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  Foreword



I began writing the Granny Appleton series for a couple of reasons:


	because I enjoy quirky characters and animal sidekicks

	because I am tired of stories that only focus on murder.




I want to read something that lifts my spirits and lets me root for the good guys in a non-death story.




If you feel the same, welcome to the Appleton farm! Here are the books in the series so far:

Duck Down

The Feather Forecast

Robber Ducky

Quacking the Case




And coming soon… Ducks in A Row.








  
  
  The First Bite of Fall

  
  




The only thing I could do was laugh. Sitting in the bottom of the black stock tank, up to my armpits in stinky water, soaking wet, I laughed until I cried.

Every time I tried to stand up, I slipped and fell, sloshing lukewarm water over the sides onto the sheep who was standing there giving me the side eye.

Gus, my rescue donkey, came trotting up, braying loudly. He snuffled at my bedraggled wig with a concerned look on his face. I scratched him under the chin and caught my breath.

“It’s OK, Gus. I’m fine. Nothing hurt but my pride.” I made another attempt to grab the edge of the tank and haul myself up. But I was weak from laughing so hard and immediately sank again like one of those whales that breach the surface and come crashing back down. Which caused Gus to bray louder. Which brought Quinn, my 25 year-old granddaughter running.

“What’s going on?” she asked, coming around the side of the barn. The concerned look on her face changed to shock, then to disbelief, then to an effort to not laugh - hiding behind her blond hair. “Are you alright?” she managed before the dam broke and she leaned on the fence, laughing so hard she snorted.

I grinned at her and kicked my feet, splashing all the animals within a five foot radius. The rest of the flock, doing what sheep do, had gathered round to watch. They all jumped back at the sudden sound of quacking and flapping wings. Before I could blink, I was joined in my new swimming hole by Peeper, a female white domestic duck, and Harvey, a smaller but louder male mallard.

I had just gotten my giggles under control, but now there was no hope of regaining any sort of decorum. The guffaws, snorts, and cackles of mirth echoed off the eaves of the large red barn.

Finally, Quinn climbed the fence and came to help. “Watch yourself,” I warned. “Mildred is in a bad mood. She’s the reason I ended up in this predicament in the first place.” I pointed at a particularly mean-spirited ewe, who was looking at us disapprovingly. My exposed backside must have made an irresistible target for old Millie.

Before taking Quinn’s proffered hand, I felt around for the scrub brush I’d been using to clean the tank.

With Quinn’s help, I managed to climb out of the tank by throwing one leg over the side and sort of rolling myself across the ledge. Quinn guided my legs so that I didn’t go from bathing in one wet situation to one much smellier. I squished my way back to the house followed by my entourage of ducks and dogs. 

Soon, she headed off to her job in town and I headed for the apple orchard.

Reaching up with my right hand, I twisted, and the beautiful red apple dropped into my palm. Smiling to myself, I took a large bite. As the flesh crunched between my teeth, sweet juice ran down my chin, and I thought, This is going to be an epic harvest.

It was the beginning of September and the Appleton farm was about to get very busy. The days were getting shorter and the temperature was coming down. It was the kind of weather where you wanted long sleeves in the morning and short sleeves in the afternoon. The sky was a brilliant blue - perfect apple picking weather.

I broke off some pieces to share with my two ducks. Peeper took her piece daintily in her bill. Harvey just about bit my fingers in his haste to get to his morsel.

“Calm down, Harvey,” I said. “There’s plenty here for all of us. Maybe too much.”

We zipped down the rows of trees in my trusty golf cart. It was freshly washed; the red and white stripes painted to look like a waving flag glistened in the sun, the blue roof covered with white stars. My granddaughter, Quinn, had painted it for me as a gift for my birthday. On either side of us, branches heavily laden with fruit sagged almost to the ground. My heart was filled with gratitude at the bounty. I had never seen such a healthy crop. 

Every year since we’d owned the orchard, my late husband, Chet, and I would have a Pick-Your-Own weekend at the beginning of harvest season. He would be bursting with pride to see the epic amount of fruit we had this year. My throat constricted a little thinking of him and what he was missing. Allowing our friends, neighbors, and anyone else who wanted to come pick apples was our way of giving back. 

Parking the cart near the back door of the farmhouse, I headed into the kitchen through the squeaky back door. Peeper and Harvey waddled their way over to their kiddie pool in the yard to take a dip and my two farm dogs, Brock and Wags, found a shady tree to take a nap.

In the kitchen, I sat at the table and pulled out a notebook to start making lists of things I needed to do. Being 72, I find that if I don’t write things down, they leave my brain faster than a two-year-old can run away with a forbidden piece of candy.

Looking out the kitchen window, framed by blue-checked curtains, I watched big fluffy clouds drift by. I love my life on the farm, which is only a stone’s throw from the town of Paisley Pointe, which is smack-dab in the middle of America. It’s an oasis, surrounded by trees, bordered on one side by the lazy Paisley River, and two other sides by the curving road leading to town. The far side of the property shared a boundary with another farmer, Earl Foxman.

Any other Friday of the year would find me zipping into town to help out with projects at the church, the library, or possibly even the vet clinic. But when harvest time rolls around, all my volunteer projects have to come to a screeching halt. My life affords me lots of freedom, but those apple trees have a timeline and I have to work around it if I want to make any kind of a living from them.

Scribbling a few more notes, I tore the page from the notebook and folded it carefully into a small square, which I tucked up under my short, frosted blond wig. It was new, and in my opinion, very stylish. I’m glad I hadn’t been wearing it when I went swimming in the sheep’s water trough earlier. The wig worked even better than a pocket for keeping small things. Rather than just accept my thinning gray hair, I had decided to have some fun. Why not? Hair is just an accessory, at least to my way of thinking. I smoothed the pieces on the sides over my ears and stood up. 

My list of chores was long, so I headed back outside, determined to make the most of this beautiful day. The first item was setting up for the crowds I expected to show up tomorrow for the big weekend. Folks in town had been asking me for weeks now when Pick Your Own was going to happen.

The small shed next to our big equipment shop is full of baskets. Some of them are small, only ten inches tall, while others are more hefty at twelve and eighteen inches. I hauled them all out onto the lawn and took the hose to them. They were dusty and full of cobwebs from being stored for a year. The dogs came over to inspect my work and I spent a few minutes letting them play in the spray. Wags, the mutt, shook her black and silver coat, looking round like a barrel with legs. Brock, my border collie, snapped at the spray. His coat was mostly white with a sprinkling of tan and dark brown. Soon they tired of the game and moved off to resume their naps.

Laying the baskets in the sunshine to dry, I pulled out some old sawhorses and set them to one side of the yard, laying pieces of plywood across them for makeshift tables. I keep old plastic table cloths handy to cover the boards and make them look festive. The baskets would sit on them for easy access.

At the back of the shed was the sign that Chet had made years ago, advertising our event. He had hand-lettered it in red paint. It was heavy and awkward, but I managed to drag it outside without too many curse words. The white paint was peeling around the edges and the lettering was fading a bit, but I couldn’t bring myself to redo it. I wiped the dirt off gently. Every wipe made him feel closer, bringing with it all the memories of times gone past.

I dragged it over to the golf cart and took it down the long lane between the apple trees to the gravel road, inserting the hooks into the eyelets in the frame that Chet had made specifically for the purpose. Giving it one final swipe with a rag, I dusted off my hands and headed back to the yard. I couldn’t wait for all my friends and neighbors to show up on Saturday.

The rest of the day was spent sprucing up the farm. I mowed the grass, dead-headed the rose bushes, and moved bales of straw to make clear boundaries for parking. Standing in the middle of the farm yard, I put my hands on my hips and turned in a slow circle. Everything was ready.








  
  
  Neighbors and Apples

  
  




From my position next to the basket table, I watched car after car turn into the farm yard and park, spilling out smiling faces. Many of them were old friends, but there were plenty of new folks in the mix, too. Peals of laughter and squeals of joy came from the orchard as Quinn drove wagon loads of guests up and down the rows, looking for the perfect place to pick their apples. The old red tractor hummed and growled as it went back and forth.

I spent some time showing a family the correct technique for picking apples. I turned from helping them to see our mayor, Sterling Springer and his wife, Divina, pull up. Divina, in a flowing caftan style dress in pumpkin orange, floated over to give me a hug. A squeeze-the-stuffing-out-of-you, sway-from-side-to-side, last-way-too-long hug. Sterling, the more sedate of the pair, waited patiently for her to finish her gregarious greeting. Ignoring his proffered hand, I gave him a hug, too, although his was much abbreviated.

“How are you?” I asked. The question was aimed at both of them.

“Just wonderful,” Divina breathed, clasping her hands under her chin. The rings covering each of her ten fingers sparkled in the sun. “The growing season may be winding down, but the flower business is just as busy as ever. You’ll have to stop by the flower shop when things slow down and see the new displays I’ve created.”

I nodded my agreement. “I love your designs, Divina. So inspired.” I wasn’t just saying that to appease my friend, she really does know how to make magnificent arrangements. I turned to Sterling. “And how is everything down at City Hall?”

“Stressful, as usual. I’ll feel better once we have the first test of the city-wide warning system.”

“Come again?” This was the first I was hearing of such a thing.

“The town council decided after that horrible flood this spring that we should have some way of gaining the attention of everyone in town should there be another emergency. The company finally finished the installation and the infrastructure necessary to hook it into our dispatch center. We plan on doing the first trial run very soon.”

“I didn’t think it was necessary in this day and age, when almost everyone has cell phones,” Divina said. “A waste of money, if you ask me.”

Sterling patted her hand, which she had laid on his arm. “That’s just it, Dear. Almost everyone isn’t the same as everyone. Strange as it may seem, some folks don’t have a cellphone. We want to be sure all our citizens can be warned. A siren seemed to fit the bill.”

Not wanting to get in the middle of an argument, I said, “Let’s see how well it works before we decide if it’s a good thing or not. In the meantime, you two have fun picking apples.” I steered them to the table of baskets and helped them each choose one.

I caught a glimpse of Wags, flat on her back, legs flopping in the air, getting the most glorious tummy rub from two little girls. Her tongue was lolled out one side of her mouth and her eyes were closed. Not too far away, Brock was playing fetch with a young man. The two of them were getting spoiled rotten. Hearing soft peeping, I turned and saw a mother sitting under a tree, holding Peeper, her three children gathered around talking excitedly while stroking her feathers. Loud quacks came from her pal, Harvey, who was patrolling the rows, inspecting everyone’s shoes. He was enjoying attention, too, but he drew the line at cuddles. He was too independent for that.

A dusty yellow pickup truck with a dent in the driver’s side rattled into the yard. It was my neighbors from across the gravel road, the Foleys. I smiled as I thought about the reason the dent was there. It wasn’t funny at the time, but now it was hilarious, thinking about Sid Foley jumping onto the hood of the truck just seconds before his prized bull plowed into the side. That bull had a temper! I wondered if he was still around, or if Sid gave him the boot.

I walked over as Sid, Celeste, and their teenage boys, Hudson and Dominic, hopped out and slammed the doors. Sid enveloped me in a bear-sized hug. Celeste’s wasn’t much gentler. She was as tall as Sid and probably as strong, too. Even though she spent most of her days in our local museum, curating and caring for the history of our community, she still did her fair share of farm work. The boys, who I’ve known since they were born, took their turn squeezing the stuffing out of me. 

Sid pushed his ball cap back on his head. With his hands on his hips, he drawled, “Good lookin’ apples this year, Granny. That rain did you right.” The sleeves of the t-shirt he was wearing showed the barest edge of what we call a farmer’s tan. The upper part of his arms were pale where the skin was protected, while the rest of his arms were cocoa brown.

“Couldn’t have asked for anything better,” I nodded. Waving toward the baskets, I said, “You know the drill. Help yourselves. Take as many as you want. I’m a little worried that I won’t be able to bring them all in, anyways. I’ve never had a harvest as good as this one.”

Celeste brightened, “How about a little extra muscle? After school, of course!” She put a long arm around each of her tall sons.

I pretended to study the boys, who were obviously used to hard work. “I don’t know. Do you think they could handle hanging out with an old lady?”

Dominic laughed. “The question is, could you handle hanging around with my pesky little brother?” He lightly punched Hudson in the shoulder, who immediately put Dom in a headlock.

Sid stepped in before the boys could cause a scene. “The bus drops them off at 3:00. Would that work for you?”

“Of course. I’d be happy for the help. Especially from such good lookin’ ranch hands.” I winked at Dom and Hudson. I couldn’t be sure, but I think I made them blush.

The family wandered off to collect their containers and I beamed. I would never think to impose on my neighbors when they had enough work to do on their own farm, but I wasn’t in a position to turn down an offer for help. I’d seen those boys throw bales and wrangle cows, so I knew they would be able to handle heavy bags of apples. Maybe there was a chance of bringing in the full harvest after all.

Midway through the afternoon, I saw a familiar blue Volvo drive into the yard. The driver honked as they parked. Smiling, I walked over to greet Willa, my good friend, who is also our local librarian. She and I had arrived in Paisley Pointe at about the same time, both newly-weds with stars in our eyes. Now we are both widows with less stars, but more fire. I had been wondering if she was going to make it out to see me.

Before she even had the door open, she was talking. “Good to see you, Irma. It looks like your orchard has produced a record crop this year.” One of Willa’s outstanding traits is her love of talking. It must be all the time she spends around books. The words from the pages probably seep into her pores and the only way they can get out is through her mouth. Usually, I only get a few words in edgewise when we visit. It’s mostly me nodding and making agreeable noises.

She wrapped her beefy arms around my shoulders and squeezed. She’s taller than me by a few inches and outweighs me by many pounds, so she had to lean in to give me a hug. I breathed in peppermint chewing gum, coffee, and cigarette smoke. She couldn’t seem to shake the habit.

The sunglasses she was wearing were enormous and covered half of her face. She pulled them down and looked around at all the cars. “My word, looks like you emptied the town for this shindig.”

Hearing the passenger door slam shut, I leaned to the side to look around her sizable girth. “And who did you bring with you?” I asked, expecting to see her handsome grandson, Isaiah Strong, who had moved back to the area to open his own law firm. At one time, I had thought about trying to set him up with Quinn. Instead of Isaiah, I saw shocking pink hair and long fake eyelashes. My first impression was either a flamingo or an albino peacock.

The tall, plump woman came around the car. “Hello,” she said, sticking out her pale hand with its long neon blue nails. She batted her fake eyelashes at me. It was almost impossible to tell her age through the layers of makeup coating her face. If I had to guess, I’d say early to mid sixties. She plopped an oversized floppy hat onto her head. I think we both could have fit into its shade. I carefully grasped her fingers in my small calloused hand. I didn’t want to get speared by those nails. The handshake was surprisingly firm. I was expecting it to be one of those limp fish kind of deals.

“Irma Appleton. Welcome to my farm,” I said. I didn’t have long lashes to bat back at her. The closest I’ll ever get is when I’m mowing the grass in a windstorm and clippings stick to my face.

Willa put her arm across the newcomer’s shoulders. “Granny, this is Mississippi Morrison.” She gave a gravelly laugh. “Gotta love the name. She just moved to Paisley Pointe from Georgia. I had to bring her out to meet you.” She turned to the newcomer. “Granny is a sweetheart. You’re going to love her.”

Mississippi adjusted the brim of the hat. “Well hey there. No need to be so formal. People usually just call me Sippy.” The high-pitched Southern twang was unmistakable. She looked around the yard. “Nice place y’all got here.”

“Thank you, ah… Sippy, welcome to Paisley Pointe. We’re happy to have you. What brings you to our neck of the woods?”

“Divorce.” She said it dismissively, waving a hand. The ridiculously long nails sliced the air. “I had to get out of Atlanta. Too many memories. I saw an article online about the best small towns to live in. Paisley Pointe was in the top five.” Her eyes kept moving, taking in the barn, the house, the shop, and the orchard. 

Willa chuckled. “I hope no one else saw the article and wants to move here. Won’t stay a small town for long if that happens.”

“Have you ever been apple picking before?” I asked. “I can show you the ropes.” 

“No need. I’m sure I’ll get the hang of it. Willa can help me.” She headed off to the table to pick out a basket.

“How did you end up playing tour guide?” I asked Willa, watching Sippy sashay her wide hips across the yard.

She shrugged her shoulders and said, “She just moved in across the street from me. She seemed kind of lonely. Looks like she came here all alone. So, I invited her to come with me. She jumped at the opportunity almost faster than I could offer.” We watched Sippy struggle to separate two baskets that were stuck together. She hustled over to the table to give her a hand.

Watching the two of them move off among the trees, I could see that Willa was talking her ear off. I thought, ‘I hope Sippy has good listening skills. She’s going to need them.’

As I helped people throughout the afternoon, I kept seeing glimpses of that pink head and hearing her unnaturally high-pitched laugh. I could never hear exactly what they were talking about, but she and Willa seemed to be having a good time.

A while later, they came back to the basket table. Both of them had filled two large sacks with ripe juicy apples. I helped them put their apples in plastic sacks. “I hope you had fun. Tomorrow is another pick your own day, so come on back.” 

“Thanks, Granny. We had a great time,” Willa said, giving me a one armed hug. The other arm was loaded down with bags. “Your apples make the best applesauce. I’ve got my pot set out and ready.”

“You make your own applesauce?” Sippy asked, turning to look at her. “That’s amazing. How do you do that?” 

“It’s simple. Only four ingredients. Water, sugar, cinnamon, and apples. The hardest part is peeling, cutting, and coring the apples. Then you throw it all in a pot, cook it down, and mash it.” Willa shrugged, like everyone should know this information. 

“I’d like to try,” Sippy said, “Mind if I help?”

With one last wave, they walked off to Willa’s car, making plans. I felt a twinge of something in my gut. Must be indigestion. It couldn’t be the fact that one of my best friends was making plans without inviting me.

I was still standing there, trying to analyze what I was feeling when I heard a ruckus.

Looking around for the source, I saw Harvey come waddling out of the orchard, his damaged wing dragging the ground. An accident with an arrow the year before prevented him from flying. He was quacking loudly and moving at a pace you would have thought impossible. Chasing after him, yelling at the top of her lungs, was my niece, Vivian Ellis. With one hand, she was holding onto her straw hat, lunging at the duck with the other. Her shiny coffee colored bob covered half of her face. It didn’t help that she was also laughing so hard she nearly tripped over him when he turned suddenly and took off in a different direction.

As he changed direction, I caught a glint of bright metal hanging from his bill. That sneaky little bird! What had my klepto duck taken now?

“Help! Granny! Help me! Harvey got my car keys!”

With the two of us behind him, he waddled faster. We didn’t so much as chase him as direct him. He kept turning his head to see if we were still there. He made a beeline for the barn where we managed to corner him next to the haystack. It took some doing to convince him to relinquish his prize. He let us know, in uncertain terms, that he was very displeased. I gave him a handful of his favorite snack, cracked corn, to appease him and escorted Vivian back to the yard.

“There’s never a dull moment with him around, is there?” Vivian said, trying to catch her breath. She was bent at the waist with her hands on her knees. She giggled some more and shook her head, tucking her hair behind her ear. “I had my keys stuck in the back pocket of my jeans with just the key chain sticking out. I didn’t know the little guy could jump that high. Before I knew what was happening, he’d absconded with them. He sure makes up for his small stature with a giant personality!”

I had to agree. That duck was the most energetic animal I had, despite his inability to fly. “I have to keep a close eye on him, for sure.” 

I stayed busy the rest of the afternoon helping people or simply talking with them. At one point, a group of about 20 women showed up and insisted on a tour before they picked apples. They were super talkative and had so many questions. It was clear that none of them had ever spent time on a farm before.

First, I showed them our big two-story barn. It reminds me of the barns you find in story books. Bright red, with white trim around the doors and windows. Inside, the ladies all took turns petting Spits, the llama, who really turned on the charm. He hummed and batted his ridiculously long eyelashes at them. They gushed over Gus, my donkey. He was just in it for the treats, I’m pretty sure.

We walked around the farm yard and they met the chickens and of course the barn cats made an appearance, winding between their legs and purring like crazy. They took lots of pictures, posing next to the silo, the barn, and the machine shop before selecting baskets for their apples.

By the time everyone was gone, I felt just like I did after I ran the 5K during Paisley Pointe’s Founder’s Day weekend in June. All I wanted to do was lay in a hot bubble bath and soak my aching muscles. But there were animals to take care of before I could indulge myself. Chores always feel twice as hard when you have zero energy.

When Quinn and I finally sat down to a simple supper, I just about fell asleep in my mashed potatoes. Knowing that Sunday was going to be another busy day, we both turned in early. I was blissfully unaware of the drama that was coming my way.








  
  
  Disturbing News

  
  




Normally, the Lord’s day would find me sitting in a pew at the Paisley Pointe Community Church singing my heart out and filling my soul with the Lord’s words, but during harvest season, there is no day of rest. I was outside when the sun was just peeking over the horizon, rushing through my morning chores before any apple pickers arrived.

Once they were complete, I checked everything twice, moved a couple of tables so that they would be more in the shade of my big sycamore trees, straightened the stacks of baskets, and ran a rag over the table cloths. Satisfied that I was as ready as I’d ever be, I grabbed a couple of camp chairs out of the garage and settled in to wait. 

Hearing a scraping noise from the house, I saw Quinn struggling to drag a cooler down the steps. The cider! How could I forget? It’s a good thing my granddaughter has a mind like a steel trap. I rushed over to help her and then went back for a trashcan and a stack of plastic cups. We finished setting up our drink table as the first pickers came down the lane.

The morning started out a little slow, but by noon, a steady stream of cars was coming into the farmyard. A mini van with out-of-state plates pulled up. A young woman unbuckled two small girls that looked to be about three or four from their car seats while the man unfolded a portable wagon. With the two princesses secure in their carriage, I directed the family to a spot where the apples hung very low and easy for them to reach. The girls squealed and chattered about how big their apples were. I watched and smiled, thinking back to when Quinn had been that size.

I turned around and just about plowed into my neighbor from the next farm over. Earl Foxman was standing, feet wide, hands on hips, scowling. He was giving off Ichabod Crane vibes. Tall and thin, with the kind of sinewy muscles that can only be gotten from long hard days working in the fields, he was wearing an old John Deere ball cap with a sweat stain around it and greasy fingerprints on the bill. His clothes were old and faded from the sun.

“Oh! Sorry about that, Earl. I didn’t hear you pull up!” I took a couple of steps back. He just stood there, motionless, glaring.

Next to him was his daughter, Judy. Luckily, she took after her late mother. She had a dancer’s body and wore her brown locks in a bun on top of her head. She had come home to help her dad run the farm while taking online courses to finish her degree. “Don’t mind Daddy,” she said, giving me a side hug and laughing nervously. “He just woke up on the wrong side of the bed. Didn’t you, Daddy?”

I was thinking Does his bed have a right side? But I smiled and hugged her back. How Earl could raise someone as sweet as Judy was beyond me. I was at a loss as to how to respond. Instead, I gave my standard speech: “I’m so glad you came. Help yourself to as many apples as you’d like.”

“We will. Too bad the ones you planted on my property ain’t producin’ yet.” Earl crossed his arms and the lines on his face grew even deeper.

My smile faltered a little. “The ones… what? What are you talking about?” I looked from Earl to Judy and back again. This conversation went from strange to deranged.

He pointed with his chin. “Last fall, you planted three rows of trees on my property next to the river.” 

Earl and I had been neighbors for over 30 years. Our properties edged against the Paisley River, side by side. We had always had a “friendly acquaintance” status, but were not really friends. This was the first time, however, that he had brought up boundary issues. I had studied the maps very carefully before planting the latest seedlings. And why would he wait almost 12 months before bringing the issue to my attention?

“Now, Dad,” Judy said, laying an arm on her father’s shoulder. “This isn’t the time or the place for this.” 

Ignoring her, he pointed a bony finger in my face. “I know what you’s tryin’ to do. You won’t get away with it.” Doing an about face, he stalked off to the table to get a basket. He grabbed the handle of one and jerked so hard, an entire stack fell onto the grass. Without looking back, he marched into the orchard, leaving the baskets scattered on the grass.

Judy turned to me, her face white and drawn. “Sorry, Granny. He’s been going on and on all week about this notion that you are trying to move property lines and take over our place. I tried to explain that you would never do such a thing, but he wouldn’t listen.”

I was gobsmacked. I had never heard of anything so ridiculous in all my life. Where did Earl get the idea that I would do something like that? Earl saw a conspiracy around every corner and behind every tree. Even my apple trees, it seemed. Shaking my head, I walked over to pick up the mess. With my back turned, I tried to calm my nerves. Jesus, I know I’m supposed to love my neighbor, but right now, I’d like to throttle him. Help me to show him love. Breathing deeply, I leaned into His peace, since I couldn’t seem to find any of my own.

With the toppled baskets back on the table, I dusted my hands off and went to sit down in the shade. My heart rate slowed and I was able to regain my composure. The September sunshine was getting intense




































