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About Hatfield Falls


Welcome to Hatfield Falls, an imaginary town set in the beautiful province of Nova Scotia, Canada. This series focuses on several individuals in that town who are related by blood and/or their connections at Hatfield Falls Christian Church. 
Faith, hope, and love flow here in great streams and small trickles. However, these streams don’t take happy easy paths. Instead, they swerve around obstacles, dredge up memories from the past, cascade over plans for the present, and push the characters of Hatfield Falls forward into a future that is firmly rooted in grace and grounded in Christ.
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Chapter 1


“It is a truth universally acknowledged –” 
“Mother! It’s a cookie.” Will Bennett rubbed the sore spot between his eyes. His mother often made that part of his head hurt when she got into one of her moods, such as she was in today. “Even Edmund would tell you that the line you are quoting is an excellent example of sarcasm. Therefore, if you say that it is a truth universally acknowledged that a man with a cup of tea is in want of a cookie, doesn’t that mean that a man in possession of a cup of tea is actually NOT looking for a cookie at all?”
He looked for support from his younger brother, Edmund, who nodded his agreement – not that their mother saw him do it. A verbal response would have been more effective.
“Fitzwilliam.” His mother used her scolding-a-toddler voice and wiggled the plate she held in front of him.
Will closed his eyes and sighed as he shook his head. Why did she take such pleasure in tormenting him? Wasn’t the eldest son supposed to be the most beloved?
“My name is not Fitzwilliam, Mother. It’s William. Just William. No Fitz.”
His mother, Amy Bennett, a diminutive woman whose size belied her ability to be moved on a point if she did not wish to be moved, rolled her eyes and shot a displeased look at his father. “That’s only because your father wouldn’t allow it.”
“Yes, I know, and that’s why he’s my favourite parent.”
“Your father couldn’t bake a proper oatmeal cookie if he tried,” she scoffed as she placed one on the edge of Will’s saucer.
Sunday afternoon teatime at the Bennet home couldn’t be had with mere mugs. No, his mother insisted upon cups that were made for the beverage. Mugs were for cocoa and coffee and pretty much anything else anyone wanted to drink from them, but they were not proper beverage containers when it was time for tea. On Sundays, in Mrs. Bennett’s living room, only fine porcelain cups and saucers were allowed.
He sighed. Whether he wished to have a cookie or not, he was having one – or – Will eyed Thor – feeding it to the dog when his mother wasn’t looking.
“Father makes them with chocolate chunks, you know – not raisins – which, by the way, is the second reason he’s my favourite parent,” he called after his mother as she moved on to torment her next child.
“I don’t mind being your second favorite parent,” she said with a teasing grin.
She rarely seemed phased by his foul moods or taunting words. Will could grumble up a hurricane and still she would, most often, respond with a smile. She was a patient, though annoying, parent.
“Do not feed that cookie to Mr. Thorpe,” she added.
“His name is Thor, Mother, not Mr. Thorpe.”
“You may call him what you want, but he is Mr. Thorpe to me and is not to have any cookies.”
“Then, why did you give me one?” Will asked bluntly. The dull throbbing in his head was not getting any better. Laughter might be deemed a good medicine for the soul, but levity did not work as well as peace and quiet, augmented by a proper dose of analgesic, when it came to headaches.
“Here,” Emma handed him a bottle of pain medicine. “I’ll trade you two of these for one cookie.”
“I thought you weren’t eating carbs?”
“Do you want the medicine or not?” Emma hissed as she darted a look at their mother. “It’s Sunday, and I’m allowing myself as many carbs as I want today.”
Will pulled his head back a bit and quickly handed her his cookie with one hand, while snatching the medicine bottle from her with the other. “You may want to eat more carbs all the other days of the week, too,” he suggested.
She scowled at him.
“Sorry,” he muttered. He disliked it when Emma was angry with him, and normally, she was quite receptive to his grumbling and unsolicited advice. “Are you okay?”
“Don’t ask,” she replied. “At least, not right now.”
His brow furrowed.
“Mother,” she mouthed.
Ah, yes. There were things you did not say in front of the Bennett matriarch. Of course, Will could not think of what Emma might need to keep quiet that was making her pop cookies into her mouth like they were popcorn and she was watching a rom-com.
“Outside?” he asked.
She nodded. “But don’t make it obvious, Will. Please, try to be subtle.”
“I’ll try,” he assured her. He drained the last bit of tea from his cup so he could swallow the medicine Emma had given him and stood.
“And where do you think you’re going?” his mother asked. There was a hint of displeasure to her tone. Apparently, she was coming close to the edge of her ability to be long-suffering.
He lifted his cup. “Water.”
“You haven’t told me about your week.”
He stood where he was and began a list of the highlights of his life – the bits he knew she wanted to know. “All the paperwork about the land has been transferred. My new office is on-site. The development plans are being drawn up, and my bank account is still in the black.” Although success was still an ever-present worry, but what was new about that?
“I have had no dates.” Not that he would tell her if he had. “Nor have I met anyone who inspires me to go on a date.” Again, not that he would tell her if he had. Some things were better kept to oneself until they were certain and set. He’d made that mistake once, and he wasn’t the sort to repeat horrible disasters if it could be avoided.
“And, I won’t name my land development project Pemberley Shores just because my name is William Bennett, and the name seems fitting.” He held up a hand to prevent the protest he knew his mother was going to give. “Not even if it could bring sales from people like you.”
“He wants sane tenants,” Henry quipped.
“Boys.” Mark Bennett’s tone was stern – the sort of stern that drew Will and his brothers up short, even now when they were all well into their adult years. Just because he was thirty didn’t mean that Will did not still have a healthy respect for the things, like his father’s tone just now, that told him that he had gone too far.
“I didn’t say it,” Will protested.
“But you were thinking it,” his father retorted.
That was true, he had been thinking it. He just was not as prone to say what he was thinking as Henry was, for Henry was a terrific tease.
Whether Will had said it or not, he knew he owed his mother an apology of sorts, so he blew out a breath, crossed the living room to where his mother was sitting, kissed her cheek, and said, “Thank you for the dinner and tea, Mother. I am going to get some water, and then, I’ll see if,” he grimaced, “Mr. Thorpe would like to take a quick turn of the back garden.” That sounded period drama enough to soothe his mother’s ruffled feathers. At least, he hoped it did, for, despite her annoying habit of tormenting him about getting married, he loved her dearly. “I’ll be back soon.”
And with that, he made a hasty retreat from the living room, through the dining room, and into the kitchen before anything further could be said.
~*~
The screen door squeaked as William pushed his way out to the back steps with a glass of water in one hand and Thor at his heels.
The happy mutt bounded down the steps and raced to the back fence where he sniffed along the bottom of it before making a wandering path back towards the house. His nose never left the ground until he found just the perfect spot to do what he needed to do. Then, he kicked up the grass and raced off to inspect the far corner of the fence on the side of the yard that was connected by a gate to the neighbour’s yard.
Will leaned against the deck’s railing and watched Thor amuse himself while waiting for Emma.
How many times had William raced off to that gate himself over the years? He and Nate were always at each other’s homes back before university and adulthood had separated them somewhat. Be that as it may, they were still quite often together; but then, that’s what happens when one friend goes into business with another.
“Oh, aren’t you looking happy today?” Mrs. Clark, Nate’s mom, reached over the fence to scratch Thor’s ear. Then, she waved at Will. “Are you all home today?”
Will pushed off from the railing against which he was leaning and walked towards the gate. “No, Brandon is still away, but the rest of us are all in there.” He nodded toward the house.
“I suppose I would have known that if I had made it to church today,” she apologized.
“I suppose you would have, but we aren’t keeping score. And you have a very good reason to not have been at church.”
She smiled. It was an expression he cherished. Mrs. Clark was like a second mother to him, but without the drive to tease him like his own mother possessed. Her smile was also an expression he had feared he might never see again after her diagnosis six months ago.
“I do like that about your parents, Will. Unlike some pastoral couples I knew when I was growing up, your parents are quite normal.”
Will chuckled. “I’m not sure my mother has ever been normal.”
“Oh, go on with you,” Mrs. Clark said as she swatted the air in his direction and laughed. “I find your mother to be delightful.”
“That’s only because you like the same things she does,” Will retorted. “But just try being her son who has no interest in period dramas or romance novels.”
“Jane Austen did not write romance novels. She wrote classics.”
To Will, any book that centered on a guy and girl getting married was a romance novel. However, it was not a point he wished to argue about today. Instead, he decided to focus on the second half of Mrs. Clark’s defense. “Do you suppose Miss Austen thought her stories would be classics when she wrote them?”
“I would hope that any author who summons up enough courage to put pen to paper and then see their creation enjoyed by others would expect their work to become a classic one day.”
She had responded as he had hoped she would.
“Even if it’s a classic romance novel?” he asked with a grin.
Her lips pursed and her eyes sparkled. She had always been more pleasant to tease about these things than his mother ever was. Mother took things far too seriously – especially when it came to Jane Austen.
“Even if it is a classic romance short story,” she agreed.
Will could not help but chuckle at that. “Don’t let Edmund hear you say that. He thinks all genre fiction is drivel and anything that takes less than forever to read is a waste of time and paper.”
“He does know that most books are now published without the need for paper, doesn’t he?” Her tone was laughing. They both knew that Edmund had some very traditional opinions about what was and what was not worthy of a person’s reading time.
“He rues the day that the e-book was invented.”
“Yet, he praises the ability to stream a six-hour miniseries.”
“That is the conundrum that is Edmund Bennett.” Will’s younger-by-six-years brother had only recently graduated with a degree in English and was currently finishing up a certificate program through the local library’s employment initiative. Not only did Eddie have a degree he liked to flaunt as proof that his opinions were correct, but he now also had a job where he could share those opinions with fellow snobbish bookworms like himself.
“Oh, isn’t Emma looking more like your mom every day?” This outburst, accompanied by the squeak of the back door, let Will know that his sister had finally sneaked out of the living room and was waiting for him.
“She does look a lot like Mother.” And a lot less like the kid sister he had known for nearly twenty years. He wasn’t certain he was ready for her to be grown up. However, she had been out of high school for a full year, and it was likely time he began to make peace with that.
Emma skipped down the steps and waved as she crossed the yard. “Mrs. Clark! Are you feeling better?”
“I’m well enough to talk to a neighbor and clean my own dishes, but I’m not well enough to go out in public and have to be pleasant,” she replied with a laugh.
“I’m happy to hear it,” Emma replied. “What did the doctor say when you last saw him?”
“He thinks the treatments have done their duty, so that is behind me. Now, I must work on recovery from the treatments and continue a course of some medications.”
Emma held her hand out to Mrs. Clark. “That’s excellent news! I’ve been praying for you.”
“And baking me casseroles and cookies.” Mrs. Clark squeezed Emma’s hand. “You are such a dear to see to my sweet tooth and tempt my appetite with your cooking. Even chemo couldn’t keep me from a little taste of your food now and then.”
“Do you still have enough in the freezer?”
Emma was the very embodiment of compassion and hospitality. In that way, she was also like their mother. Only, in Emma, the trait seemed effortless. For their mother, it was not always quite as easy. But then again, Emma was nineteen, and she did not have a husband and six children.
William caught himself before he visibly shuddered at the idea of his baby sister as a wife and mother. He needed to get used to the idea of her being an adult before he even started trying to accept that she was now old enough to marry.
Mrs. Clark did visibly shudder – or rather, she shivered – and rubbed her arms. “I do hope that once my body starts to recover, I’ll be able to enjoy an early Nova Scotia summer day without a sweater and for longer than a few minutes.” She tipped her face towards the sun. “I cannot tell you how good it is to feel the sun on my face – without a window between it and me. God is good.”
She reached over the gate and scratched Thor’s ear again. “Nathaniel said that your business plans are going well, Will.”
“They are. I hope to have a model home or two ready before school begins in September.”
She nodded. “He told me that it wouldn’t be long until you had some homes up and ready to tour, but, being his mother and knowing how enthusiastic my son can be about projects when they first begin, I wasn’t sure if his timetable was accurate or not.”
“Oh, I’m certain we won’t have the model home ready quickly enough for Nate,” Will replied with a laugh.
Nathaniel Clark was exuberance and energy personified. However, he was also the best contractor Will had ever done business with. Nate cared deeply about getting things right, not just getting them done, but that did not mean he worked slowly. No, Nate knew how to push his crew to meet some pretty spectacularly quick deadlines without alienating any of them.
“I’m sure you are correct about that,” Mrs. Clark said, “and I will tell you what I told him: I want to be one of the first to tour your first home. I should be doing quite well by the time one is ready.”
“I’d be honoured to have you at our first, invitation-only, open house, which is on my calendar in pencil for the third weekend in August. How does that sound?”
“Perfect. I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I’m proud of you boys.” She held up a hand to keep Will from speaking. “I’ve faced my mortality, Will Bennett, and I will tell those I love how much I love them whenever I want to do so. None of us know how many more times we will have to do things like that, but I know that fact better than most. You and Nate are doing something special. It takes guts to start a business, especially one that is a bit on the unusual side of things.”
She turned as if she was going to return to her house, but then turned back. “And I will tell you that your mother is also quite proud of her enterprising son. I know she is not the sort to say things like that to you very often, but I have heard the pride in her voice when she speaks about you and your plans.” She smiled. “Are you certain you wouldn’t consider her suggestion for the name?”
“Pemberley Shores?” Will asked in surprise.
Mrs. Clark nodded. “There are some who would buy a home at over market value if it had the name Pemberley attached to it.” She chuckled.
Will shook his head. He wasn’t actually creating this development that he had planned for larger-than-life returns.
“It was worth a try. Give my best to your parents, and Emma, I have not forgotten about you. I would love for you to come for a visit and tell me about your plans for next year. And at some point, I would like to see your new accommodations.”
“I would love to show them to you,” Emma said. “And I promise to stop by one day next week.”
With a wave, Mrs. Clark left them to return to her house.
“What has Mother done to cause you stress?” Will glanced nervously at the house. He knew that they’d been gone for a while and soon, someone would come in search of them, ending any chance they had to talk privately. Alone time was not something to be found in great quantities in a large, tightly-knit family like his.
“She’s done nothing except to be her normal self.”
Will’s brow furrowed. “Then, what’s the issue?”
“I am not going to Bible college. I never applied, and I’ve not told Mom or Dad about it, and Mom has started talking about getting what I need to take with me when I leave.”
Well, that was surprising. Emma had always done what her parents wanted her to do without protest, even when she didn’t really want to do it. “What will you do instead?” He knew she had to have a plan, for just like him, she always seemed to have a plan.
“I’ve signed up to take a few culinary courses at the community college.”
“Culinary courses you say?” That seemed a good fit for his kitchen-loving sister.
She nodded. “I want to open a café.”
“You do? That sounds like a good idea.” He could see her doing well as a café owner – once she had completed her studies, which he hoped included business courses.
“I do, and I think I may have found a business partner.”
Will blinked. “You have?” That seemed sudden.
“I met her at one of the cooking classes I attended in March. She was actually the guest presenter.”
“Have you only met her once?” Choosing a business partner was no small thing. One must know the person well enough to trust them and know that your values matched. In his opinion, one meeting was not enough for that.
Emma shook her head. “No, I’ve gone to two singles’ nights with her at her church in Marydale, which I know is a drive from here, but she is moving to Hatfield Falls in August.”
“Three meetings and you think she’s trustworthy enough to be your business partner?” Will wouldn’t say it outright to his baby sister, but, at present, he was thinking she was nuts.
“I know. I know. It is crazy, but Will, she’s perfect. We get along so well. It’s as if we have been friends for years and not just a few months.  We talk online, too. I am not just basing my evaluation on three meetings.” She broke eye contact with him, turning her head to look at something to their right. “I would like you to meet her before I tell Mom about my plans.”
He could do that, he supposed. “Do the two of you have a business plan drawn up?”
Emma shook her head. “We are only in the beginning phases of planning, and Cari is still looking for a place in Hatfield Falls. I thought…”
“That I might know of a place she could afford?”
“Yes. Housing isn’t cheap here, which is why you’re creating your estate as you are.” Her eyes had found his again. “Will you, please, meet with us tomorrow?”
“Tomorrow?”
“Around nine in the morning? Nate said he didn’t see anything on your schedule.”
Will’s eyes grew wide at that. His friend knew about his sister’s plans before he did? That didn’t seem right!
“He doesn’t know why I wanted to know if you were free, Will. Relax. You are still my favourite eldest brother.”
“I’m your only eldest brother. Can’t you just admit that I am your favourite older brother?”
“No,” she said with a shake of her head. “You guys get way too competitive at trying to prove you’re the best at things.”
“Not all of us. It’s mostly just Henry and Fred.”
She snorted in disbelief. “Right. And if I said Edmund was my favourite older brother, what would you do?”
Will shrugged. “I’d let him meet this stranger you have befriended, and then, go tell Mother you aren’t going to go to Bible college to find a husband.”
The comment was met by the laughter he knew it deserved.
“Exactly. It is all of you, and not just Henry and Fred, although I will admit that they are the worst for it.”
“Mom is starting to think Will left because she tried to make him eat raisins,” Henry called from the back door. There was the sound of something being shouted inside the house, and then, Henry laughed.
“Why does she let him do things for her? She should know by now that he is going to do his best to torment her in the process.”
“Because,” Emma said as she wrapped her arm around Will’s, “he’s always the first to want to know what is going on. They are a lot alike, aren’t they?”
“Indubitably,” he agreed as they started walking toward the house. “So, nine tomorrow morning?”
“Yes.”
“Where?”
She nodded toward what used to be the family’s garage that stood across the alley from their fenced yard. “My place.”
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Chapter 2


“I thought you were going to teach a class at the grocery store.” Lacey Welsh felt irritation welling inside her. Her sister, Cari, had not bothered to tell her that this was a longer-than-normal trip to Hatfield Falls today. 
“I am. I’m just stopping at Emma’s house first to meet her brother.”
“About a business plan?” Lacey knew that this whole idea of starting a café was not a new one for Cari, but it was new that she was considering starting a café now and in a new town.
“Yep. Emma and I would like to have things sorted before classes begin in the fall.”
“Classes and starting a café? In the same year?”
Cari grinned. “In the same month, actually.”
“Are you actually crazy or just playing at it today?” Blood pressure medication was in Lacey’s near future. She could feel it. Ever since last year, when Cari had been dumped by her long-time boyfriend, things with her had changed from doing the expected to pushing the bounds of acceptability.
First, it had been a drastic haircut – from mid-back to just below her ears – and colour – from her lovely natural chestnut to a deep red and then a purple and now pink. As if those changes had not been shocking enough, there had also been leaving school after only one year of general business admin classes to become a cooking class presenter for a chain of stores.
Now, it seemed, that even the shifting and less than steady work of teaching classes was about to be replaced by the even less stable proposition of starting a business with a girl who was three years younger than her and had even less experience.
Cari had turned in her seat, so she was facing Lacey. “No, Lacey, I’m neither crazy, nor am I pretending to be. This is me – or at least, I think it’s me. I never wanted to be an office administrator or branch manager or any other such title. I only thought I did because it would make Braydon happy. I’m done making anyone else happy, Lacey. It’s time I do what I want to do. I have always loved cooking, and you have to admit that I’m good at it.”
Lacey could not deny that. Cari’s cooking had been the best part of her moving back in with Lacey after their mother died.
“But school and a new business? At the same time?” Couldn’t her sister see how that was not a good combination?
“Why do I need to wait?”
“Because both are going to require a lot of time and energy.” Not to mention money.
“I’m taking one class, Lacey. One. I think I’ll have time to manage a café during the rest of my time.”
“And who will manage the café when you are in class? From what you told me earlier, Emma is also going to take classes.”
“She’s only taking enough to keep her mother happy.”
Lacey shook her head. “Do you hear yourself?”
“What’s wrong with what I said? Emma’s mother wants her to go to college – Bible college – to find a husband.”
Lacey, who could hear her sister’s eyes rolling as she said the word husband, shot Cari a skeptical look. Surely, no one’s mother sent their daughter to school just to get a husband.
“And get a degree,” Cari added.
Ah, that’s what Lacey thought. Emma’s mom probably just hoped her daughter would find a nice guy to date in the process of getting a degree. Again, she could not fault a mother for wanting that for her daughter. “Getting a degree is not a bad thing.”
“It is if it’s not the degree for something that you know you’re supposed to be doing.” Cari turned away from her and folded her arms like a shield across her chest.
Lacey blew out a calming breath. She hated disagreements, and honestly, Lacey was not attempting to start the argument about Cari’s future without a college education again. She had made her peace – mostly – with the fact that her little sister was taking a new and rather unconventional path.
“Ok, explain. I know you haven’t been exactly happy for over a year now. How do you know that this exciting venture is what you are supposed to be doing and not just a fun diversion from everything that has happened?” She held up two fingers to let her sister know this was going to be a two-part question. “And… how does Emma know?”
Lacey liked Emma. She seemed like a good, well-grounded young woman. Or she had until this morning, when Cari had shared their plan to start a business as soon as was humanly possible, if not sooner.
“Do you remember three months ago at the ladies’ retreat when the speaker talked about leaving your mark on the next generation?” Cari asked.
Lacey nodded. She had been quite affected by that message and doubted she would ever forget it.
“I started praying about what God wanted me to do. I told Him all about my desires and asked if He would show me if He was in them or if I needed to find new ones.”
That seemed like a good and, dare she say it, responsible thing to do.
“The next month, I met Emma, and we clicked. The next month after, she told me about her dilemma with her mom wanting her to go to college and her not wanting to go to that college and all that.” Cari was once again turned in Lacey’s direction. Excitement oozed from her pores. “She told me – before I told her anything about what I had been praying about – that she had been praying for God to confirm for her the decision she had made about her future before she presented it to her parents.”
“And she wanted to start a café?”
“No! Well, yes, but not yet. She wanted to take culinary classes and then start a café.”
“So, you’re saying Emma wants to wait, but you are forging ahead with your plan anyway?”
Cari huffed. “You sure know how to suck the joy out of everything, don’t you?”
“I’m not trying to be a joy-sucker. I am trying to help you avoid disaster.” She was doing her job as the older sister.
“My prayer had been for God to provide a dream sharer – someone who wanted the same thing as I did, who had a love for Him and was unafraid to move in an unconventional way. Emma is all of those things, Lacey. Don’t you see? Emma is God’s answer to my prayer. She has always wanted to cook and have a café. She not only loves the Lord, but her father is the pastor of the church I will be attending when I move here, and have you seen the news reports about the new housing development going in in Hatfield Falls?”
“The one with houses made out of shipping containers?” She had heard about that and thought it sounded like an interesting idea.
Cari nodded. “That’s Emma’s brother’s project. She has told me all about it and is always so excited by the idea that I think that qualifies Emma as someone who is not afraid of the unconventional.”
Lacey had to admit that her sister was not moving ahead without due consideration. However, that still did not make it an easy plan for Lacey to willingly endorse. “You’re certain about this? It won’t be easy.”
“Lacey, I’ve tried easy – I picked the hot guy with the promising future, I made sure I was all that a guy like that would want as his wife when he strikes it rich, and what has that gotten me? Nothing more than a broken heart.”
Lacey reached over and squeezed Cari’s knee. Her sister’s heart had been more than broken. It had been shattered, which was the only reason Lacey could find for her own acceptance of all the Cari craziness that had been happening since then. Her sister was hurting and searching. Maybe this was what Cari had been searching for.
“I still think you might be crazy, but, at least, you have given your crazy some thought.” And it did seem as if God was in the details so far. Who was she to stand in the way of that? “You do you, kiddo, but remember that while you are doing you, I will be doing me.” Worrying, checking, double-checking, and then worrying some more. It had always been that way for her while they were growing up.
Cari didn’t remember their father like Lacey did. Leaving him and moving to Marydale had been one of their mom’s smartest decisions. It had not, however, removed Lacey’s anxiety about keeping her sister safe. Time had lessened those anxious thoughts, and the house fire that had claimed her father’s life had reduced them more, but she suspected she would always feel the need to protect her baby sister until sometime in the future, when she could entrust that task to the care of a good and godly man.
She had thought that Braydon was the man to take on that role. He had been all that a prospective husband should be, right up until he dumped Cari and he and his pregnant “second helping” got married the next month.
“I wouldn’t want you to be anything other than you, sis,” Cari said. “But you do know that your tendency to be overly uptight will not sway me from my plans, don’t you?”
Lacey laughed. “If I have not learned that in the twenty-two years that you have been my sister, I doubt there is any hope of my learning anything.”
Cari joined her in laughing. “We are a pair of opposites, aren’t we?”
Lacey nodded. “But compatible opposites.” Once again, she squeezed her sister’s knee. “I’m glad I have you. Now, tell me where Emma lives. I only know the shopping part of Hatfield Falls and the directions to the community college.”
“Take a left at the first stoplight.”
~*~
Several turns and one complete turn around later, because her navigator was too slow in giving instructions, Lacey pulled her car into an alleyway
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