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			Foreword

			Quite a while ago, in a restaurant with Ronda and her husband, Ronda shared her thoughts on a book she was writing.

			At that time, I said to her, “That sounds wonderful! I would love to read that book!” Well, what a blessing that I am one of the first to read, That Little Blue Car.

			I thought, “Only she could turn a toy car and a few text messages into something that is full of life and fun!”

			This book is more than a story—it is thoughtful, imaginative, funny, and full of faith. You will meet Blue Belle, a little car full of personality, and you’ll meet the people who brought her to life—the Honeys, Aunty, and a supportive cast of others who will melt your heart.

			Somewhere along the journey you’ll realize that this isn’t just a trip—it’s a testimony.

			Captured so beautifully is the power of connection—we are limited in our silos, but we thrive in community. It’s about faith when life turns, and it’s about the way God can use something as small as a little blue car to remind us that we are seen, loved, and never forgotten.

			“Adventures with Aunty and the Honeys” will delight you as you read. You’ll find yourself laughing one minute, then wiping your eyes the next. You’ll hear Blue Belle’s imperfect voice, and you’ll understand that she’s teaching us something—like, it’s okay not to be perfect. What matters is showing up, with honesty and heart. Through this book, she shares those values with us, pointing us to God and to the ones we love.

			So, as you read, take your time. Let Blue Belle’s voice make you laugh. Allow Aunty’s courage to touch your heart and let the Honeys remind you of what support and love look like when it’s lived every day. Let their journey remind you that even the smallest stories can carry the biggest truths. Open yourself up to the wonder of grace and joy.

			–Darryl Tonemah, Ph.D. Psychologist, Musician, Singer-songwriter, Actor, Author
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			Across those western provinces, down to the U.S.A, go east from there, then way back north, back home where we will stay!

		

	
		
			

			Blue Belle’s own Dictionarial: (in my “Alabamian accent”)

			 

			dic-tion, speech-isms, pronounce-ments = way of talking

			my roof = my mind my under-the-hoods = my heart

			memory-isms = memories

			introduction-arial = introduction on the topical = on the subject

			improve-mentals = improvements

			fer, yer, thar = for your—you’re their—there—they’re

			on account of = because

			mon-u-men-tu-ous = momentous

			an’ = and

			‘jus = just

			‘em = them

			afore = before kin = can git= get gittin’ = getting

			complication-ed = complicated

			agin = again

			a mite = a little bit

			‘ceptin = except for

			sit-chee-a-tion = situation

			t’other or t’others = the other or the others

			prac-ta-tions = practices

			act-chilly = actually

			per-tend, per-ty soon = pretend, soon

			numericals = point form using numbers which are required by Aunty

			vittles = food

			x-plain = explain

			accentuations = descriptions or describing

			punctuaries = punctuation

			prac-tations = practice precede-ments = preceding

			exasper-ationed = exasperated, expressos = expressions

		

	
		
			Introduction

			Hi y’all! I’m Blue Belle, and yes, I am that little blue car, but to be closer to the precisals, I am a toy replica of…well now, nobody’s not real sure. Aunty says that while we were on our trip, lots of times we drove by somebody with all our winders open, and she were certain that she could hear someone yelling:

			“Punch Bug!”

			Maybe they was yelling “Punchy Bug!” I don’t know. She were also certain that she heard them folks shoutin’ out somethin’ about not hittin’ each other back?

			I double don’t know.

			 

			Anyhow. I hope when y’all read, you’ll understand the way I talk, even with the faults in my speech-isms. I’m not very con-sis-tent with the practice of my dictions and I warn you, that one moment I drop all of my “g” endings on any “ing” words and then over a few sentences you’ll notice me remembering to say them agin—like I did just there with that word, “remember-ing.” I figure it’s on account of just now I were paying attention on purposeful since I were already on the topical. While we’re on the topical, I improved my “just” words, my “ing” endings and other speechisms by the end of the story, but I still slip now and then.

			Anyhow, my pronouncements ain’t perfect neither. The Niece got me checked. She says fer me not to worry, but I think there just may be limited connections up here in my roof, what has to do with the in-consis-tents of my recalls. My roof, the niece explained, might have restrictions on what it can hold. She means as far as my memory-ism goes. Anyhow, I’m writin’ this here introduction-arial, with some improve-mentals, but you just never know when there will be errors in my speech-isms—er, I mean to say, in my speech. That’s on account of, as we go along, I’ll be referring to the recordin’s of my diaries, what existed as they were at the time. It were two years ago now; I joined Aunty and the Honeys on a monument-uous journey!

			Let’s just say afore I met the Honeys and Aunty, when I were in my informative years, I moved around a lot. I were manufactur-ated in a land across the ocean and there were a lot of nice folks workin’ over there on that assembly line. Me and some other toy cars moved along some kinda rollin’ highway above a cement floor, then we was all packed in a small box. Yup! We was four to a box, y’all! —then with many t’other boxes, we got piled in rows inside a big carton what were packed into a master carton. In the finals, all the master cartons went into a big crate. But hold on, I’m—I’m almost done. When the shippin’ container we all ended up in, were coming off the ship in Seattle, Washington, we accidentally fell. The height were about eighty-five feet! We wasn’t the only ones, t’other piles of crates fell too. Many small boxes like the one what Charley, Matthew, Chevy and me were in, ended up strewn all over the ship’s dock. It were because that big master carton box and t’others got smashed to smithereens and it were a big mess! That smithereens word makes me giggle.

			Anyhow, Matthew and Chevy ended up knocked right out of our box, so there were only Charley and me left in there. We peeked out to see the scurryin’ around of all them dock workers. Matthew and Chevy ended up shoved in a bag. Me and Charley were still in that cramped space of the cardboard box what were our only shelter. A little while later, we both got shoved in the same bag what Matthew and Chevy was inside.

			It seems a truck driver feller from Alabama named Waylon, who were pickin’ up a shipment from them docks, gathered a bunch of them stray small boxes what was strewn all over the place and shoved ‘em all in a bag, inside a compartment in his cab—on purposeful! I just supposed it were on account of that he were on a timeline schedule-ation, what with bein’ in the employ of the shippin’ folks, and he had to check off that freight manifesto. It were a long ride in that transportation vehicle. In the hind sights, I think that’s where I learned to love road trips and where I picked up all the trucker lingo, like “ten four” and “breaker, breaker one nine,” not to mention bein’ exposed to his accent. That feller had his music blaring, an’ even when he didn’t, it were talk-talk-talk, y’all! There were another feller what were ridin’ with him what lived in Wisconsin since he were a teenager—I guessed that’s why I say the Midwestern slang— “Ope” a lot. That feller went, “Ope this and Ope that! Act-chilly, I got a tad mixed up, y’all, on account of he also talked the way he did when he got born-ed at the first, in Louisiana. He flipped back an’ forth in his speechisms and I picked up more than just a mite of this an’ that in the way of talking, what were complication-ed by the fact that Waylon delivered to places like Ohio, Kentucky, Indiana, Illinois, Missouri and sometimes Kansas, Colorado, Nevada and California—not to mention the odd trip to Texas and Utah.

			All’s that to say, it’s the reason y’all may hear me express myself a little different in the tellin’ of my diary recordings as we go along. My roof still hurts at times as I concentrate on my speech-isms. You’ll notice my con-sis-tents go off the beaters track—I mean, the beaten track, now and then. I apologize ahead of time and hope y’all will still be able to appreciate our wonderful journey. I feel a mite exciteable as I sort out all my con-tem-pla-shuns in the relaying of the sit-chee-ations we found ourselves in—beginning with this first one of what I were telling y’all about with the eighty-five-foot fall onto that ce-ment shipping dock.

			It’s no wonder that I’m all muddled, even though fer the fact that I’m really American.

			Some folks may argue that point, since technically I came over the ocean in a crate on a ship along with t’others of us. I heard them truck drivin’ fellers say that the ships come into Long Beach or Los Angeles ports, but that Louisiana truck driver I were travelling with, didn’t end up delivering me and t’others of us to California until way later. Anyhow, ever since I opened my headlights an’ finally saw the light of the sun on the docks in Seattle, Washington, my tires landed on American soil, so I believed that made me a true stars n’ stripes.

			Anyhow, all’s that to say, we got double traumerized—I mean, traumatized—after lookin’ way up at the heights from which we had fallen! Hmm, something tells me there’s a lesson in that somewheres. On with Aunty and me’s story.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter One

			Let’s Roll!

			I never dreamed I’d ever git to travel in anything but a cargo ship and an eighteen-wheeler, y’all, but I did! When all hopes was lost, I met some real fine folks—Mr. and Mrs. Honey, and their Aunty. The Niece’s Aunty and Mr. and Mrs. Honey, (the Honey lady what is the same person as the Niece) told me all about the first of their journey, ex-pecially about them Canadian western provinces, and goin’ into them states of Washington and Oregon. I recorded all that and I think that I did fine with the facts of everythin’ else. From what they told me afore they met me on the way to Kern Valley, California—the Good Lord were with them in the special-ness kind of way.

			 

			Like I say, my recordin’s will show y’all that I weren’t never no good at those “ing” endings, and I were double never no good at making sure I memory-ized other kinds of appropriat-ional words too! Mrs. Honey says that it’ll take some time fer me to fully transformal-ize my fer-gitfuls. I ain’t con-sis-tent with my spellers at times.

			

			Mrs. Honey was and still is very patient with me. She must encourage me not-to-git-lazy-in-the-translation-aries-of-the-reading-and-writing-of-my-recordings. See that? The Niece don’t think using hyphenation-isms is a good habit fer me to git into. She gave me a talk one day.

			 

			“Blue Belle, it’s fine when you’re learning your pronunciations, but you can’t talk in a string of hyphenated words like that all the time.”

			 

			I supposed Mrs. Honey were right, but I still think that my hyphen-ation-isms will help me to remember to spell-and-write proper-like. The Niece says plenty of encouragement words too—like she tells Mr. Honey that I have an “uncandy” gift fer memory-isms of folks’ accents and that she never knew anyone what repeats word fer word on conversational-isms like what she says I accidentally on purpose-ful overhear. I seem to be able to absorp—I mean, absorb every single word about what folks say. I just cain’t say ‘em all proper-like. It’s no good bein’ in the denial-ations neither! I knows I needs more of the prac-ta-tions of proper-ness in my diction-alites.

			“Blue Belle,” Mrs. Honey always warns me, “you may notice that some people who don’t know you, will sneak away if they have to listen to you drone on about your grammar and spelling lessons, and especially information that you overhear, so for goodness sake, whatever you do, don’t tell anyone about your uncanny memory for recalling word-for-word conversations that you have nothing to do with!”

			

			I knows that Mrs. Honey were right, but my tiny car “roof functionisms” were made to be on a particular inven-chuns path. I’m sure on it! Listenin’ to the Niece though, you’d think I’d need to git my nemo-path-egins rebuilt. No, that cain’t be right. That’s not the word. It’s something like when I once read somewheres that humans kin change their thinkin’ pattern-ations. I’m trying to think of the word! Oh ya! That’s when the nemo-roads or the neuro-roads of their brains needs to be reconstructed with somethin’ else. Ope! It just came to me! The word is act-chilly, neuropaths! Yes, that’s it!

			 

			“Blue Belle.”

			“Yes, Mrs. Honey?”

			“It’s also neural pathways, or neural circuits, not nemo-roads, or neuro-roads.”

			“Thank you, Mrs. Honey.”

			“Anytime, Blue Belle.”

			 

			So, about them nemo-pathways—I dunno if us toy punchy-bugs have them, but jus’ in case, I am still practicin’ to change my diction-arials! Yup! Every single day and prolly always will for the rest of my born days! I kin git a mite discouraged, but Mrs. Honey says there’s no point to that, an’ to just keep congratulating myself fer tryin’. I love Mrs. Honey’s encouragemen-tals.

			“Blue Belle, so many before you, have set their goals to learn a second language. They worked really hard and their perseverance paid off. I admire them and I admire you too.”

			

			That made me right happy, and I thought the Niece had the wisdom thoughts about the second of languages. It were wise and correct fer her to say that she admires folk who stick to their language edu-ma-cations. Learnin’ a second language ain’t easy, y’all! I heard tell one time of some folk what were right ornery with persons who was jus’ tryin’ to explain their orders to a storekeeper! They was just trying to do their shoppin’ is all! Plus, that storekeeper were in the extrem-isms of rudeness and it were fer no good reason other than he were afflicted with the impatient-itis!

			All’s that to say, after we git into the real story of what happened on our trip, y’all will hear me tryin’ to lose my natural accent but if I had to be honest, I suspect that it’s jus’ who I am. I should be able to pick up the speechisms from the locality what is around me, now that I’m with the Honeys. I still wanna try practicin’ my new learnin’s, but like the Niece says, I shouldn’t git all rattled or I’ll mess up all my mechanisms. I keep all them diaries in my trunk so I kin explain all about what I were seeing and hearin’ during our travels, and you may agree that I have improved a mite since then—although I do admit that I have big problems with the con-sist—the consis—with being consistent! I prolly told y’all that already, didn’t I. Mrs. Honey says not to worry, that it’s like staying strong and alert to yer emotion-isms when trying to stick to a diet an’ that ain’t easy.

			As far as literacy-isms, Mrs. Honey went to teacher school and is always teaching me one thing or t’other. Mrs. Honey cain’t help herself. As you listen, or read, y’all may hear me refer to days gone by, or even days still to come, but if y’all wanna come along, we’ll step back in time, where you will get a glimpse into our amazing Baby Boomer Dream Trip. Y’all will hear from us in the ac-tual-ities, but also through the lens of that excitin’ experience called, per-tend.

			Do y’all think you’d like to join us there?

			Alright, then! Fasten yer seatbelts!

		

	
		
			

			Chapter Two

			Tip of the Iceberg

			Hi! I’m Mrs. Honey. I see you’ve met Blue Belle. She’s quite a comedian. I’m Aunty’s niece. Blue Belle calls me by both names; except she says: “the Niece.” When we first met her, she was barely understandable. Now if she gets excited, all resolve to focus on her “speech concentration-isms” go flying out the window. You might have noticed inconsistencies, but to her credit she works very hard with me to improve some of her diction. She was, and still is, such a willing student. Her motives are right. She wants to learn so that she can understand others and communicate with them. There are no expectations here. People just simply enjoy her personality.

			I looked over Blue Belle’s diary contributions since we met her in California and traveled all those weeks to where we are now. I’m amazed at how far she has come–although, like I say, the little darling still can’t make up her mind what to call me, but that’s Blue Belle for you! Poor thing still has trouble just being comfortable with her little idiosyncrasies. She can be so self-critical. Out of that place in her roof, her over-thinking ends up coming out of her under-the-hoods—usually in the form of what she calls, “judgementalisms.” She thinks she sees something that needs fixing and wants to help, but it ends up coming out all wrong. When she discovers something that works for her around self-improvement, and particularly if she’s making gains in an area she thinks she recognizes the same struggles in others and wants to help them. That’s where Aunty comes in, gently leading her to a place where she can process what’s up in her roof, without feeling responsible to help others process what’s in theirs. Aunty has trusted the Good Lord for a long time and reads the Good Book. She believes that everything works for the good, and everything will be alright if we’re honest with ourselves first, and we give all our troubles over to Him, and she adds—not to get too “full of ourselves.” I laugh when Aunty says that.

			She loved Blue Belle from first sight, was determined to become a good mentor, and eventually, Blue Belle finally learned to trust us all.

			 

			We didn’t meet that little blue car until California—just before Death Valley, so our story won’t include any of her antics until later. Having said that, it’s time to begin on that first day we set off on one of the best adventures my husband and I ever had.

			 

			We left North Bay, Ontario one day earlier than planned, after running into our good friends Jay and Lucie who waved to us cheerily, on their way home after their own adventure.

			

			We left early to avoid traveling into a heavy blizzard. Mr. Honey is an expert at scoping out the weather forecasts. Driving for approximately four hours, we rolled into a tiny northern Ontario rail-town called Cochrane—and just in time too! We were greeted by a freshly fallen white blanket of snow. Hunkering down for our very first night in our new camper trailer, we talked about how sweet it was that friends, Elizabeth and Frank drove over 150 km just to see us off. The next morning, we headed out early for snowy Thunder Bay and overnighted it in Kakabeka Falls—the prettiest winter wonderland! That’s our northern Ontario, Canadian spring weather for you!

			Next day, we were off to Dryden, Ontario to meet our seasoned mountain-country traveling friends, Jennifer and Richard. On April 4, we were following them across those eye-popping western provinces—Manitoba, Saskatchewan and Alberta. I enjoyed Vicki and Don, friends who had flown from Ontario to Alberta to meet up with our party. We headed for Banff, to take a swim in the natural mineral hot springs.
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			Hi, y’all! It’s me agin. First off, I cain’t hardly wait to introduce y’all to Aunty! Aunty’s niece, Mrs. Honey, will speak about how Aunty ended up with us! The Niece and her husband live in the same province as Aunty, and the Niece always briefs her aunt on their various life-happenings, even though they’re in different cities separated by three hundred kilometers. To keep in touch, Aunty had to learn the knack of using her new smartphone, so every one of us kin-folk—even me—had to learn the knack of takin’ things slow. We didn’t want to bombard Aunty with a lot of text messages. The Niece is not very good at keeping her texts short an’ concise. She jus’ tends to spill out whatever lands in her head, that’s what! Ask anyone.

			 

			“You lost me, my girl!” Aunty teased the Niece after another long text were sent afore she even read the response what her aunt were tryin’ to type.

			“I can’t keep track of where we are now,” Aunty said, “It boggles my mind!”

			 

			As we were a’ traveling, Aunty loved hearing reports about all the comings and the goings of her nieces and nephews, only she jus’ needed the reporting back to be in the point form numerical order. You see, with the way the Niece carried on in her texts, poor Aunty could only understand a bit at a time with a cup of tea so’s she wouldn’t git all boggled. The niece learned to label all the latest news of the trip by usin’ the numericals in point form. In a bit, I’ll show y’all how it looked. Aunty experienced the reliefments on account of she don’t like gittin’ all boggled when she reads the niece’ short novels.

			“Ow!”

			“I mean—long texts. Just so’s y’all know, Mrs. Honey is here and so is her elbow. You’ll hear about her elbow from time to time.

			“Double Ow!”

			Okay, that’s enough of my teasin’. I’m gittin’ sore. Jus’ kiddin’—not too sore. I like exaggeration-ing if it gits me some attention-aries. The Niece don’t poke her elbow too hard, just enough so she gits her message across. Okay, here goes the example of what Aunty needed in the point-form style so she could understand stuff what the Niece put in her usual short—um, never mind.

			But I will list as best I can, an example of the numerical points what Mrs. Honey texted her Aunty. (I’m only goin’ on memory-isms y’all!)

			 

			1.	Mr. Honey thought State Troopers were tailing him fer speedin’ (weren’t fer true)

			2.	It were just a false alarm. (fer true)

			3.	It did the trick though! Mr. Honey watched his speed—(fer true)

			4.	Mrs. Honey had great reliefment. (double fer true)

			5.	We are stoppin’ soon fer to git some vittles. (double fer true)

			6.	I knows that the “vittles” word tickles yer funny bone, Aunty! (yup! fer true!)

			 

			“Now, I understand everything…” Aunty texted back one day after receivin’ the point-form numericals, “…but you must admit, just getting a piece here and there at different times, explaining about different events and places, is kind of confusing. I hope that it is not because I’m old. I’m sure God is with you always, and He protects you, although I hope He doesn’t have as much trouble keeping track of you as I do!”

			As I move along now, I want to explain somethin’ in this story what will tell everything about the Niece’s very nice husband, “Mr. Honey.” At that time I may explain why I call them both “Honey” on account of—well, I mean because the Honeys are not their real names, but it needs to be said that the Honeys just love road trips and I am double excited that I were there and double-double excited that I git to help tell our story! At this writing, the Niece says Aunty gits tired sometimes, but she remains positive and thankful though she cain’t go outside no more. Aunty don’t mind me saying that. In fact, I know that she would say somethin’ like:

			 

			“Well! It’s true, Blue Belle, and you cannot always dress up the truth, so that it sounds or looks pretty.”

			 

			All’s I know is that Aunty is bedridden. Do y’all know what “bedridden” means? Fer some folks what don’t know, I’ll explain as I’m workin’ on my new Diction-arial: Here’s my first word, under the letter “Bb”: bedridden: must stay in bed fer some reason or t’other, on account of sickness or somethin’ else.

			Ope! Here’s the Niece.

			 

			“Blue Belle.”

			“Yes, Mrs. Honey.”

			“I think people might know what “bedridden” means, but good for being so thorough.”

			“That’s prolly true, Mrs. Honey, thank you.”

			“That’s okay, Blue Belle.”

			Anyhow, all’s that to say, although the family sorely felt the fact that she couldn’t have visitors like she used to, and she couldn’t travel no more, fer Aunty’s sake, they all put on a brave face on account of that’s what helped her the most. At this writin’ it popped into my roof that jus’ a minute ago, Aunty texted the Niece to let her know that she’s “still here.”

			 

			“I’m still here and doing well, still working on things but gaining some momentum.

			Love to you all, and blessings. Keep up the ways of the Good Lord.”

			 

			Mrs. Honey will say that I won her aunty’s li’l ole heart just by batting my headlights at her. Aunty would say that her niece has a vivid imagination, but then again, so does she, and another then again, so do I! We don’t always know what Mr. Honey thinks.

			 

			Anyhow, Mrs. Honey has all the texts, photos and video clips to prove that this were honest and true happenings what y’all are hearing and reading, with plenty of per-tend in there to make it interesting. Aunty sent us messages and responded to all the texts over those weeks of travel. Anyhow, the Niece is here and wants to say stuff. She remembers everythin’ about our road trip and cain’t wait to tell y’all—in her usual short novel style, that is. Ope! I just got a look. I know I needs to repent fer when I slip into my sar-cas-ma-tisms. I don’t want to git no more pokes from Mrs. Honey’s elbow what almost always knocks me from the winder sill! It’s her fault anyhow! The niece’s texts, emails, and other forms of communicables are way too long! Aren’t emails and short texts supposed to be—well, short? She really does write short novel texts! She talks in short novels, too.

			Ask anyone!
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			Hi, it’s me, Mrs. Honey. Hmm. While it is true that Blue Belle and I share an affinity for “short novels,” my playful pokes don’t hurt. She just likes to mimic Mr. Honey, who pretends to be seriously injured. Those two make me laugh. Life is so fun watching their antics.

			 

			Okay, so from April 2 – May 15, the Baby Boomer Dream trip exceeded our expectations. I hope to recall every wonderful detail for years to come. The entire trip from Northern Ontario, Canada and across those eye-popping western provinces, down through the United States and back up through the Niagara Falls border into Canada took a little over six weeks. I got the idea to refer to that spring trip as our “Baby Boomer Dream Road Trip” after speaking to my friend, Flo, who basically said, “Thank you for living the dream for all of us baby boomers!” I just loved what she said! Her happiness for us made me feel so warm inside, and I thought of her often, as we carried on in our travels. I mailed her a sticker, then I sent my family more stickers—then more. Okay, I’ll admit, I got carried away with those stickers, but God bless my friend Flo—I think she liked her sticker that had flowers painted all over one of those famous VW buses! She even has it on her fridge at home! The recollection of the journey last spring is just as precious to my husband and I today, as we sit here scrolling through our photos while savoring our morning coffee.

			 

			After the trip was over, Blue Belle stayed with my aunt for an entire year. Aunty had adopted that little blue car into her heart and wanted to keep the story alive. Blue Belle’s antics continued to exist in our imagination after the trip was well over. You will notice that Blue Belle also refers to Aunty, as “Mama” and she uses those endearments interchangeably since the formal adoption. Blue Belle was happy to live with Aunty for a while and this was a huge comfort to me, since visitors were not always convenient for my aunt. Even after the trip, we could still carry on the “Blue Belle” dream, via text messages.

			On the one-year Baby Boomer Trip anniversary, April 2025, my husband and I celebrated by taking Blue Belle with us for adventures in Cancun, Mexico. Aunty got Blue Belle all packed and as they said their goodbyes, she kissed that little blue car on top of her roof. The tra-ta-ta! of my trumpet notification sounded—announcing a text coming in from my aunt who informed me, that little blue car was all eager and ready for another adventure. It also revealed a somewhat apprehensive “Mama” on the other end. This is what she said:

			 

			“Hi, my niece! It’s Aunty. Well, she’s all packed. I had a good talk with her, and this is what I told her: “Now, you are a brave girl, Blue Belle. You will have fun, and yes, you can have a car wash, just not in the ocean. The undertow will sweep you away from us and if I lost you now, I’d be very sad, so you just wait patiently and don’t go off on your own. My niece promises to take you out hunting for seashells. I hope you remember that I like the coral-colored ones.”

			 

			Aunty told me that Blue Belle flapped her doors and expressed that she would collect seashells for my aunt and have them all arranged in a small glass candle bowl as a gift.

			 

			“I’ll be good, Mama,” she promised.

			“We’ll take care of her, Aunty,” I said.

			 

			So, April 2025, we waved goodbye to my aunt and as quick as the honk of the horn, we were off to the airport. Before Blue Belle knew it, she was in Cancun just in time for lunch with our friends there. While we were waiting for our luggage at the airport, Blue
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