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            Prologue
Adele

         
      
         
            
               
                 
            January 1942

                    
         
 
               Anger tastes like ginger root, sharp and sweet and juicy, a tang that makes your tongue burn.

               
               At least, that’s what this anger tastes like, the anger of frustration and betrayal, of being discounted and blocked at every
                  turn, forced from the path I’d mapped out for myself years before, exiled to the outskirts of everything I long for, cast
                  aside, disregarded, sidelined.
               

               
               So many words. But they still can’t fully express all I’m feeling, the taste of this fury.

               
               That’s the problem with the English language, with words in general. They have no inherent meaning in and of themselves, and
                  so many are required to explain an emotion, even to yourself. As much as I love books, I sometimes wonder how writers do it,
                  and why. It all seems so wasteful. You can fill a page and still miss the mark of what you meant to say.
               

               
               But I’ve never been very good at putting my thoughts into words. I didn’t talk until I was four. I don’t mean that I couldn’t talk, only that I didn’t. Even then, I felt the inadequacy of speech, sensed that I experienced the world differently than other people and that trying to explain this could only result in misunderstandings. 

               
               I was right.

               
               When my mother told the family doctor that her eight-year-old daughter tasted emotion and felt color, he frowned and muttered
                  and sent us to other doctors—a pediatrician, a child psychiatrist, and finally a neurologist, who told my mother, “Adele suffers
                  from synesthesia, a brain malfunction in which the senses can become confused, eliciting an abnormal connection in response
                  to certain stimuli. For example, seeing a particular color and experiencing an actual sensation of taste associated with it.”
               

               
               I didn’t understand what he was talking about. But when he uttered the words malfunction and abnormal, looking at me like a lab experiment, I tasted and saw mustard.
               

               
               Now, having lived for twenty-one years as a synesthete, I’m not convinced that the doctor understood what he was talking about
                  either. It’s not a malfunction, it’s a gift, an extra portion of perception that not everyone gets to experience. Like most
                  other people, I can talk, write, and express myself. But most other people can’t do what I do, experience emotions as something
                  tangible and concrete, a sensation that requires no explanation or interpretation. It might not be normal, but I wouldn’t
                  give it back.
               

               
               When I feel the bite of ginger on the back of my tongue, I know exactly what type of anger I mean. It has a color too, this
                  anger that’s been simmering during the hours-long ride from Washington and bubbles up again as the bus starts to slow: it’s
                  the gray of spent coal shot with ink black and cinnamon.
               

               
               When I was little, we had a tomcat with fur just that color, a stray who showed up to lick some cream I’d spilled on the stoop and never left. He had six toes on each front paw but only one eye, and his battle-scarred right ear was torn in three places. When I asked if I could keep him—a silly question because nobody can “keep” a cat, they come or they go—my father said, “Why? That’s the most miserable cat I ever laid eyes on.” The name stuck. So did the cat. 

               
               Miserable lived under the steps that led to the alley. He wouldn’t come inside, not even if you tempted him with tuna. But
                  sometimes on a summer day, he’d lie on his back to soak in the sun, arms stretched high over his head, and let you rub his
                  belly three, four, or even five times. And then, without warning, he’d collapse into himself like a jackknife snapping into
                  a sheath and pierce your friendly hand with all twelve of his sharp little front claws, often drawing blood, then slink back
                  under the porch with a hiss that said you should have known better.
               

               
               So maybe that explains the unusual color of this ginger-flavored fury? Because the anger of the moment is coupled with conviction
                  that someday I will have my revenge on those who should have known better than to stand in my way, not by piercing them with
                  my claws but by proving them wrong.
               

               
               I should be making art, perfecting my technique, working toward the day when I’ll see my work hanging in galleries, or even
                  museums. Instead, I’ve been banished to the mountains to babysit other people’s paintings and sculptures for the duration
                  of the war. The fact that my canvas and marble-carved charges are among the finest in the world offers some solace. Perhaps
                  the talents of the masters still cling to the works they’ve left behind? Perhaps I’ll breathe it in somehow, find inspiration
                  by osmosis? But it’s still a banishment, a grossly unfair one, my penance for the sin of rebuffing the advances of my married
                  boss.
               

               
               The bus groans and squeaks and shudders to a stop. The driver calls out, “Asheville! Asheville, North Carolina! Next stop,
                  Montreat!”
               

               
               I jump to my feet, the only passenger to do so, palming the back of my head to make sure my blue hat is still pinned on before pulling a leather portfolio of my paintings and a wheat-colored suitcase holding more brushes and tubes of paint than clothes down from the luggage rack. The mid-thirties masher in the wrinkled suit, who was offended when I moved to another seat after jolting from sleep to find his hand on my knee, scowls and crosses his arms over his chest, making it clear he has no intention of helping. 

               
               I lumber up the aisle, the suitcase bumping against my legs with every step, worried it’s going to catch on my stockings and
                  wondering if I’ll be able to find another pair if it does. The war is only days old but already there’s talk of hosiery being
                  rationed to reserve silk and nylon for making parachutes. I stretch my arm out as far as I can to keep my bag from banging
                  on my legs and get to the front of the bus without incident. The kindly driver, a man with salt-and-pepper hair and a heavy
                  Baltimore accent that marks him as a native of my hometown, who has been at the wheel since Washington and told me he makes
                  this same trip twice a week, takes my burdens from me, sets them onto the curb, then offers his hand as I descend the steps.
               

               
               “Thank you. Do you know where I can get a cab?”

               
               “Nobody’s coming to meet you?” he asks.

               
               I pull a folded slip of paper from the pocket of my best blue jacket, now terribly wrinkled from the journey.

               
               “I’ve got an address for a boardinghouse on Flint Street.”

               
               “Well, you won’t find any cabs in this part of Asheville, miss. But if I’m remembering right, Flint is over in the Montford
                  neighborhood.” He points. “Go through that alley, take a right onto Broadway, then a left at the next corner onto Starnes.
                  Just keep walking three, maybe four blocks. It’s not far but I don’t like leaving a lady all alone on the street.” He glances
                  at my suitcases, then at his wristwatch and shakes his head. “If I wasn’t already behind schedule . . .”
               

               
               I smile, then purposely put on the accent I’d worked so hard to rid myself of after leaving home and going to art school. “You don’t need to worry about me, mister. I’m a Baltimore girl, not a lady.” 

               
               He laughs. “Well, all right. I guess you can take care of yourself then,” before wishing me well and climbing back behind
                  the wheel.
               

               
               The bus drives off, belching exhaust.

               
               I pick up my bags and march down the deserted sidewalk in my platform pumps, tasting raw ginger, seeing cat fur and the comeuppance
                  to come, a gallery hung with my work and the day I will prove them all wrong.
               

               
            

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter One
Esme

         
         
            2009

         

         The new used car I bought impulsively in New York and immediately nicknamed “the Toaster” on account of its boxy shape had
            a sticky clutch, a top speed of fifty-two miles an hour, and air conditioning that smelled weirdly of sauerkraut and worked
            only intermittently. So, by the time I reached the outskirts of town, I was tired, hot, cranky, and way behind schedule.
         

         
         But when I putt-putted to the top of the hill and I saw blue-green waves of mountains reaching the horizon in every direction
            and the city in the center, looking like the only human habitation in the known universe, suspended in an endless sky, irritation
            gave way to awe. On a perfect day in early June, “Land of the Sky” is more than a tagline; it’s a spot-on description of Asheville,
            North Carolina.
         

         
         There was a time when this mountain town felt like a kind of heaven to me, a place of rescue and redemption. But when an injured animal is given refuge and time to heal, there comes a day when safety starts to feel like suffocation. The same thing happened to me. That’s why I left Asheville nearly fifteen years before, intent on becoming a writer. 

         
         I’d been talking about it since I was twelve, scribbling stories and “honing my craft” while hammering out the particulars
            of a year-by-year plan to create a happy, secure, successful life as a multi-published, bestselling novelist who had it all—house,
            husband, family, friends.
         

         
         Step one was to get myself to New York City.

         
         When I told my grandparents that the time had come for me to begin my career and leave the lakeside lodge where they’d raised
            me, George couldn’t understand what the one had to do with the other.
         

         
         “Why can’t you stay here and write? We’ve got paper and pens in North Carolina too, you know. Not to mention lots of material
            to work with. Take Thomas Wolfe,” he argued. “Look Homeward Angel is a classic, one of the best novels of all time, and the whole story takes place right here in Asheville.”
         

         
         “Yes. And Wolfe got his master’s at Harvard, taught at NYU, and wrote most of the book in Europe, George,” I said. I’m not
            sure why but I always called my grandparents by their first names; maybe because I didn’t know they existed until I was ten.
            “New York is the center of the literary universe. If I’m going to be published by twenty-two, I need to start making contacts.”
         

         
         “You’re only nineteen,” he countered. “What’s the rush? You’ve got plenty of time.”

         
         “I’ll be fine,” I said, responding to the look in his eyes and how he was tugging at the buckle of his suspenders, the way he did when something worried him. “It’s not like you’re never going to see me again. I’ll come back to visit all the time, I promise. But now that I’ve finished college, there’s no point in my hanging around here any longer. Besides, if you plan to lead an amazing life, you’ve got to go where life is amazing.” 

         
         George hooked a thumb around his suspenders and turned toward my grandmother.

         
         “What do you say to all this?”

         
         Adele fixed her eyes on mine.

         
         “When were you thinking of leaving?”

         
         “There’s a bus on Friday morning.”

         
         “I see. So you want to be gone before Robyn comes home? You’re sure? She’s still your mother, Esme. You haven’t seen her in
            ten years.”
         

         
         I bit my lower lip but didn’t speak. Adele wasn’t much of a talker but when she did talk, she had a way of cutting to the
            heart of the matter.
         

         
         “Well,” she said at last, reading the resolve in my silence and then looking at George, “I’d say that we have a lot to do
            before Friday.”
         

         
         Yes, we did.

         
         From the day Adele taught me to sew my own clothes, my closet had been stuffed. My therapist says it stems from childhood
            deprivations. I just think I like variety. And making stuff. That’s the problem with therapists: they turn everything into
            a diagnosis.
         

         
         No way would my wardrobe fit into two suitcases, so I just packed my summer clothes and boxed up the rest to be shipped once I found a place to live, along with my books and the portable sewing machine I’d gotten for graduation. It ended up being a pretty big job. However, Adele’s most pressing concern was teaching me to cook shrimp and grits. 

         
         “The grease adds lots of flavor, so make sure the bacon is good and cooked before you toss in the shrimp,” she explained as
            she stirred a mess of crackling lardons in her favorite cast iron skillet. “New Yorkers probably won’t know about it so they’ll
            think you’re making something exotic. The best thing about this recipe is it’s scalable, perfect for parties.”
         

         
         Oh, Adele.

         
         Any other grandma about to send her teenage granddaughter off to the big, bad city would have been instructing her in the
            proper use of handheld mace. Adele’s big concern was making sure I was prepared to entertain. That fact that I didn’t have
            an apartment, a job, or two nickels to rub together and didn’t know a soul in New York was inconsequential—Adele was absolutely
            certain I’d be throwing a lot of dinner parties.
         

         
         Of course, that’s exactly what happened. Though I’m honestly not that great a cook, shrimp and grits became my signature dish,
            a recipe that works for a first-date dinner for two or a baby shower for twenty. Like Adele said, it’s scalable.
         

         
         George had a more practical, or at least more grandfatherly, response to my departure. He did, in fact, buy me some mace,
            and a rape whistle, and taught me a couple of karate throws to use should I ever be attacked from behind.
         

         
         Back then, I had a halo of brown ringlets that matched my eyes and hung to my shoulders, a sprinkling of freckles on my turned-up nose, and a heart-shaped baby face. The day after I moved in with Yolanda, I borrowed her scissors and hacked my hair into a short, messy pixie cut in hopes it would make me look older and force people to take me seriously, but it didn’t really help. I was twenty-eight years old before I was able to order a cocktail without getting carded. So that, along with the fact that I’m five feet tall without shoes and weigh one hundred and seven pounds soaking wet, made George’s attempts to turn me into a badass feel somewhat laughable. But I played along to ease his mind and because, well, it was sweet that he worried about me. 

         
         I’d never met my own father or even known who he was. On the rare occasions when the topic came up, Robyn referred to him
            as “the sperm donor,” which made me suppose he’d been just another of her many one-night stands. But George was better than
            two fathers to me, so I never felt the lack.
         

         
         Now, driving down the highway, I spot the exit that George’s battered green pickup had taken when dropping me off so many
            years before, and the memories come flooding back, as vivid as if they were occurring in real time.
         

         
         The bus was late. I remembered feeling impatient, wanting to make a clean break, wishing my grandparents would just get in
            the truck and go because the way George kept pacing and jingling the change in his pocket was making me crazy. I also remembered
            feeling worried about what would happen if they did go and the bus didn’t come. What if I’d already missed it? There wasn’t a proper terminal in Asheville, just a pickup and
            drop-off point in front of a gas station. What if this was the wrong gas station?
         

         
         Finally, the bus rumbled around a corner. The long stretch of waiting gave way to flurry and flutter, the counting of suitcases and hurried inquiries about the packages of new underwear Adele had left on my bed the night before. Then, suddenly, the bus was at the curb, belching exhaust, and the driver was lifting a door on the underbelly of the beast—quickly, so quickly—and loading my bags into the expanse before closing the compartment door with an impatient clang and saying we had to get moving, that he needed to make up time. 

         
         I remembered the jolt of elation that coursed through me, the euphoria of adventure and fresh starts. And I remembered the
            last round of hugs, and the wet sheen in George’s eyes and how he pressed a hundred-dollar bill into my hand, and reminded
            me to call as soon as I got to New York. And I remembered Adele placing her hands on my cheeks and leaning in until we were
            nose to nose, saying, “I love you, I love you, I love you,” and me saying it back.
         

         
         I remembered following the driver to the door, putting my foot on the first step, being interrupted by a squeal and a hoot,
            and turning to see Adele running toward me in her going-to-town shoes with short, stiff strides, her platinum curls bouncing
            with every step.
         

         
         “Your lunch! Your lunch! You almost forgot!” she cried, then thrust a paper shopping bag with enough provisions for a week
            into my arms. “Eat the egg salad first,” she instructed, “so the mayonnaise doesn’t turn. And then the pimento cheese. Save
            the peanut butter and jelly for last. Don’t forget.”
         

         
         “I won’t.”

         
         “Sit by the driver,” she advised. “And watch out for mashers.”

         
         “What are mashers?”

         
         “Men with overcoats and wandering hands.”

         
         I laughed. “I love you.”

         
         “I love you more.”

         
         “Don’t worry, Adele. I’ll be fine.”

         
         “Oh, I know you will!” she exclaimed and squeezed my hands. “I absolutely do! Big things are in store for you, Esme. Big, big things!”
         

         
         I found a seat in the back, next to a window. My grandparents stood on the curb, taut smiles signaling their determination
            not to cry. I waved, dry-eyed, thinking that they were preciously overemotional. After all, it wasn’t like I was never coming
            back. When I came to visit, I’d be successful, happy, and possibly famous, and they’d be proud of me.
         

         
         But as the bus pulled away, I felt a sudden stab of . . . not regret precisely, more a wish that things could have been different,
            that I hadn’t lived the kind of life that made me into the kind of person who would accelerate her exit plan to avoid her
            own mother, the mother she hadn’t set eyes on in nearly a decade. Heaven knew I had my reasons. So did my grandparents, which
            is why Adele hadn’t urged me to delay my departure. Because what would be the point? If I stayed on an extra week, or even
            two, it wouldn’t have made any difference. Robyn made her choices and now I was making mine, a choice to forget the past and
            focus on my future.
         

         
         I got up onto my knees, pressing my palm against the grimy window and craning my neck to keep my grandparents in sight for
            as long as possible, feeling a shiver of excitement as the bus picked up speed and drove off. Adele was right, big things
            were ahead for me. I was sure of it. All I had to do was work hard and stick to my plan.
         

         
         Everything is perfectly straightforward, when you’re nineteen.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two
New York

         
         
            1997

         

         Carl Zinfandel, fifty-something and balding, with hands like hams and a 1962 class ring on one of his fleshy fingers, dressed
            in a short-sleeved shirt and striped rayon tie that floated an inch above his belt buckle, looked more like the assistant
            manager of a grocery store than a senior editor for a major New York publishing house. In short, he wasn’t at all what I expected.
         

         
         But maybe he was thinking the same thing about me.

         
         I was short and the chair across from Mr. Zinfandel’s desk was weirdly tall. I sat there, toes dangling above the floor, while
            he read my résumé.
         

         
         Considering how slim it was on actual content, I was surprised it was taking him so long. I’d stayed up all night writing
            it, padding my skimpy work history with a list of writing awards and using the biggest font I could reasonably get away with.
         

         
         I looked down at my lap and frowned. Wearing linen was a mistake. When I sat down, my dress pleated into a dozen uneven wrinkles. And I didn’t even want to imagine what my hair looked like. After the big brown eyes I inherited from Adele, my crown of chestnut ringlets was my best feature, but they frizzed into a tangle somewhere between Brillo pad and bird’s nest when it was humid. 

         
         I ran my hand over my hair, thinking about how many of my favorite authors had been published by Dorne and Merrill—E. Foster
            Llewellyn, Rita Harris-Crown, Oscar Glazier—and how amazing it would be to work here. Or, if I was honest, just about anywhere.
         

         
         Mr. Zinfandel cleared his throat and laid my résumé on the desk.

         
         “So . . . you really haven’t done anything. Have you?”

         
         “Sorry?”

         
         I was prepared for questions about my strengths and weaknesses, not honesty. I tried to recover, mumbling something about
            being in charge of author events at the bookstore when the manager was recuperating from gallbladder surgery (there’d only
            been one), but Carl waved a beefy hand through the air and cut me off.
         

         
         “That friend of yours who works in the design department—the artsy one with purple hair . . .” He fluttered his fingers over
            his pate as if he were sprinkling fairy dust on his head.
         

         
         “Yolanda? We’re roommates. She said you had an opening for an editorial assistant.”

         
         “Yolanda. She said you’re a writer?”

         
         “Yes. I mean . . . I was. I’ve never really published anything.”

         
         “Did you finish anything?”
         

         
         “Over the last three years, I’ve written fifteen novels in various genres.” He raised his eyebrows, waiting for the rest of the story. “And got two hundred and sixty-eight rejections.” 

         
         His eyebrows reached new heights. “Really?”
         

         
         Yes. Really.

         
         Who’d have guessed I had such an infinite capacity for humiliation? Admitting it was humiliation of a different sort. But
            for the first time since I’d walked into his office, Mr. Zinfandel looked interested. So when he propped his elbows on his
            desk and rested his chin on his big knuckles, I did the thing that you should probably never, ever do in an interview—I told
            the absolute truth.
         

         
         I told him about growing up as the only child of a single, teenage mom who found her escape in drugs and alcohol and about
            how Zip, one of the many “uncles” we lived with over the years, taught me how to read before disappearing like all the others,
            taking all the money from my mother’s purse but leaving me with my escape, books. I told him about having our car repossessed,
            being hungry when Robyn got fired, which happened pretty often, and the run-in with the law that landed her in jail and me
            in foster care. When Carl started to look sorry for me, I skipped ahead and told him about George and Adele, the grandparents
            I’d never known I had, and how George had driven through the night to collect me after a social worker called to inform him
            of my existence and predicament, and took me home to the Last Lake Lodge, a rustic fishing resort outside of Asheville.
         

         
         “And you lived happily ever after?” Carl asked, rocking backward in his chair, grasping the cracked leather armrests and making
            the springs squeak.
         

         
         “Yes and no.”

         
         Without going into too many details, I gave him to understand that starting a new school in a small town wasn’t easy, especially once your classmates found out about your drug addict, jailbird mother. It’s not fair to judge children for the mistakes of their parents but people will do it. That’s why it’s so important to make a name and reputation for yourself. I knew that from an early age. What I didn’t know, not at first, was how to do it. 

         
         During a shopping trip for school clothes in Asheville, not long after I arrived in North Carolina, Adele decided we should
            stop by the bookstore. Oscar Glazier was there, signing copies of Red Dawn and Cold Steel. I was agog, awestruck by my first sight of a living, breathing published author. The book was adult action adventure and
            way over my head, but Adele bought me a copy anyway and made me promise not to read it until I was fourteen. I broke my promise
            almost immediately.
         

         
         Of less importance than the book was the man who wrote it. Mr. Glazier didn’t even look up while signing my copy, but the
            encounter changed something in me, opened a door in my mind. I started secreting paper, pencils, and a flashlight inside my
            pillowcase and scribbling under the covers when I should have been sleeping.
         

         
         Reading stories offered me escape. Writing them gave me release, and a sense of safety and control, the ability to create
            worlds in which heroines always triumph against seemingly impossible odds, always. My first efforts were shaky, peppered with plot holes and deplorable spelling, but I was hooked. Soon I was writing all
            the time, under the blankets in the dark of night, in my head during the light of day. Bit by bit, I got better at it.
         

         
         After winning a countywide writing contest for sixth graders, my teachers decided I should skip the seventh grade entirely. This convinced me of two things: that writing was my destiny and that it was possible to speed the process of growing up. My grandparents were caring, kind, and supportive, but I could never shake the feeling that childhood left a person too much at the mercy of others. Even at eleven, maybe especially then, I hated being dependent and understood that if you didn’t take hold of your own destiny, somebody else might. 

         
         And so I took every AP class my high school offered, plus community college classes during the summer, graduated at sixteen,
            earned my bachelor’s degree from Appalachian State at nineteen, and moved to New York City a month later, right after learning
            that my mother had been paroled and was moving back to the lake, “just until she gets back on her feet,” as George said. How
            long that would take was anybody’s guess, but even one day was too much for me, so I caught that bus the day before she was
            due to arrive.
         

         
         New York was all I’d hoped it would be—bustling, loud, and overcrowded, an assault on the senses, with bookstores in every
            neighborhood and potential characters on every corner. I spent my second day in the city parked on the stoop of the West Side
            Y, scribbling notes about the people who streamed in and out, figuring at least one of them would make a good story. But in
            New York, even the Y was beyond my budget. After spotting a “roommate wanted” ad on a coffee shop bulletin board, I called
            the number and moved in with Yolanda the same day.
         

         
         Our apartment, which shared a bathroom with a ground floor nail salon that was probably a money-laundering operation, was really more of a hallway sandwiched between two other apartments, and definitely not legal. But it was cheap and I liked Yolanda, a funny, free-spirited art school grad who crocheted weird and whimsical googly-eyed monsters that looked kind of like those paper and clay animals from the Oaxaca region of Mexico, was forever falling in love with guys who were all wrong for her, and who loved to read as much as I did. 

         
         We lived on cheese sandwiches, ramen noodles, and hope. Yolanda was waitressing at three different restaurants until she could
            find a gallery that was willing to buy her art. I sold books at Barnes & Noble during the day and wrote into the wee hours
            in every imaginable genre—romance, suspense, young adult, fantasy, steampunk. It was fun at first. Yolanda came from a small
            town too, and we loved exploring the city, figuring out everything you could do to entertain yourself in New York for under
            two bucks, telling each other that someday, after we were famous, the stories of our starving artist days would make great
            interview fodder.
         

         
         But cheese sandwiches and ramen get old after a while. So does rejection.

         
         When the landlord raised the rent, Yolanda took a job as a junior graphic designer at Dorne and Merrill and ended up liking
            it more than she’d thought. Maybe I would too?
         

         
         I cleared my throat and clarified my position on Carl’s inquiry about living happily ever after. “What I meant to say is,
            not yet. But I’m working on it.”
         

         
         “And you think getting a job as my assistant might speed the process?” he asked. I clasped my hands in my lap, saying nothing.
            “Are you sure you’re ready to give up on writing?”
         

         
         “Absolutely.”

         
         I meant it. If you don’t take the hint after two hundred and sixty-eight rejections, when will you? And at this point, I just
            wanted to be good at something again.
         

         
         “Well.” Carl paused to slurp his coffee. “You wouldn’t be the first editor who started out thinking they were a writer. What kind of books do you like?” 

         
         “All kinds.” I wiggled toward the front edge of the chair so that my toes, which had lost all feeling, made contact with the floor,
            and listed my favorites by genre. It took a while.
         

         
         “But . . . ,” I said finally, and paused to lick my lips, worried I was about to say the wrong thing. “I’m not all that crazy
            about literary fiction. Most of it anyway. I mean, I’m not saying that I hate it—”
         

         
         Carl cut me off with an enormous, yawping guffaw.

         
         “Gawd, I do! Pretentious, self-indulgent, word salad most of it. Everybody dies and nothing happens!” He slapped his palms flat against his desk and rocked his whole torso forward, as if preparing to leapfrog across
            the expanse. “What’s so smart about writing a book that doesn’t have a plot?”
         

         
         Was this a rhetorical question? He was staring at me like it might not be. Before I could formulate an answer, Carl rocked
            back into his chair.
         

         
         “If you work with me, you’ll be working on commercial titles, the books that people actually buy. Publishing is a business. And an editor is only as good as his last year’s sales.”
         

         
         If I worked with him?

         
         It wasn’t definite but it sounded promising. I scooted forward and moved my hands to the armrests. The jingling of my bracelets
            drew Carl’s attention and a laugh. “Anybody who likes jewelry that much needs to marry an orthodontist.”
         

         
         “Oh, I’m not planning on getting married anytime soon.”

         
         This was true. I very much wanted to get married someday, but not until the time was right. If you don’t control your life, life ends up controlling you. That’s why you need a plan. Realizing I was going to miss the boat on getting published by twenty-two, I’d recently regrouped. My new plan was pretty similar to the old one, still centered in New York (cramped, illegal, money-laundering nail salon apartments notwithstanding, it was still where amazing people lived amazing lives) but more reality based and with a slightly more generous timeline. 

         
         I’d establish myself in a viable, interesting career by twenty-four, marry the man of my dreams by twenty-eight, buy a garden
            apartment where we could cultivate flowers and a wide group of interesting and accomplished friends by thirty-two, and start
            a family by thirty-five, leaving open the option to have a second child two or three years later. At the moment, I was way
            behind schedule, but if Carl hired me, maybe I could make up for lost time?
         

         
         “I don’t even have a boyfriend,” I assured him. “And I made the bracelets myself.”

         
         “All of them?” he asked, looking mildly impressed.

         
         “Jewelry making is one of my hobbies. And sewing. I made this dress myself.”

         
         I ran my hand over my dress. Wrinkled or not, I loved the full skirt, the pink and fuchsia orchids and matching fuchsia belt.
            Not a conventional choice for an interview but surely people who worked in publishing appreciated the unconventional? Besides,
            I couldn’t afford a suit.
         

         
         “Yeah.” Carl cleared his throat again. “Didn’t think you bought it in the city. That’s okay, kid. It’s good that you’ve got
            interests.”
         

         
         “Oh, I do! So many! Reading, obviously. Sewing. Jewelry making. Knitting. Gardening.”
         

         
         Since I couldn’t seem to master increases or decreases, the only thing I knew how to knit was scarves and my current garden was a rusty coffee can on the windowsill where I grew parsley and cilantro but Carl didn’t need to know that. Once my someday husband and I bought that garden apartment together, I would become a certified master gardener. And learn to bake sourdough bread. And make truly amazing Bolognese sauce. Like the outlines I had formerly used for the plots of my writing projects, my life plan included headings and subheadings. 

         
         “Oh, and I’ve been learning origami—”

         
         “Origami?” Carl popped his bushy eyebrows.

         
         “It’s very calming.”

         
         “Uh-huh.” Carl nodded slowly. “So, Esme Cahill, if I asked you to pitch me an idea for a nonfiction book, what would it be?”

         
         “Nonfiction?”

         
         This should have been the easiest thing in the world. Yolanda and I invented a game we called That Oughta Be a Book, where
            we’d each come up with a topic that we thought would make a good book and then argue about whose idea was better. Most of
            the time, I pitched plots for novels, but I had plenty of thoughts about real people or situations that would make interesting
            reading too. However, the second Carl asked me to actually name one, every book idea I’d ever had flew straight out of my
            head.
         

         
         “Umm . . .”

         
         “Take your time.”

         
         My brain was blank. The only thing that penetrated was the sound of Carl’s desk clock, ticking away the seconds and my chances
            of getting a real job. But then . . .
         

         
         “Oh! Oh, wait! I’ve got one!”

         
         “Just tell me. You don’t need to raise your hand.”

         
         “I . . . I know a woman who feels colors. Tastes them too, sometimes.” Carl leaned in a little so I kept going. “She makes quilts. Every color she puts into them is connected to the emotions she’s experienced at a particular moment in life.” 

         
         “A quilter with synesthesia?” Carl tilted his head to one side. “Can she write?”

         
         “I don’t think so,” I said, truthfully.

         
         “Huh. Well, it’s an interesting idea. You know, editors don’t always just sit around waiting for manuscripts to land on the
            desk, Esme. Sometimes our job is to pick up the phone and convince people to share their stories.”
         

         
         Our job? Was Carl Zinfandel saying what I thought he was saying?
         

         
         “So . . . do you want me to call her?”

         
         My heart dropped into my stomach. Adele rarely talked about herself, deflecting questions with more questions of her own.
            If getting this job hinged on convincing my grandmother to open up about her life, I was doomed.
         

         
         “An editorial assistant’s job is assisting,” Carl said. “Answering email, scheduling meetings, keeping the wheels rolling. It’s grunt work. But I’d never hire an assistant
            unless I believed they had the potential to step into my shoes someday.”
         

         
         He went quiet. I held my breath, sensing he was nearing his verdict.

         
         “You are an odd young woman, Esme. But I’ve got a good feeling about you. You’ve had to fight for the things you want. Which
            means you understand what reading is all about: finding connection, knowing we’re not the only ones who struggle, or dream.
            You’ve got to understand other people before you can understand yourself.”
         

         
         He leaned forward, pressing his palms together. “Publishers create books, but what we really sell is hope. If you’ve never had to rely on it, never had to figure out how to keep going when you felt like giving up, you’ll never understand what story is and why people need it.” 

         
         The hair was standing up on the back of my neck. Carl Zinfandel was explaining what books meant to people but I couldn’t shake
            the feeling that he was explaining me to myself.
         

         
         I had to get this job. I had to work for this man!
         

         
         “You’re so young. But somehow . . . somehow I think you do know.” Carl narrowed his eyes and clucked his tongue against his teeth, thinking. “No, Esme Cahill, I do not want you to
            call the synesthetic quilter.
         

         
         “What I do want is for you to come back here on Monday morning, wearing”—he looked me up and down—“almost anything but that, and start working for me.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         
            2009

         

         Have I ever felt as happy as I did after leaving Carl’s office with the promise of a job?

         
         After three years of hearing nothing but no, no, and no, somebody in the book world had finally said yes! I returned my visitor’s pass to the bored guard at the security desk, chirped
            “See you Monday!” and practically floated down West Fifty-Eighth Street. I was thrilled, certain that Adele’s prophecy was
            coming true and that big things were ahead for me.
         

         
         For a while, it seemed like they were. Carl was a skilled editor and supportive mentor, sharing everything he knew with me.
            Within a couple of years, I started editing books on my own. Thanks to beginner’s luck when one of my titles made the bestseller
            lists, I got my first promotion and raise, and rented a nice (and legal) studio apartment of my own in Queens.
         

         
         Establishing myself in a viable career by the time I was twenty-four? Check.

         
         Carl retired and moved to Florida five years into my tenure at DM. I missed working with him and worried that my career might stall without his guidance. However, I edited two more bestsellers and was promoted from associate editor to editor the following year, with a pay bump that allowed me to start saving to buy a place of my own. After realizing he hated humidity, bugs, and golf, and wasn’t ready to spend his days eating dinner at four o’clock and waiting for death, Carl returned to New York and opened a literary agency. We met for lunch almost every week and I bought a few books from him over the years. 

         
         So, yes, my life was good. And on schedule. Which is not to say there weren’t setbacks.

         
         Yolanda, my friend and closest confidante for more than eight years, left DM and New York, disappearing without a trace. The
            fact that it happened just two days before my wedding to Alex and that I never knew why made it worse. I stood on the steps
            at City Hall holding a bouquet of daisies that I’d bought at a corner bodega, scanning the sidewalk for Yolanda for so long
            that we almost missed our appointment with the justice of the peace.
         

         
         It wasn’t the wedding I’d envisioned, that’s for sure. We ended up paying a lady dressed in red spandex and bedroom slippers,
            who we found loitering outside the city clerk’s office, five dollars to witness the ceremony. But it was done. I was married
            to Alex, a handsome, charming, athletic, perfectly dressed and groomed man with a Georgia drawl and manners to match. And
            with only a little prodding, I’d convinced him to tie the knot just a week before my birthday.
         

         
         Happily married by age twenty-eight? Check.

         
         Well, okay . . . Not all that happily.

         
         Don’t get me wrong. Everybody liked Alex, including me. So instead of bemoaning the fact that the romantic side of the marriage was disappointing, I focused on how lucky I was to be married to a man who felt more like a friend than a husband. No marriage is perfect, right? I figured that passion was just one factor in a large, complex equation and while we might not be perfectly happy, we were happy enough. 

         
         But math has never been my strong suit. Neither, apparently, is picking up on signals.

         
         The most embarrassing aspect of my divorce is when people lean in, drop their voice to a whisper, and say, “So you honestly
            didn’t know? Or suspect? At least a little?”
         

         
         Let me state for the record that, no, I did not know my husband was gay. To be fair, I don’t think Alex knew either, not in
            the beginning. Or maybe he was trying not to know. Maybe we were both fooling ourselves. All I know for sure is that on a beautiful Saturday, I dragged Alex to an
            open house for an adorable garden apartment in Queens. It needed work and was a stretch financially but it was the house of
            my dreams, or would be once we fixed it up. The fact that it had come onto the market six months before my thirty-second birthday
            felt like an omen. I’d blow out my candles and cross another milestone from my list, right on schedule.
         

         
         Check!

         
         But just as we were about to go through a door to which a real estate agent had pinned a red sign that read, in a really ugly
            font, “Welcome to your new home!” Alex tugged at my sleeve.
         

         
         “Esme, there’s something I need to tell you . . .”

         
         In case you weren’t aware, “there’s something I need to tell you” is never a preamble to good news. Never.
         

         
         I should know. In the hellish year and a half since Alex informed me our marriage was a sham, I’ve had more than my share of bad news. To start with, there was the whole divorce debacle. Four years is just long enough to make disentangling your life from somebody else’s a shockingly complicated and pricey procedure. And even if your marriage was built on a lie and utterly devoid of passion, the emotional aspects of divorce are no picnic either. 

         
         On the one hand, I was furious with Alex. On the other hand, I missed having him around. Or maybe I just missed having someone around? It’s hard to say. The bottom line is, loneliness sucks. I’m not mad at Alex anymore, not like I was. I just wish
            he’d been a little more self-aware; I wish we both had. And when your marriage ends like mine did, quickly becoming water
            cooler fodder for people to gasp and giggle over, people you thought were your friends? Well . . . that’s when you start to wonder if you’d ever had any friends. Or ever will.
         

         
         Work had always been my self-medication of choice, but that wasn’t going well either. Some of it was just bad luck. Who could
            have predicted a breakout of mad cow disease the same week we released Cookery for Carnivores? But it wasn’t like I was the only editor whose sales had been soft. Books are one of the first things people cut back on
            in a recession.
         

         
         Still, if I’m totally honest with myself, it wasn’t just bad luck or even the economy. Though I did my best to put on a brave
            face, I couldn’t find joy in my job or anything else.
         

         
         Then, eight months ago, things got worse. That’s when Adele called.

         
         “Esme, I want you to come home for Thanksgiving.”

         
         I begged off, saying I was slammed at work, which was true.

         
         “Why don’t you and George come here instead? I’ll need to be in the office but I can juggle my meetings so we can squeeze
            in some sightseeing and shopping. We could go to the parade on Thanksgiving and maybe I can get us some Rockettes tickets.
            How does that sound?”
         

         
         I thought she’d jump at the chance. Adele and George had come to New York three years previously and she’d loved it, bought so much fabric in the Garment District that she had to buy an extra suitcase to get it all home, and had been so wowed by Radio City’s famous Christmas Spectacular that we ended up going three times in five days.
         

         
         “No, no, no,” she insisted. “Esme, I understand you don’t like spending time around your mother but I need for you to come
            down here. There’s something I need to tell you.”
         

         
         Surprising no one, Robyn Cahill never had quite managed to “get back on her feet” after being released from prison, and was
            still living at the lake on George and Adele’s dime.
         

         
         Though I’d scheduled my initial move to New York purposely to avoid seeing my mother, our paths crossed whenever I went back
            to the lake for a visit. For the sake of my grandparents, I always made a concerted effort to be polite to Robyn, efforts
            that weren’t always returned in kind. That, coupled with my always slammed work schedule, was why I so rarely made it back
            home. However, in that moment, dealing with Robyn was less of a concern than the strained tone in my grandmother’s voice.
            Something wasn’t right here.
         

         
         “Adele, what’s going on? Are you okay? Is George?”

         
         “I’m fine,” she assured me. “And George is . . . George is fine too. But I want you to come home for a few days. There’s something
            I need your help with, something I can’t do alone.”
         

         
         “Okay,” I said evenly. “But can’t you just explain it to me first?”

         
         “If I was good at explaining things, then I wouldn’t need your help.” She let out a short laugh, sounding more like herself. “Nothing all that terrible or unexpected is happening, I swear. It’s just . . . just life. But I need your help, Esme. There are things I need to show you, conversations that can only be had face-to-face.” She paused, took a breath. “So you’ll come.” 

         
         I would have. But I never got the chance. Five days later, Adele died of a stroke. I couldn’t believe it. She was eighty-three
            but, somehow, I thought she’d go on forever. Maybe that’s why I was able to hold myself together in the immediate aftermath,
            because it didn’t seem real.
         

         
         George called to tell me what happened but was so distraught that he had to hand off the phone to Robyn. After hanging up,
            I threw some stuff into a bag and took a cab to JFK Airport. Luckily, there was one seat available on an itinerary that would
            eventually get me home but I had to change planes twice and spend five hours in the Atlanta airport. But I got there as soon
            as I could, took a cab directly to the funeral home to meet up with George and Robyn, and spent the next four days dealing
            with arrangements, so busy I barely had time to think, which was just as well. If I’d stopped to try to process what had happened,
            I’d have completely lost it and been of no use to anybody.
         

         
         That part didn’t come until later, after I returned to New York.

         
         Sales conference, a quarterly, multiday meeting where editors present their roster of upcoming books to the sales force, is a big deal in publishing. It’s an editor’s first and best opportunity to get the sales department excited about her titles and start building an in-house groundswell of support for a potential big seller. I had nine books scheduled for publication the following spring, so I threw myself into preparing my presentations as soon as I got back from Asheville, stuffing my emotions into a lockbox and throwing away the key. Initially, my laser focus paid off. My presentations went without a hitch. After I wrapped up, Stephanie Mandela, the editor in chief, gave a smile and nod that seemed to say, “That’s the way to do it, people. The old Esme is back!” 

         
         So when I sat down, I was actually feeling pretty good. Then Camille Espinoza stood up to present her book, a story about
            a divorcée whose emotional wounds are healed after she—somewhat unwillingly—adopts a stray dog. It wasn’t a particularly original
            plot; I’ve read variations of that story a hundred times. But when Camille described how the dog rushed into the street to
            save the woman from being struck by an oncoming car, only to be killed himself, I started sniffling, then crying, then sobbing
            uncontrollably.
         

         
         The meeting came to a standstill, full stop. For ten seconds that felt like ten years, my colleagues just stared. Then Camille
            handed me a tissue and Stephanie poured me a glass of water and I pulled myself together enough to drink it without choking,
            then muttered an apology and left the room.
         

         
         I took some time off and spent much of it in bed sleeping and weeping. After using up all my vacation days—a first for me—I
            went back to the office.
         

         
         When I stepped into the elevator and pushed the button for the eighteenth floor, I felt relieved and thought that everything
            would be fine if I could just get back to work and resume my normal life. But it wasn’t that easy. Though I stayed on top
            of all my deadlines, the malaise refused to lift. A lot of the time, I was going through the motions. After a couple of months,
            Stephanie took me to lunch and suggested I “talk to someone.”
         

         
         When I say that everybody in New York has a therapist, I’m not exaggerating. On the Upper West Side, even the dogs have therapists. So I was skeptical. Despite that, therapy helped me come to grips with the scope of my grief. I’d lost so much in the last year—Adele, Alex, and my dreams. Nothing was turning out like I’d thought it would. 

         
         However, finding out that Darius Ebersoll was retiring helped more.

         
         Work has always been my antidote to pain. I was certain that being promoted to the senior editor spot that Darius was vacating
            would ease mine, giving me a chance to get my life back on track and grab victory from the jaws of defeat. Though I knew it
            was a long shot, I threw myself into work with a vengeance, trying to prove that I could fill Darius’s shoes. He’d been Oscar
            Glazier’s editor for twenty years, so when the job of editing Oscar’s new manuscript was handed to me, it felt like a sign.
            And three months later, when Stephanie said she wanted to see me after she got back from vacation, I was certain it was to
            tell me I’d gotten the promotion. Instead, there was . . .
         

         
         Well, an event so phenomenally humiliating that I don’t like to think or talk about it, and now refer to simply as “The Incident,”
            a failure more spectacular and demoralizing than all my previous rejections combined, which ended, not with my promotion,
            but with me packing twelve years of memories into boxes under the watchful eye of a security guard, being ousted from the
            only real job I’d ever held, doing the only thing I’d ever truly excelled at. After a fruitless two-month job search, my lease
            came up for renewal and I realized I had no choice but to slink back home with my tail between my legs—divorced, depressed,
            and unemployed, a failure on every level.
         

         
         “Quit saying that,” Carl commanded, dabbing a paper napkin on his tie to blot some soup he’d spilled during our farewell lunch
            at his favorite Midtown diner. “And quit sounding so pitiful. This is just a setback, kid. A detour, not a banishment. You’ll
            be back.”
         

         
         “Not if I can’t find a job,” I moaned. “I’ve applied everywhere and for everything.”

         
         Well . . . not everything.
         

         
         For about fifteen minutes, I considered switching industries and applying to be a “Planning Transformation Control Project
            Lead,” who would “support the evolution of transformation initiatives within planning initiatives, collaborating with stakeholders
            to drive execution and ensure initiative scope definition reaches alignment objectives.” However, just before hitting the
            send button I had a moment of clarity and realized that the only thing worse than being turned down for this job would be
            getting hired to do it.
         

         
         Apart from that, I’d applied for every position that I was even remotely qualified for and hadn’t scored a single interview.

         
         “It’s because of The Incident,” I muttered. “I’ll never forgive Oscar. Never.”
         

         
         Carl stopped slurping his soup long enough to roll his eyes. “Again with the drama. There’s no conspiracy here, Esme. Oscar
            had nothing to do with it. The economy sucks, book sales have tanked, DM had to thin out the herd, and you released a meat
            cookbook during a mad cow outbreak.”
         

         
         “That wasn’t my fault!”

         
         “What’s fault got to do with it? This is about timing,” he said, then laid down his spoon. “Esme, what did I tell you? On
            the first day we met, when you marched into my office wearing a homemade dress and carrying your padded résumé, what did I
            tell you?”
         

         
         “An editor is only as good as her last year’s sales,” I mumbled.

         
         “Exactly. I know you’re upset but you’ve been going a hundred miles an hour with your hair on fire for years. This is a chance
            to catch your breath, take stock.”
         

         
         “Of what?”

         
         “Your life.” He held out half a roll, offering to share. I shook my head. “I understand how you feel; I’ve been in your shoes
            too, remember? They called it early retirement but the writing was on the wall; take it or get canned. In retrospect, it was
            the best thing that could have happened. I’d never have opened the agency otherwise.”
         

         
         “It’s different for me, Carl. All I’ve ever wanted to do was be an editor.”

         
         “Not all,” he reminded me.
         

         
         “Please. That doesn’t count,” I said, waving him off. “I was a kid. Writing was a fantasy. And lest we forget, I was bad at
            it. Nobody would publish me, nobody.”
         

         
         “After twelve years of life and editing experience, is it possible that you’ve improved?”

         
         Carl had always been a lemonade-from-lemons kind of guy. I was too, most of the time. But my temporary exodus from the city
            was about survival, not reinvention or taking stock. The only reason I was going home was because my lease was up and my severance
            wouldn’t last forever. But as soon as I found another job, I’d drive right back to New York and try to get my derailed life
            back on track . . . assuming the Toaster hadn’t totally broken down by then.
         

         
         Every time I crossed a state line, I discovered some new issue. Entering New Jersey, I found out the AC smelled weird and
            only worked sometimes. Between Pennsylvania and Delaware, I realized the shocks were shot. Crossing into Maryland, it started
            rattling whenever I picked up speed. After spending the night in a motel in Virginia and rising before dawn in hopes of getting
            an early start, I realized I had only one working headlight.
         

         
         That was why I needed to get to Last Lake before dark. But I also needed to pick up some toothpaste and hair gel on the way. If I remembered correctly, there was a Harris Teeter nearby where I should be able to get what I needed. 

         
         There was a good three hours before sunset, but when I left the highway and took a left onto a surface street, the day became
            suddenly darker. My car was enveloped in a thick bank of fog. Fog isn’t unheard of in Asheville, but it usually burns off
            in the morning. Even so, it didn’t strike me as all that strange in the moment.
         

         
         Wisps of white and gray vapor swirled through the air. I pressed the brake pedal to slow the car. At the same moment, a big
            gray bus pulled out of the fog, making a sharp right directly in front of me. I gasped and hit the brakes again, jerking to
            a full stop. The bus stopped too, just a few feet ahead of me, brakes squealing as it pulled to the curb.
         

         
         The road was narrow and with the fog I couldn’t see what might be coming from the opposite direction. I sat there and waited,
            heart still pounding as I considered how close I’d come to getting T-boned by a bus, and thinking what a strange coincidence
            it was. A few minutes before, I’d been reminiscing about catching a Greyhound and heading off to my new life in New York.
            The next thing I knew, a Greyhound cut me off. Only this bus didn’t look like the one I’d traveled on, or like any I’d ever
            seen before.
         

         
         The logo on the side was familiar, a greyhound dog with its long legs stretched out front and back, racing to an invisible finish line, but everything else was different. The windows were small and squat, the roofline rounded. It was definitely vintage, maybe from the 1950s. Or earlier? I’d never seen anything like it except in movies. What was it doing here? Maybe some car enthusiast had taken on a grand scale restoration project? 

         
         After a few seconds, the bus rumbled and pulled into the street at a snail’s pace. I followed behind, wishing the driver would
            turn or the fog would clear so I could get around him. Passing the spot where the bus had stopped, I saw a woman walking down
            the sidewalk.
         

         
         She was vintage too, or looked it.

         
         She wore a knee-length pleated skirt of pale blue and a matching jacket, short-waisted with pads in the shoulders, and a blue
            felt hat perched at a precarious angle at the back of her head. Her shoulder-length hair was strawberry blond and wavy, swept
            up and away from each side of her face, stray locks tucked under the hat. She wore silk stockings with seams bisecting her
            ankles and calves, and navy, peep-toed platform shoes. She had a leather portfolio tucked under her arm, and carried an old-fashioned
            suitcase, wheat-colored with brown leather trim.
         

         
         We were traveling in the same direction so I couldn’t see her face, but the way she marched down the sidewalk, stacked heels
            smacking against the pavement at a drumbeat pace, it made me think she was trying to keep her anger in check. I turned my
            head as I passed, catching a glimpse of her face. My instincts had been right. The young woman was mad as hell. And very,
            very determined.
         

         
         A short honk from behind jolted me back to reality. Glancing into the rearview mirror, I saw I was being tailed by a green
            Mazda. I shrugged an apology, then turned my eyes toward the road again, surprised to see that the fog and the bus had disappeared. So strange. The road was completely clear. So were the streets to the left and right. I’d been driving very slowly, distracted by the woman with the suitcase, so it was possible that the bus had turned when I wasn’t looking, then made another quick turn at the next corner, driving out of sight. 

         
         Of course, that’s what happened, I told myself. It must have. Big silver buses don’t just pop out of the atmosphere like soap
            bubbles on a summer day. I set my hands on the wheel and picked up speed, embracing the logic of this explanation, and glanced
            in the rearview mirror again.
         

         
         The Mazda was still there. But the sidewalk was empty.

         
          

         The clerk at the store, a woman with snowy hair, ebony skin, and bright red nails that tapped in price codes at lightning
            speed, didn’t know any more about it than I did.
         

         
         “No bus stop in this part of town. Used to be that they’d drop passengers off a couple of blocks from here. But that was a
            long, long time ago. Maybe fifty years? I don’t know where they pick up now.” She called over her shoulder to a cashier at
            the next register. “Ray? Do you know where the Greyhound bus terminal is? This lady is asking.”
         

         
         Ray, who looked even older than his colleague, the white wisps of his combed-over hair unable to hide the pink skin of his
            bald spot, shook his head.
         

         
         “No bus terminal in Asheville. They pick up and drop off at a gas station not too far from the golf course.” I knew where
            he was talking about. It was the same place I’d said my goodbyes to George and Adele. Ray frowned in my direction, looking
            concerned. “Did you miss your bus?”
         

         
         “No. I was just wondering,” I said, handing my money to the woman. “Let me ask you, are they filming any movies around here
            right now?”
         

         
         “What? You mean here in Asheville?” The old man’s eyebrows popped. “No. But if they ever do, Shawna and I ought to go audition. It’d be a shame,” he said, smoothing a hand across his comb-over and grinning, “letting these good looks go to waste. Isn’t that right, Shawna?” 

         
         Shawna hooted and handed me my change, long red nails clicking on the coins as she counted it out. “Too true! Honey, I’ve
            been waiting my whole life to be discovered.”
         

         
         
      
   9780062997326_coverimage.jpg
MARIE BOSTWICK

~ New York Times and USA Today Bestselling Author

SPECTACULARLY

“This is Marie Bostwick at her storytelling finest!”
—KRISTY WOODSON HARVEY, New York Times bestselling author of The Wedding Veil





9780062997326_tpimage.jpg
§sme @ahzl[
Jails
Opectacularly

A Novel

MARIE
BOSTWICK





