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Prologue
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“Are you having another weird flavor, Piper?” Charlotte Blayne had seen her try every ice cream that had ever been invented. 

“Just because I don’t like your boring brownie sundae doesn’t mean I like weird flavors,” Piper Brennan said. “Maybe I’ll have banana cream.”

Charlotte grimaced and gazed into the store windows they walked by. She had gotten her driver’s license the day before on her sixteenth-and-a-half birthday, and her mother had let her borrow the car for an hour. Piper was due to take her road test in a few weeks, and Charlotte guessed they’d be celebrating again. Her eye was caught by a display of photos in a shop window and she stopped. “Look at that man, Piper.” She put her palm against the window, wishing she could touch him.

“What man?” Piper looked around, then walked back to where Charlotte stood.

“That man,” Charlotte said. “That picture. That man.”

“He’s old.”

“He is not. He’s so cute. Look at him. I think I’m in love.”

“That picture is old. It’s brown.”

“That’s sepia. It’s vintage. I want to marry him.”

“Good luck with that. He’s probably really old or not even alive anymore.” 

Charlotte knew her friend was probably right. Still, she took out her phone and moved it around until she could take a clear shot. She checked the photo and smiled. He was cute and she imagined what it would be like to have a happily ever after with him. Alexander. He looked like an Alexander. She saw the photos she’d taken of other guys she’d wanted to marry and deleted them. Alexander was different than the others. Charlotte and Alexander. Alexander and Charlotte. He was a keeper. 

“Maybe he was about to go off to war and he had this taken for his sweetheart. Then he came home, maybe with an injury, but not a serious one. Maybe a small scar. But he was still cute.”

Piper pulled on her sleeve. “Come on. It’s hot and we need ice cream, and your mom wants the car back or she won’t let you take it anymore.”

He watched her through the window as she stared at the display and talked with her friend. Then she took a photo. Of what, he didn’t know. What he did know was she was the prettiest girl he’d ever seen. He’d watched her appear then he watched her disappear. He lowered his Pentax feeling as if today was the best and worst day of his life.
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Charlotte put her head in her hands. It was Friday, she had missed lunch, and she just wanted to get through her work day and away from the drama swirling around in the billing office. And take off her shoes, which were as painful as they were pretty. As a medical coding auditor, she was allowed an office, but even with her door closed she could hear voices in the outer office. Voices raised in irritation, resentment, or something. Someone had offended someone, an unusual occurrence, and Charlotte had blocked out most of what was happening, but the raised voices were hard to ignore. She was thankful she wasn’t the manager and didn’t have to settle the staff down. 

One more hour and she’d be out of there. She’d celebrate the weekend and the official start of summer with a trip to Plains for ice cream and a quick visit with Alexander. After that her weekend was wide open. She was in between scrapbooks, having finished a baby book for a woman in the Accounting office two weeks ago. Scrapbooking could have been a nice little side job had she charged more than the cost of materials, but she considered it a hobby, not a source of income. And making them was too much fun to be considered work.

Once the office had quieted a few minutes after five, Charlotte opened her door and looked around. Free of people and drama. She logged off, took her purse from a bottom desk drawer and headed out. As she walked to her VW Golf she texted Piper. “Ice cream at the Meadows tonight?”

“Raincheck? Going out with Eric,” Piper responded.

“Have fun”

“You too”

It would have been more fun with Piper, especially gazing at Alexander in the shop window, as they had done dozens of times since Charlotte had first seen his photo and started creating a biography for him. It had been embellished over the years, but it always ended with him asking her to marry him. She smiled at the memories. No actual boyfriends had ever been able to make her forget Alexander, which meant she hadn’t yet found Mr. Right. She wasn’t naïve enough to believe she’d find a man to live up to the expectations she’d created with the imaginary Alexander, but it was still an enjoyable fantasy.

She strolled along the sidewalk of Main Street in downtown Plains, Massachusetts, and gazed in the familiar shop windows, seeing the bakery, the bookstore, the pharmacy, and the hair salon. It was almost seven o’clock and some of the businesses had closed for the night. She smiled in anticipation as she approached the shop where Alexander’s photo took pride of place. She could see the draped fabric, which she and Piper had noticed was changed according to the season. Today it was a pleasing pastel green. A pleasing pastel green with no Alexander, however. There were no photos in the display today. This had never happened before. She stepped closer to the window, feeling a disappointment like none she’d ever experienced.

Ford Gendron looked up from the counter where he was working on his laptop and saw her standing at the window, pressing her hand against the glass. He picked up his Pentax, remembering the first time he’d seen her outside the shop. Then the second time, when he’d felt like his dreams had come true because she’d come back. Then again and again she had come and he’d loved seeing her every time. Her face, which had been pretty when he saw her the first time all those years ago, had become beautiful. 

Today she looked distressed. He’d removed the display to change the backdrop and had gotten a call to check a customer’s order, and he still hadn’t replaced the photos. Judging by her expression, this was a serious oversight. He kept his eyes on her while he walked over to where he’d put the photos but saw he was too late. She was walking away again, her beautiful face still distressed. He put down the Pentax and slowly exhaled. Next time. I’ll do it next time.

Well, I should have expected that disappointment to cap off this day. Charlotte shook her head and walked faster. Dragging her feet wouldn’t change anything. But she’d really wanted to see Alexander tonight. She needed the routine of it all and knowing he was always there for her. She tapped her phone and looked at the photo of his photo. It would have to be enough tonight. 

After she placed her ice cream order, she had an unpleasant thought. What if the photography shop closed? Went out of business? She knew she was creating drama where probably none existed, but the reality was businesses failed all the time. Just because the shop, Gendron’s, had been there for at least the past twelve years didn’t mean it would always be there. Other businesses in downtown Plains had changed over the years, and no one was exempt from financial nightmares. She really wished Piper had come with her tonight. But she hadn’t. So Charlotte would just have to take Piper’s part in the imaginary conversation about Alexander’s disappearance.

“Why isn’t Alexander in the window?” Charlotte would ask. She could even widen her eyes.

“Maybe the picture needs a new frame,” Piper might say, not concerned about this development.

“But none of the other pictures are there either,” Charlotte would say.

“Maybe they’re dusting them. Did you ever think of that?”

“They have always been there before. Alexander has always been there.”

“Well, they aren’t there now. I’m sure they’ll be back next time. Now let’s get our ice cream. I’m thinking rum raisin tonight.”

The ice cream was the reason they came to Plains, so naturally that was what Piper would be concerned about. But the imagined conversation helped her feel better. She took her cup of brownie sundae ice cream from the boy behind the counter and started walking back along Main Street. She could go into Gendron’s and ask about the photo. Even though she’d never once gone into the shop in twelve years. She’d never had reason to. Now that she sort of had a reason, she knew if she did go in she didn’t have to mention Alexander, or that he was her dream husband. She could be vague and hope whoever she spoke to didn’t ask questions so she wouldn’t have to make up some kind of answer that wouldn’t reveal her vivid imagination.

Ford had replaced three of the seven framed photos in the window display when he saw her returning, the cup of ice cream in one hand, the white plastic spoon in the other. His heart pounded and to distract himself, he tried to imagine what her favorite flavor was. She stopped in front of the window again, her eyes scanning the photos he’d replaced. The distressed look was back and she slowly walked away. 

Alexander was still missing. But some of the photos had been replaced, so Alexander would probably be put back soon, too. Charlotte didn’t want to stand there at the window until that happened. Looking like a stalker. A photograph stalker. She reminded herself being in love with a photo was bizarre behavior, even if Alexander was really just a place marker until her real dream husband, if that wasn’t a contradictory term, came along. But she was still disappointed.

He could have gone after her to ask which photo she was looking for. It was a legitimate reason for him to finally speak to her. He remembered all the times his grandfather had asked him why he didn’t go talk to her. Every time he asked, Ford had shrugged, not giving a reason, although he had one. An excellent reason. Eventually his grandfather stopped asking, but Ford had often felt his eyes on him when the girl was at the window staring in at the display. 

He looked at the remaining four photos, wondering which of them she’d been seeking. He glanced outside but couldn’t see her. He replaced the rest of the photos and went back to his laptop, hoping she’d return soon. Without the distressed look. And that when she did he would’ve finally found the courage to go speak to her.

Monday when Charlotte left her office to go to lunch, she saw several women in the billing department gathered around the desk of Keira, who’d been working in the office for about a year. Charlotte knew Keira had recently gotten engaged, and she and the other women were passing photos around.

“Charlotte, do you want to see my engagement pictures?” Keira asked, her face beaming.

“Sure.” She approached the group and Keira handed her a couple of photos. “These are great.” Keira and her fiancé, dressed in white shirts and jeans, looked as if they were about to burst with love, and Charlotte smiled as she looked at the various poses. “Wow.” she said when she saw one in particular, and Keira stood to see which photo she was looking at.

“That’s my favorite. But I don’t think I’m sharing that with my parents.” The other women laughed. “I told him we wanted a sexy one just for us, and that’s what we got.”

Charlotte knew he had nailed the sexy part. The way they gazed at each other, the way he had posed them...

“Who’s the photographer?” one of the women asked.

“Ford Gendron,” Keira said. “He’s doing the wedding, too.”

“Gendron?” Charlotte hoped her voice hadn’t been overly loud.

“Yes. He’s in Plains. Have you heard of him?” Keira asked.

“I think I’ve seen the shop.” Dozens of times. But she’d never looked beyond Alexander’s photo or wondered what went on in the shop. She’d have to tell Piper about this. 

“Maybe I’ll have you make me one of your beautiful scrapbooks with these,” Keira said.

She noted Keira’s hopeful expression. “I can do that if you want.” She would especially enjoy working on these photos because of the link to Alexander.

Charlotte continued to think about the photography shop as she sat in the sun outside the small restaurant where she got her lunch every day. Engagements, weddings, other special occasions, and all needing to be photographed. Scrapbook subjects from here to infinity. She took her phone from her purse and looked at Alexander’s photo, then took a bite of salad. His face was beautiful, his cheeks smooth, with eyes a girl could drown in. She couldn’t identify the color in the old photograph, but they looked light colored. Probably blue. He had a slight cleft in his chin she wished she could touch. He was a thing of beauty. She turned off her phone and returned to her lunch and reality. 

Charlotte woke on Friday with the decision to see Alexander after dinner. Just like last Friday, only this time he’d be in the window where he belonged. And if he wasn’t there she was going into the shop to find out why. She jumped out of bed, determined to see her plan through.

As she stood on the sidewalk by Gendron’s she realized her plan, and all the times she’d reviewed it for flaws, hadn’t been necessary. There Alexander was, just where he should be. She gazed happily at him, wrapping her arms around herself. 

Ford saw her at the window and he felt the blood drain from his face. The last time she was there, only a week ago, he’d promised himself the next time he would speak to her. For her to come two weeks in a row was unusual. He thought he would have had more time to prepare, disregarding the fact that he’d had twelve years already. He took a slow, deep breath and wiped his hands on his pants. 

Then he saw Harry crossing the street toward him and wondered irritably what he wanted. Visits always meant the same thing. Ford, can you help me out? or, Ford, can you do me a favor? It was a good thing they were cousins, because if they were friends, well, the sad fact was Ford probably wouldn’t choose Harry as a friend. His eyes moved from Harry to the girl, or woman, as he should think of her, and wondered how long Harry would be, and if his chance to talk to her would be lost. 

Out of the corner of her eye Charlotte glimpsed a man walking by but she continued to stare at Alexander. She had time to make up after the disappointment of last Friday.

Harry Gendron pulled open the shop door. “Hey, Ford. Can you do me a favor?”

“What’s that?” Ford glanced at the girl, then back to Harry.

“Bring Gramma to get her hair done tomorrow? Her car’s in the shop and I have to work.”

“I’m working, too, Harry. Right here.” 

“Just close up for a few minutes. She has to be there at nine. Will you do it?”

Charlotte was feeling brave. As fun as it had been to imagine a biography for Alexander and think about him for so long, she felt ready to find out who he really was. His true history might be even better than the one she’d created. She’d have to adjust to what his real name was, but she could do that. Maybe pretend his middle name was Alexander. 

When Ford saw her pull open the door his throat went dry and he felt lightheaded. He should probably lean against the counter so if he passed out it would slow his fall. Make less of a crash as his thick skull hit the wooden floorboards. He told himself to relax and not stare at her but knew he wouldn’t be able to stop himself. 

“So will you do that, bud?” Harry was still pestering him. Harry, who hadn’t even looked at her when she walked in and lit up the whole shop.

“Sure, Harry.” Ford knew he’d help Gramma out. How could he not? And Harry knew that before he asked.

“Thanks,” Harry said, tapping Ford’s chest with the back of his hand before turning for the door.

Charlotte had tried to be polite and not listen to the brief conversation between the two men. One dark-haired, the other blond, was all she noticed after a brief glance at them. She was looking around the shop at the number of photos on the walls when the blond man turned to head for the door. She saw his face and inhaled sharply, taking a step back. He had Alexander’s face. Alexander’s face on a guy no older than she was. She was spooked and thrilled and incredulous, and she wanted to talk to him, to touch that cleft chin that looked exactly like the one in the photo.

Ford saw Harry leave, then he focused on the girl, who looked as if she were going to faint. He took a step toward her to help but she seemed to recover quickly from whatever had bothered her. He cleared his throat, hoping he could dislodge his heart from it and manage to string a few words together. “Can I help you?” He wanted to hear her voice.

Yes. Tell me what just happened. “I, uh, I saw some of your work, if you’re Ford Gendron. What’s it like being a photographer? It must be amazing.” Charlotte was doing her best not to sound as if her world had just imploded.

He waited, but she didn’t continue. “I am.” I am what? Amazing? He knew he’d turned red. He saw his hands shaking and crossed his arms, shoving his hands under them.

“Yes. Keira White’s engagement pictures. Really nice work. Amazing shots.” She told herself she was doing fine, even if she wasn’t on the right topic.

Engagement photos. She wanted engagement photos. The disappointment nearly brought him to his knees. He should have expected this. Why wouldn’t she be engaged? Why hadn’t he ever been able to speak to her? Just go outside and speak to her? All the times Grampa had... Why hadn’t he had the confidence to just go speak to her? He was an idiot, a fool. But he knew this wasn’t the time for recriminations. She was still with him, in his shop, and she was talking to him. 

“Thank you. Did you need a photographer?” He hoped she didn’t notice his lack of enthusiasm.

“No. No, I’m all set.” She spoke quickly, wanting to get to the point. This man had better things to do than stand here and listen to her try to form words that would make some sense. “I wanted to ask about one of the photos in your window.” She gestured over her shoulder and came close to saying, “Alexander’s,” but stopped herself.

“Which one?” This would answer at least one of his questions. He stepped toward the display, passing near her, seeing her turn to walk with him. 

How to explain Alexander? “The man.” She saw him nod and reach down.

“This one?” He watched her facial muscles relax. Her smile appeared and her eyes softened. Now that she stood so close he could see they were cobalt blue. And the look she wore was the same one he’d seen many times. So many he’d lost count. When she looked back at him, her expression changed, the softness gone.

“Yes. Can you tell me anything about him?”

He thought afterwards, when she’d left and his brain had begun working again, he should have acted like Harry and said he’d tell her anything she wanted to know if she’d go out with him. 

“That’s my grandfather.” He saw her tight-lipped smile appear. She nodded.

Then, as Piper had commented the day Charlotte first saw him, he would be really old now, since Ford, his grandson, was probably Charlotte’s age. He may have even passed. “Thank you for your time.” She turned for the door.

How was he going to keep her here, at least until he could speak to her for a while, hear her voice some more, look at her face? “Is that all you wanted to know?”

Charlotte turned back to face him. That was all she could handle for now. Her Alexander was this man’s grandfather. Not her dream husband. But five minutes ago, she’d seen her dream husband, in the flesh, walk out this door. “Yes. Thank you.”

He watched her leave his shop and turn to the right, walking along the sidewalk with her eyes down, her hair lifting in the breeze. He had a hundred questions he could have asked her. But you didn’t ask any of them, did you? The opportunity had been handed to him, and he hadn’t been man enough to run with it. 

Charlotte climbed in her Golf and called Piper. When the call went to voicemail, she sat still for a moment, composing her thoughts. “I just saw Alexander. Call me when you get a chance.” 

She’d made the fifteen-minute ride to her condo in Danville before her phone rang. Picking it up from the kitchen counter, she said, “Hi, Piper.”

“You see Alexander every time you go to Plains.”

“No. I saw a living, breathing Alexander.”

“Ohhhhh. Is he a hundred years old?”

“He’s our age.”

“So that’s a fake sepia picture?”

“No, that’s the grandfather of the guy in Gendron’s. But there’s a guy walking around now that looks just like Alexander. I saw him.”

“Who is he? Where did you see him?”

Charlotte wished she’d been with it enough to ask Ford Gendron who the Alexander look-alike was. “I don’t know who he is. He was in the shop when I went in, and then I saw his face and I thought I was going to have a heart attack.”

“You didn’t talk to him?”

“I couldn’t. I was in shock. It was as if he had come back from the dead.” Although Charlotte didn’t spend time thinking Alexander was probably deceased, she knew it was a distinct possibility. “He even had the cleft chin.”

“That’s eerie. Did you say you went into the shop?”

“Yes. I decided to ask about the photo. Last week when I went by, it wasn’t in the window. None of the pictures were there. They had put green cloth down, but the pictures were missing and it bothered me. It was kind of upsetting not to see him, and I started wondering what would happen if the shop closed and I never got to see him again.”

“What did you find out about the man?”

“Just that he’s the grandfather of Ford Gendron. I saw engagement photos he’d done at work yesterday. Gorgeous photos.”

“The grandfather did the photos?”

“No. Ford, the grandson, does photography. Weddings, too. There were some beautiful pictures on the walls in the shop.” Charlotte would have noticed more if her dream husband hadn’t exploded onto the scene.

“I’ll keep him in mind if Eric ever decides he can’t live without me.” Piper laughed. “You should find out more about him.”

“Which one? My dream husband or my real-life dream husband?”

“Take your pick. Maybe both.”

“I could go ask Ford Gendron more questions.” Charlotte gazed out the window at the lengthening shadows. The sun wouldn’t be setting for at least another hour. She wondered what time Gendron’s shop closed tonight. No. Ford Gendron would know how strange she was if she returned there tonight to ask something she could have asked earlier. “I’ll go back. I just don’t know when.” Maybe tomorrow she could go. It would be something to do on a Saturday, if the weather was nice. Or maybe Friday after work would be better. It would be her reward after a long week of auditing.

“Let me know if you want me to go. I can ask questions, too.”

“Thanks, Piper.”

Charlotte put down her phone, thought for a moment, then picked it up and called her mother.

“Hi, Charlotte.”

“Hi. How are you and Dad?”

“Good. He’s watching the game, so if you hear shouting, don’t worry.”

Just another Friday night at the Blayne house. Charlotte’s parents had moved to Pennsylvania almost three years ago and she only saw them every few months because of the distance. 

“Listen, Mom. Remember I fell in love with the picture of that cute guy in the shop window when I was a kid?”

“Things like that are hard to forget. Alex? Was that his name?”

She smiled. “Alexander. That’s what I called him. Today I went into the shop. Where the picture is. And I met the man’s grandson.”

“Ah. Too bad he’s already married. Not to mention a little old for you.”

“Yeah.”

“What about him?”

“Nothing. I just found that out about him. I might go back to the shop. I’ll let you know if I find out anything interesting.”

Since Saturday was rainy, Charlotte decided to postpone her trip to Plains until Friday after dinner. She had started pretending to herself ice cream was the purpose of the trip and going into Gendron’s was more of an afterthought. She kept up the pretense as she walked along the sidewalk on Friday night, only glancing at the display window to make sure Alexander was in place.

Ford had been looking frequently at the foot traffic outside the shop since five, hoping she would walk by, since she had for the past two Fridays. He’d never seen her for three weeks in a row, and even seeing her last week had been unusual. He wondered why her visits had increased. 

When he saw her he picked up his Pentax and waited for her to stop. But she didn’t. She passed by the window with barely a glance inside. He walked closer to the display so he could see where she went, but she was walking quickly and he soon lost sight of her. He went back to the counter and put the camera down, then opened the folder on his laptop that held his personal photos. He saw the photo he’d taken the first time he’d seen her and a more recent one. The shots were good enough to display. He knew they were. He’d call the pair Woman in Love, and if he could get her consent, he’d show them at the Plains Town Fair this summer.

Charlotte stood at the board that listed ice cream flavors. She’d decided to bring Ford Gendron ice cream as thanks for answering her questions. It seemed only right. The hard part was deciding what flavor he might want. She asked the girl at the window what the most popular flavors were, then picked up the two cups and headed back toward Gendron’s, wondering what he would be able to tell her.

Ford printed the photos of Woman in Love in his back room and had returned to the counter when he looked up and saw her pulling the door open. She carried two Styrofoam cups and her smile looked hesitant. Enthralling. The longing that came over him was almost overwhelming.

“Hi. Ford?” Charlotte walked over to the counter where he stood and saw him turn some photos over so they were face down. Probably someone’s wedding or engagement photos. She would have liked to see them.

“Yes?” He took a slow breath and pressed his hands on the counter.

She held out the two cups of ice cream, still with their lids on. “Chocolate or cookies and cream?” She hoped the girl at the Meadows had predicted right. 

She’d brought him ice cream. He smiled and felt himself relaxing. “Which do you want?”

“You choose. I’m fine with either.”

“Why did you do this?” He reached for the cup in her right hand, not caring what flavor it was. “Thank you.”

“I wanted to ask you about the photo.” And the living, breathing Alexander. But maybe that would wait for another Friday night. She watched him take the lid off the cup and she pulled off her own, then he reached for hers and disposed of them. He stuck the spoon into the chocolate ice cream, put the cup on the counter, then walked to the window display to get the photo. He set the frame on the counter so they could both see it, then he looked at her.

“What do you want to know?” He picked up the cup and took a bite. It was his first of the year from the Meadows and it was better than he remembered. Or maybe it tasted so good because she was here.

“What’s his name?” It seemed like a good place to start, although if it turned out to be Alexander she was pretty sure she’d shriek and scare the life out of Ford Gendron. She glanced at the counter and noticed the SLR camera and wondered if he used that for his jobs. Then she looked back at him.

If it had been anyone off the street asking about the photo he would have been curious but cautious. But having watched her study the photo for so many years, he had no qualms about telling her anything she wanted to know about his grandfather. Twelve years was a long time to admire a photo from afar. It felt twice as long as that since he’d fallen in love with her. 

“Harry Gendron.” 

Not Alexander then. Of course not. She smiled.

He wondered what had made her smile. “He doesn’t look like a Harry to you?”

“I gave him a different name.” She was relieved to see his smile, especially since she hadn’t intended to tell him that. She’d better not tell him she’d made plans to marry him, too.

“What name?”

“Alexander.” She kept her lips together so she wouldn’t give away any more secrets. She opened them only long enough to take a bite of cookies and cream. “Middle name?” she heard herself ask. So much for her lips staying shut.

“No middle name.”

“When was it taken?” She looked at the photo. Took a step closer to it. He was so handsome. Alexander or Harry, it didn’t matter which. So beautiful.

“In 1949. He was 18. It was just before he married my grandmother.” He watched as she stared at the photo. “Can I ask your name?” She looked at him.

“Charlotte Blayne.” The man was a professional photographer. She could share her name. Especially after all the thoughts she’d had about his ancestor.

Charlotte Blayne, if I didn’t know better I’d say you were in love with my grandfather. But he wouldn’t be saying that. Maybe he should come up with a better name for the photos of her, too. If he planned to show them to her and put them in the fair. “Nice to meet you, Charlotte.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Ford.” 

“What else do you want to know about Harry? Born in 1931, married in 1949, had five kids, they each had four kids.”

Charlotte knew from overhearing the conversation last week that Ford had a grandmother but she didn’t know if it was Harry’s wife. Or if Harry were still living. But she didn’t want to ask any more questions. Who was she to be interrogating him about his family? The price of an ice cream, as good as the Meadows’ ice cream was, didn’t entitle her to that.

“I’ve bothered you enough. Thanks for your time.” She stuck the spoon in her cup and wiped her fingers on her jeans.

Ford wondered why she was leaving. She’d hardly asked any questions. “Will you come back next Friday? I have a question for you.” He saw her eyebrows lift.

“You can ask me now.”

“You aren’t coming back next week?” He was proud of himself for asking. 

“I can come back.” If Harry’s photo is in the window. It’ll probably take me all week to be able to think of him as Harry. “You don’t want to ask me now?”

He wanted her to wonder for a week what he was going to ask. Maybe if she thought about him a few times, when he showed her the photos she wouldn’t think he was a psycho. “I’ll ask when you come back.”

“Is Harry still–” Charlotte looked from the photo to Ford. She hadn’t planned to ask and wished she hadn’t.

He guessed what she was asking and imagined she wouldn’t like the answer. “I’ll tell you when I see you next time. Thanks for the ice cream.”

“You’re welcome. Thanks for telling me about Harry.”

Charlotte walked to the door feeling Ford’s eyes following her. There was no one else in the shop, so why wouldn’t he watch her? It couldn’t be because she was a stranger who came in off the street just to quiz him about his ancestry. 

He watched her out the window of the shop until she disappeared, then he put Harry’s photo back. It was time for a talk with Gramma about family history.
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