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      To Meghan and Pat, fellow Northern Lights explorers and expert rock skimmers.

      

      And to Alaska—Tony Bennett may have left his heart in San Francisco but I left mine in The Last Frontier.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        There are no degrees of separation,

        for we are connected

        to every other being,

        if not by touch,

        by the energy between.

        For we are all parts

        of the same whole,

        made of the same elements,

        and affected by

        the impact of any actions

        of any part of the whole.

        —Christee Gabour Atwood

        

        “Deep down, at the molecular heart of life, the trees and we are essentially identical.”

        —Carl Sagan
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      There are few things in life that never leave you. I have had the unfortunate luck to experience two.

      I saw spirits as a child but most people either didn’t believe me or made fun of my “vivid imagination” so I sent the ghosts away. When Hurricane Katrina came barreling through my hometown of New Orleans, the trauma reopened that psychic door and now I see ghosts who have died by water. I’m called a SCANC, a ridiculous acronym which stands for “Specific Communication with Apparitions, Non-entities and the Comatose.” In other words, the hurricane returned my psychic talents, but my “gift” specifically applies to water and only water.

      Pretty crappy considering I might otherwise be able to speak with Lillye, my precious daughter who died too young from leukemia. In five days, I celebrate what would have been her birthday and no matter how much I move on, how many wonderful new things have come into my life, her loss is a forever stone upon my heart.

      I slip my hands inside my wool jacket—yes, a wool coat on an early September day!—and relish that I’m on a bird walk in Creamer’s Field nature preserve in Fairbanks, Alaska. The Last Frontier has been a location at the top of my bucket list since I watched Northern Exposure as a child. Alaska means wildlife, those wispy Northern Lights, and few people—less than a million in a state twice the size of Texas. It’s everything I love of the natural world, especially the lack of humans. I’m relishing the quiet before my exuberant family arrives.

      I’m in Alaska for my cousin Tabitha’s wedding. Not the most logical person, once she learned that her fiancé Clayton Ginsburg hailed from Fairbanks, she insisted on being wed north of the Arctic Circle beneath the Northern Lights. No one could convince her that the aurora borealis doesn’t arrive on a schedule but Tabitha insisted that in two nights the magic will happen. She reads energies—one of a select few in my family, me included thanks to Katrina, who own supernatural talents—so she may be right. In two nights, we’ll see.

      To help pay for my trip, I arranged to pen a travel piece for Get Outside! magazine which is why I’m watching Sandhill Cranes take flight in an expansive nature preserve where dairy cows once roamed.

      But there’s something here that’s hard to shake, something amiss in this pristine place. I feel it deep in my bones, as if something in the ether demands my attention. A frisson crawls up my back, what my Cajun husband calls a shiver, and I roll my shoulders to shake it off.

      “And they’re off,” our guide yells and the folks around me lift their binoculars to the sky. A pair of cranes circle above.

      “These cranes have been on the earth for at least two million years,” our guide tells us. “They can be found all over the United States but about a third breed here in Alaska and in neighboring Canada.”

      As if on cue, one calls overhead, and others join in as they take off from the fields. The cameras start clicking. A lone juvenile crane calls out from the fields and the shivers return. I gaze around for haints, our word in the South for apparitions, but so far there’s only live people.

      “What does our journalist think of our cranes?” the guide asks and looks my way. A dozen pair of eyes do the same, wondering why I’m being singled out.

      “Fantastic,” is all I can think of to say. I hate being discovered, would much rather be the invisible travel writer taking notes and photos and gauging the reactions of others.

      As I stand there dumb-faced, the questions fly. “Who do you write for?” a grinning man asks, no doubt hoping he’ll be spotlighted in National Geographic. Hardly. “Are you with Audubon?” another asks. I can tell the difference between a cardinal and a blue jay. Okay, maybe a wren.

      “How does one become a travel writer?” asks a young adult in a sweatshirt with Greta Thunberg’s face under the words, “In Greta We Trust.” She’s been performing selfies since the tour began, but the opposite of ones I’m used to seeing in youth. No smiles. Stern looks.

      “Uh, journalism school.”

      Not the answer Selfie Girl expected. She frowns and turns away. The answers I gave the others have killed their smiles as well. Truth is like that. No matter how many times I explain that travel writing is a profession, that I work through these wonderful places I visit, people still imagine me on vacation. I don’t sit by the pool and drink tropical cocktails, I interview people like I’m doing today with this ornithologist, visit museums and listen to docents explain sometimes boring history, and explore facilities like distilleries and resort properties.

      Okay, so it’s pretty damn awesome.

      But, it’s still a job. And sometimes I return home exhausted after long drives or flights and lack of sleep; travel press trips can be non-stop action. Plus, my husband works as a librarian so neither of us makes good money, which is why we never go on vacation. Or, as is the case with Alaska, I merge my work with family obligations.

      Not by choice, I might add.

      “Ms. Viola Valentine is visiting us from Tennessee,” explains the guide, whose name I can’t pronounce because his father immigrated to Alaska from Russia a century ago; I keep calling him Vladimir in my head. “We’re hoping she says nice things about us.”

      What bad things would I write about a lovely migratory waterfowl refuge in the heart of Alaska, I wonder? I’m so thrilled to be gazing out at large stretches of fields, woods turning shades of gold, and birds flying up to greet the peaceful blue sky as they head to warmer climes. Life’s so quiet here, so incredibly tranquil that the stresses of the last few years of pandemic and economic uncertainty roll off my shoulders. It’s just what I need before my loud, demanding family arrives.

      “Absolutely,” I say, hoping that will be the end to that. Thankfully Vladimir leads us back to the Visitor’s Center where I’ll deviate from the group.

      Selfie Girl tugs my sleeve.

      “So, you go anywhere you like and write about it?” she asks with a gleam in her eyes, the first time I’ve seen her smile.

      “Not quite. I mostly go where I’m assigned.”

      “A blog?”

      “No, it’s this thing called print. You subscribe and they mail you a thing called a magazine. You can buy them in stores, too.”

      I realize my snarky tone the minute the words fly out my mouth and her expression softens. If I had been watching someone else speak, I would have kicked them. I can’t help the sarcasm these days. Working in newspapers for years produced little money but I had benefits and sick days. I much prefer the independence of freelance writing but the pay is even worse and with the pandemic and inflation money has been tight.

      “I’m sorry,” I tell Selfie Girl. “I haven’t had much luck with blogs.”

      She nods and seems to forgive my outburst. “I have a friend who has a blog and she’s making six figures.”

      Just what I want to hear.

      “It’s local, about Alaska,” she continues. “I’ll give you her website. She’s in North Pole.”

      “Excuse me?”

      She laughs, another first. “That’s the name of the town. It’s about twenty minutes away.”

      “Does Santa live there?”

      I meant it as a joke but Selfie Girl assures me he does, if only as part of a massive attraction on the edge of town created to lure in tourists. Apparently, you can not only meet the Big Man but send letters from Santa with a postmark of the town. My kids would love that, I think, but then I remember they have entered teenage-land, dang it. Another reason why I’m happy to be in Alaska.

      “Do you want to write for blogs?” I ask her. “Maybe this friend will let you write for her.”

      Selfie Girl looks at her feet while slipping hair behind an ear. “I’m not good enough.”

      “Says who?” I ask, which makes her smile again.

      “My friend.”

      Some friend.

      She raises her head to meet my gaze and there’s suddenly confidence in that stare. I fear I may have misjudged this woman. “It’s okay. I have my own blog. It’s not as well-written but I think it’ll be six figures soon.”

      I wonder what they know that I don’t.

      “I hope I can make enough money to get out of this place.” Her smile disappears and she utters those words softly. I start to inquire but Vladimir points out a plover to our right and we all stop and shoot the bird, with cameras of course.

      We finish our trek to the Visitor’s Center and the group forms a bubble while Vladimir hands out his business cards. I reach into my camera bag and pull out mine, pass it to Selfie Girl, and she gives me a piece of paper with a handwritten note containing her name.

      Aurora Sante I read off the card. The teenager saunters off to her car, a hybrid with environmental stickers covering the back bumper, one about saving a boreal forest and a pink “Smash the Patriarchy.”

      I ask my Russian guide a few more questions, thank him profusely for letting me tag along with the tour, and hand him my card as well. I head down a long path toward the preserve’s pond. I tell myself I shouldn’t stop here, that I have a story to write on forest bathing at another section of Creamer’s Field, but I can’t help myself.

      “Hello sweetheart,” I whisper to the water, glancing around to make sure no one’s listening. “Are you here, sugar pie?”

      I chide myself for standing before this pond thinking that my water SCANCness will open a channel to Lillye but I never stop trying. I long to hear her laugh, a chuckle that seemed to rise from her toes, or smell that sweet aroma when I kissed the top of her head. I close my eyes. Let me hear her call me mom, I ask the universe, just one more time.

      A cool breeze rustles the changing leaves of the birch trees. A duck calls out and takes flight off the water. High above I hear another pair of Sandhill Cranes heading south, calling to their offspring to follow their lead.

      And then silence.

      The image before me blurs and I fall to my knees. I have ten minutes before I head to the preserve’s boreal region to interview another naturalist named Olivia Tyson and my brain tells me to pull myself together. But I can’t seem to control my emotions so I stay in this pity party a little while longer. If nothing else, to get my mojo back to center.

      It’s then a small breeze kicks up the leaves where I’m sitting, performs an autumnal dance around me. A leaf tickles my cheek ever so slightly, like a kiss.

      I gasp and sit up straighter. Is it a sign? The breeze fades away like an exhale, silence in its wake. My logical brain, the one that commands my day when I work writing facts, steps in, insisting I’m imagining things to quell the pain in my heart. But in my lap that leaf remains, a golden token. I gingerly slip it into the notebook inside my purse.

      “I love you, too,” I tell the air. “I’ll see you in my dreams.”

      I rise, brush myself off, and walk down a long path into some woods. A lone Asian-American woman I suspect is Olivia sits on a bench with her eyes closed, hands gently placed on each knee. I approach cautiously, not wanting to disturb her meditation, but I’m five minutes late in meeting my interviewee and I’m pretty sure this is the place.

      “You must be Viola,” Olivia says without opening her eyes.

      I stand before her in the middle of the path with a notebook in one hand and my camera bag weighing down my shoulder. I thrust one hand into my pockets for a pen but turn up nothing. In my feeble attempts to locate a writing instrument, the camera bag falls off my shoulder and lands with a thud on the ground. Nothing like making a delicate entrance.

      Olivia opens her eyes and studies me. “Sorry,” I say, retrieving my bag which, I realize, has pens peeking out the side. “I’m a bit clumsy.”

      She rises and smiles, still seeming at peace with the world. “No worries. Most people arrive in that state.”

      I’m not sure how to take that.

      “Shall we start?” she asks.

      I’m about to raise my questions when she turns and heads down a path through a thick strand of trees. I follow along, the earth soft and spongy beneath my feet and the fallen leaves a golden blanket around us. We pause at a small clearing and Olivia motions for me to sit on the forest floor.

      “Right in the leaves?” I ask.

      She doesn’t answer but I mimic her actions and sit cross-legged on ground that feels like those rubber playground surfaces. I reach into my coat pocket for my phone and hit the on button of my app to record our conversation.

      “So, tell me about forest bathing,” I begin.

      Olivia ignores me, closes her eyes again and demands I breathe. I try to do the same but my mind keeps wondering if I should ask more questions, take notes, or relax and let the app do its job. I decide on the latter. I inhale so loudly Olivia laughs.

      “Sorry.”

      After a few moments of mindful breathing, she opens her eyes, and I know this because I never closed mine. It’s a journalist thing. Right up there with never have your back to the door.

      “Can you feel it?” she asks me. “How nature embraces us if we let it?”

      I nod but I’m not sure I do. Called shinrin-yoku, Olivia explains how forest bathing began in Japan in the 1980s as a way for people to reconnect with the natural world and to restore their equilibrium from too much technology. I live on a houseboat in a peaceful cove off the Tennessee River. Woods surround our little Smoky Mountain haven, so I get it. My natural surroundings have saved my erratic brain numerous time—did I mention I’m ADHD?

      “Science supports this, that even a few minutes in nature can change our wellbeing,” Olivia tells me. “But really, humans recharging in nature has been a practice for centuries. Forest bathing is nothing more than a new name to an old wisdom.”

      My shoulders drop and I breathe in the sweet earth, the spent birch and spruce leaves lying beneath me. A squirrel cackles overhead and far off I hear geese taking flight. The chilly breeze tickles my exposed ears but the sunlight filtering through the boughs overhead warms my face. But it’s the trees that take me in their arms and cradle me like a baby. I can feel their loving embrace as I melt into the earth and join their roots.

      “We are a part of nature, interconnected to everything around us, but as humans we tend to forget this vital link,” Olivia continues, encouraging me to dip my hands into the soil, which I do. “Everything beneath you is alive, talking to one another, depending on each other. And the trees are our greatest inspiration, reaching for the stars but deeply grounded in the earth.”

      I think of my Aunt Mimi’s old standard when my energy runs rampant and she encourages me to find balance: “As above, so below.”

      “You get it, don’t you?” Olivia asks when she sees me smiling.

      I nod and relish the moment, but I still have a story to write. I pull my hands free and wipe the remnants of leaves and soil on my pants, which leave the image of a hand, something to remind me of this peaceful moment. I then switch mental gears and ask questions about her eco-therapy sessions and Olivia leans back on her elbows and tells me her story. After forty-five minutes learning how this petite, soft-spoken woman left a Chicago corporate job and moved to the wilderness to teach forest bathing—she lives in a cabin outside the city—Olivia asks that we leave the session with another mini-meditation. This time, I turn off the app and close my eyes, welcome that blissful sensation I experienced before.

      We do the breathing exercises, then sit quietly. I tilt my head so the sunlight peeking through the trees will hit my face again. It’s worth the red blotches to feel the warmth.

      Not a minute passes when Olivia speaks, but her words are mumbled. I open my eyes to find her face contorted, her body language changed from Yoda peaceful to highway rage.

      “Olivia?” I ask tentatively.

      She shakes her head as if trying to calm the turmoil inside her. I’m beginning to get scared, that maybe she’s having an episode of some kind.

      “Save them,” she blurts out, her face stretched with pain and anger.

      “Save who?”

      “The rich need saving!”

      With those final words, Olivia shakes her shoulders as if a frisson runs through her, what my non-Cajun mother calls a “skunk running over your grave.” What is it with Southerners and shivers? Olivia opens her eyes and looks at me as if nothing had happened.

      “How do you feel?” she asks sweetly, a gentle smile gracing her lips.

      “What just happened?”

      She tilts her head and this time it’s a delicate action. She either doesn’t remember her outburst or she’s pulling my leg. “You were just forest bathed.”

      We rise from our sitting position and shake off the leaves, me watching Olivia’s every move but nothing appears out of the ordinary. I grab my notebook and camera bag, pull my phone from inside my pocket. I wish I had left the app on.

      I shoot several photos of Olivia in the woods, watch her carefully in the process, but she exhibits none of the angst from before. Each photo showcases her lovely face and smile, even the fall sunlight casts a golden halo around her head. Weird. And just why would I need to save the rich? I think they are doing quite fine, thank you very much.

      We say our goodbyes and I head back to the hotel, a resort with a bear theme located next to Creamer’s Field. And yes, I’ve taken my own selfies next to the giant grizzly someone shot, stuffed, and placed in the lobby, although I feel sorry for the unfortunate bear. I write up the forest bathing story on my laptop, then drive my rental to the airport.

      Planes flying in from the East Coast tend to arrive late in Alaska, due to the long flight and changeovers. Tabitha, my mom, sister, and Aunt Mimi—basically the females of the clan—left Atlanta at noon, and with us being on Alaska Standard, it’s eleven p.m. my time but three a.m. theirs. They emerge bleary-eyed at the baggage claim, but still talking nonstop. They almost walk by me, they’re so caught up in the conversation. And I mean all of them.

      “Hello?” I say, waving my hand in front of Tabitha.

      “What a nightmare,” she tells me as if we’ve seen each other yesterday instead of months. “Our connection was miles from our gate and we didn’t have time to eat. I’m starving.”

      “What did they do, make the seats smaller?” my mother asks. So far, no hugs, no greetings. “I swear they’ve shrunk since I’ve last been on a plane. And I was in the middle! I couldn’t wait to get away from those two men with their bow legs.”

      “Where’s the baggage claim?” my sister Portia asks, gazing around, holding everyone’s ticket like a winner at a horse race. She’s a lawyer and no doubt runs this sideshow. “The airlines don’t tell you anything anymore. I have no idea where to go.”

      Just before my heart sinks from being ignored, which isn’t unusual with this lot, I feel a tap on my shoulder.

      “Hey sweetheart,” my Aunt Mimi says before engulfing me in a bear hug.

      “Glad someone’s happy to see me,” I murmur into her shoulder.

      “Oh, here we go,” Portia says, rolling her eyes. “Poor Viola. Spending fun times in Alaska and she doesn’t get a hug right away.”

      I pull back from Aunt Mimi’s embrace, grab the tickets in Portia’s hands, and head to the baggage carousel where other sleepy people are gathered. I’m aggravated, as much by my family’s self-centered greeting as their lack of travel knowledge. I know from traveling for a living I’m well-versed in the machinations, but I have little patience for those who don’t know the basics or insist on complaining. Yes, air travel isn’t what it used to be but we’re in Alaska, for goodness sake. I gaze down at the hand stain on my pants and try to find that peace I experienced in the forest.

      I sense my family walking up behind me and for once, they’re quiet.

      “What car did you get?” Portia finally asks. She can only be submissive for so long.

      Because I’m a travel writer, my family depends on me to plan the itinerary and to arrange transportation and accommodations. I pause just enough to drive her crazy; Portia has little patience. “I got a Suburban.”

      “Those are gas guzzlers,” Aunt Mimi protests.

      “We can afford it,” Tabitha inserts. “I told y’all I would pay for everything. My divorce settlement came in and I’m flush.”

      “It’s not about money, Tabitha,” Aunt Mimi says in her Alabama accent. “It’s the cost to the environment.”

      Tabitha looks skyward. I’m sensing she has had her fill of my aunt’s tree-hugging leanings on the flight over.

      I turn to my middle-aged aunt who’s dressed in her usual hippy attire of peasant blouse, jeans, and sandals. “First off, your feet are going to be cold so you need closed-toed shoes. Second, the Suburban was the only car I could rent that could hold us all.”

      Mimi’s not convinced. “We could have taken the hotel shuttle.”

      My mom sighs, clutching the pearls at her throat. “At this hour? And with all this luggage?” I get the feeling this is not the first time the two sisters have had that conversation, either.

      “Deliah, even the world’s authority on Shakespeare can handle a few bags.”

      “Well Mimi, I’ll let you drag yours to the car,” my mother answers in her perfect English. She wouldn’t dare have a southern accent, gave that up the minute she left the Halsey homestead in Ishka, Alabama. My aunt, on the other hand, sounds like she walked off the farm.

      “When are the men arriving?” I ask to deter the conversation.

      “Tomorrow,” Tabitha says, her Bama accent coming through as well. They always seem to thicken when people get tired or drunk. “Although my groom’s been here since Wednesday.”

      This is news. “Clayton? Here in Fairbanks?” I ask.

      Tabitha nods like it’s no big deal. “Something about a cold case the Bureau’s opening back up. You know FBI agents, they don’t talk about their work.”

      The frisson returns. Bigtime. I look around the baggage claim for specters.

      “Why didn’t he tell me? We could have joined up.”

      Tabitha shrugs her shoulders and rubs her eyes. “Who knows?”

      I’m still smarting from the news that one of my best friends—my children’s godfather, no less—was in town for the past week. “I wish Clayton would have told me.”

      Tabitha shrugs again.

      Another thankful silence descends as we watch the bags roll off the carousel. Suddenly, I’m very tired and it’s only the beginning of a long week with my family. We all love each other, mind you, but families are complicated entities with lots of emotional baggage and diverse personalities. Despite working through old issues, mine remains something akin to twelve cats inside a bag.

      We load up the Suburban and head to the hotel. Once inside, I distribute the room keys. My now quiet, sleepy family moves off to their accommodations dragging their bags behind like petulant children. Aunt Mimi’s with me for the night and, once inside, spreads out her things all over the floor. I dance through the carnage to reach my bed. I broach the subject of the forest bather but Mimi’s busy searching for her laxative so I’m not sure she’s heard me.

      “I know I put it in the top sleeve,” she says, digging inside her suitcase.

      “Mimi, did you hear what I said?”

      She pulls out a giant plastic bottle of MiraLAX and displays it proudly. “Forgot I brought the big guns.”

      It’s the size of one shoe. “I’m surprised they let that on the plane.”

      She waves me off. “Ever since TSA gave me grief about my altar herbs, I check my bags.”

      She hauls out said protection collection: rosemary, basil, John the Conqueror root, obsidian, petrified wood, a St. Christopher medal, and a photo of Uncle Jake, who passed away several years ago. Always seven items. She places them on the table between our beds in a semicircle facing outward, offering me protection as well.

      Before my witchy aunt heads to the bathroom with her oversized ditty bag, I rehash my story about Olivia and her cryptic message.

      “On top of it all, I’ve been having….” I don’t know how to explain the weird premonitions.

      Mimi rubs her eyes. I know she’s tired after an all-day flight, especially with my talkative family but she’s the only one who understands my “gift” since she suffers from the same malady. Unlike me cursing mysteries everywhere I travel, she claims it’s a blessing.

      “You can only channel those who have died by water,” she says, tucking one of my curls behind my ear like she used to do when I was little. “Someone needed you to know something from the Other Side, someone who can’t reach you ordinarily, and they used Olivia as their medium. Maybe whatever is trying to reach you is what you’re feeling.”

      “I’ve never had someone else send me messages. Usually they talk directly to me.”

      “Only those….”

      I groan, because it’s really so unfair. “I know, who died by water.”

      She shrugs. “That’s what happens when you repress the talents given to you at birth.”

      I’ve heard this argument from her so many times. If I hadn’t insisted the ghosts go away in my youth, I could hear them all today. When trauma opens that psychic door back up, it’s going to be selective.

      “It’s still unfair,” I whisper, thinking of the silence at the pond this afternoon.

      Mimi rubs my arms lovingly. “It means something and I’m sure the answers will come eventually. Just remember, ‘No chance meetings….’”

      “…‘no coincidences,’” I answer.

      She tucks another curl behind the other ear. “I’ll tell you what I tell everyone else looking for answers.”

      I lean forward. “Yes?”

      She tilts her head toward mine, touches my cheek, and our foreheads almost meet. “Internet.”

      Mimi straightens, yawns, and throws her ditty bag down, climbs into bed. “I’m done. Let’s talk in the morning.”

      Within seconds of her gray head hitting the pillow, I hear snoring. I chalk it up to Mimi not having kids; she can sleep instantly and everywhere. I should get shuteye myself, but what Olivia—or some entity—said nags at my brain. I open my laptop and several windows emerge, including Facebook and Google, but I have no idea what to look for. Save the rich?

      I notice a friend request on Facebook. It’s Aurora, which I approve. I click on her page and find it full of the usual selfies, these very different from the ones she took today. She’s laughing, posing suggestively, doing that pouting thing with her lips young people are apt to do. Her “About” section lists her as attending North Pole High School and in a relationship. I wonder about her blog but there’s no clues here.

      I think to do a Google search but what am I looking for? Saving Elon Musk?

      I’m about to give up and head to bed when a shiver consumes me as if someone slides a feather across my back. “What?” I ask the ether.

      It’s then I notice the Google Alert in my email box, one I set for Alaska while I’m here.

      According to a story by the Fairbanks Daily News-Miner, late this evening a bomb ignited at the North Alaska Logging Company headquarters downtown. No damage, the story reports, but a local environmental group opposed to the company’s actions in the wilds of Alaska claimed responsibility. I read the crawl at the bottom listing the group responsible.

      Save The Riche.
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      Like clockwork, Aunt Mimi’s up early and she’s anything but quiet. I hear her singing a Joni Mitchell song in the shower before I open my eyes. I pull the pillow over my head and face the wall but it’s no use. After you have kids, sleep eludes you like a comic book thief in a burglar mask stealing it away, all the while laughing heartedly. And you know sleep’s a man.

      Mimi emerges from the bathroom in a cloud of steam, a towel wrapped around her middle-aged body that enjoys life a little too much. Another towel has been weaved on her head like a goddess crown. She pulls it free and throws it my way, slapping me in the face.

      “Get up, lazy bones. We have a full day ahead.”

      Since Tabitha’s parents died years ago, my mother is stepping in as parent. Deliah and Tabitha will do one more fitting of the dress and relax at a day spa while Mimi, Portia, and I will pick up the flowers and cake, gather food products that my chef brother will whip into something magical, and confirm our transportation north. Tabitha was an only child so we’ll all reconvene later this afternoon for a mini bachelorette party and shower before I head to the airport once again.

      Tonight, the men arrive—my father John Valentine, twin brother Sebastian, and my husband, TB Boudreaux (I kept my maiden name for professional reasons). Sebastian’s
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