegar—cleaning the bathroom. He came out on the balcony and put his arm 
around her. 

She sighed. “So, all I have to wear are the clothes I came in.” 
“I’m sorry, Cal. I just grabbed clothes.” 
“Jare, one of the things I love about you is your spontaneity. I love that you 

can just pick up and go without a second thought. And I really love that you 
wanted to surprise me. That is so sweet.” 

Jared looked at her with sad eyes. “Am I sensing a but?” 
“But I also hate that you just pick up and go without a second thought. I think 

letting me do the packing will have to be part of our travels together.” 
He smiled. “Babe, part of being spontaneous is not having to plan. Just relax 

and let go.” 
She paused. “Maybe a compromise? You surprise me with the idea, and I’ll do 

the packing. Deal?” 
He laughed. “Deal.”  
They reclined in the Adirondack chairs on the balcony and gazed out at the 

sparkling turquoise water. Turning her head to look at him, she put her hand in 
his. “I’ll give you one thing, though. This view is amazing.” 
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mission field and well serve others overseas. Written in a 
poignant and humorous tone, Living Uprooted is the book 
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The also-available Living Uprooted Companion Workbook 
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• understand what is in their heart before they go 
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