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"Perhaps you startled Anya." Garrett extended
his arms, ready to take the baby back. i
Yet Vera clung to the child, deftly evading
Garrett's reach. "I raised you on my own. I have

a better knack for soothing children than you."
The sound of Anya's cries getting louder
squeezed at Garrett's heart. He wanted to take
her in his arms and leave. "Just stop. You won't

be able to coax her. She doesn't like strangers."

His words made Vera angry. "I'm not a stranger.
L I'm her grandmother.”
| 1 let you see Anya another time. It's almost
for Laney to get back. I can't let her know
this." Seeing his mother hold onto Anya
Garrett fought her to take Anya back.




| When she was about to scold whoever dared to |
| grab the child, she saw that the person was |
none other than Laney, whom she hadn't seen

for months.

Laney was in sportswear, with a sweatband on
her forehead. She gently rocked the crying child,
smoothing a gentle hand on her back to soothe
her. Gradually, Anya's cries quieted and she
turned to look at her grandparents, giggling at
the sight of them.
The laughter of the child broke the
embarrassing atmosphere. Secretly, Garrett
L gave his daughter a thumbs up. With a guilty
and flattering smile, he said to Laney, "It seems




not an unreasonable pe
 such an occasion calmly.
rrett looked almost pitiful as he attempte-.’r
' Seeing her son act so humbly in front of Lanéﬁ
' made Vera upset. She felt guilty for having been
caught sneaking to see her granddaughter, but i
her pride was too strong for her to admit it.
Putting on a dignified air, she coughed lightly
and said, '"Laney, @ we are the child's
grandparents. What's so wrong about us seeing
her? You're acting as if we had committed a

crime."

Laney lowered her eyes and looked up again,
with tears in her eyes. She felt uncomfortable

|' when she heard Vera's arrogant voice. She left

silently with the child in her arms.

I

"You are becoming more and more ill-bred. You

we forgotten all the things you learned from
Vera couldn't stop her outburst upon

aney's sour expression.




ow could you take Anya away? No matter

i;‘What you say, she is still my granddaughter." 1
- "Ask Garrett." Laney looked at Garrett, her eyes i
sharp with disapproval. He was just standing
there, saying nothing. To her, his inaction was
as good as a tacit agreement to his mother's

words.




