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CHAPTER ONE

 


 


Lissa Davis descended the puddle-jumper’s
narrow stairs to arrive on the tarmac, then stopped and took in a
deep breath, before exhaling. It had been a bumpy ride from
Albuquerque to Farmington, New Mexico. She took a moment to regain
her composure before heading for the glass doors into the airport
arrival section. She walked past the narrow gate area and straight
into the lobby, scanning faces for the young man Grandma Mandy
described when she called to say she was too ill to meet the plane
herself.

“Lissa?”

“Yes.” She turned her head, startled by both
his warm voice and strong, good looks.

“I’m Jason Carlisle.”

His friendly smile disarmed her while his
crystal blue eyes captured her gaze. She and Jason stepped out of
the way, and she extended her hand. “You must be Grandma Mandy’s
friend. I hope it isn’t a bother to give me a ride.”

“None at all. Let me help you with
your bag”

She shook her head. “This one isn’t bad. I
could use a hand with the luggage. She indicated the baggage claim
station. How’s Grandma Mandy feeling?”

The masculine scent of his sandalwood
aftershave drifted to her as Jason followed to collect her
bags.

As they waited for the carousel to deliver
the bags, he said, “She’s over the worst of the stomach bug. She’s
disappointed she’s still too weak to pick you up today.”

Lissa glanced over her shoulder. “I
appreciate you helping us out.”

“It’s my pleasure.” He gave her a killer
smile that piqued her curiosity as to whether his inner core was as
attractive as his outer.

Grandma Mandy had mentioned he was single
when she told Lissa that Jason would be giving her a ride to the
house. Perhaps she had plans to set them up. If so, she’d be
disappointed. Since Lissa would be returning to Houston after a
short work term, it would be foolish to form a relationship. If
she’d learned anything from her mother’s experience, it was that it
was important to succeed in her profession and stand on her own
feet.

Jason brushed a hand through his short,
blond hair. She wondered what he was thinking when his gaze locked
with hers. Though some men were deterred by her breezy manner, it
didn’t seem to give him a moment’s pause. Since she knew no one in
this small city except Grandma Mandy, having him for a friend might
be nice.

She pointed out two canvas, navy suitcases
for Jason to snag. He got each on the first try and swung them
beside him. He pointed to the plate-glass doors. “I’m parked out
front. “It’s this way.”

Glare from the fall sunlight and the crisp,
dry air greeted her. Squinting, she rustled through her purse and
found her sunglasses. Farmington was bright, with a clear blue sky.
In contrast, she found the brown, rocky, landscape unappealing.
Where she was from, thick, green vegetation filled every nook.

The view atop the airport mesa revealed more
scant foliage, low brush, and scrubby trees she didn’t recognize.
In contrast, the San Juan Mountains to the south sparkled under
glittering mantles of snow. “Is it always this dry and…well,
brown?” she asked.

“A lot of people can’t see the beauty of the
desert right under their noses. The color of the rocks and the
varying hues of sage are only part of the scenery you don’t see in
the rest of the country.”

They had an awkward moment of quiet. Then
Jason changed the direction of their conversation. “Mandy told me
you’re a petroleum geologist. What does a petroleum geologist
do?”

“I find the location and size of crude oil
deposits by taking samples of surface rocks. Then, I go back to the
lab to evaluate them for hydrocarbons and other minerals that
indicate they’re oil rich. I also, use computer technology to
analyse the region and read well logs. Then I can advise the
company where to drill.”

From what she understood, they had several
potential wells to consider. She would be expected to make a
recommendation about which to pursue and advise the boss.

“Your work sounds interesting. I think it’s
great you transferred to be close to your grandmother. She’s happy
to have family here.”

Lissa bit her lip. “I love Grandma Mandy
with all my heart, but I took this job because my boss told me it
would help in getting a raise and a promotion in the Houston
office. I’m only here long enough to finish this project.”

Again, there was an uneasy silence.

“This is a nice car. What do you do for a
living?” she asked.

“I’m an artist.”

Oh.” Lissa raised a brow. “That sounds
interesting. What kind of artist?”

“Landscape, mostly. The southwest is my
favorite subject matter. As far as I’ve seen, it has the most
beautiful scenery on earth. I’m blessed to spend time outdoors
admiring God’s creation and capturing it on canvas.”

He grinned, showing even white teeth. “I get
paid to do it, too.”

“I can’t imagine how you compose a painting.
It sounds fulfilling to pick up a brush and make scenery come to
life. It must be a natural gift. What else do you do?”

He tilted his head. “What do you mean?”

“For a job?”

“That is my job. I’m a full-time
artist.”

She blinked. “That’s impressive. You’re
young and you’re making a living in a difficult market. What if it
doesn’t last? It doesn’t have the security of working for a
company.” “I believe God called me to it. I trust Him to take care
of me as long as I’m in His will. I’ve never missed a meal.”

“I believe God called me to it. I trust Him
to take care of me as long as I’m in His will. I’ve never missed a
meal.”

Lissa contemplated his apparent faith in a
job that could dry up any time the public stopped buying his work.
“I admire your confidence. I prefer a career with a steady
paycheck.”

It took more courage than she would ever
have to take a route like that. She didn’t have that much trust in
a Divine Deity or her understanding of what God wanted for her.
She’d dreamed of a singing career when she was in high school. Her
teachers had encouraged her to take voice lessons and perhaps go to
a fine arts college.

She gave herself a mental shake. She
couldn’t let her thoughts go there. There was one fact she’d
learned from her mom. Adults stayed focused and put their time into
work and saving for the future.

“Do you like art?” he asked.

“I do. I’ve never met anyone who does it
full-time.”

He’d seemed like an average sane guy until
he mentioned his job. As he took a road past the city terminal and
downhill to an area of handsome older homes, she wondered how he
could stand the insecurity of such a risky profession.

They drove along a street where trees
clustered in low areas beside the road. “We must be close to
water,” Lissa observed.

Jason nodded. “We’re passing an area called
The Glade. Rainwater washes through here from Choke Cherry Canyon.
It’s natural irrigation.”

“That’s what we have in Houston. We don’t
have to worry about water except for an occasional drought.”

She liked frequent rain showers. Her stint
here would be a trial. Jason seemed to believe there was something
of beauty in every part of creation. Perhaps he was right, and the
area would grow on her.

“I didn’t bring rainwear,” she continued.
“However, I was told to bring a warm coat. I can already tell it
will get plenty of use.”

They turned onto a wide street and passed
shopping strips with small stores, and a large grocery store. To
break the silence, Lissa said, “I’ve never seen where Grandma Mandy
lives. She and Granddad came to see us after they moved. We never
came here to visit. Dad’s great-grandfather raised his family in
the house where Grandma now lives. Before that, aunts and uncles
lived in it until it fell back to Granddad.”

Jason waved a driver over who needed to
change lanes. There was more to him than striking blue eyes and a
strong jaw. He had manners. “The old family home has a rich
history, then?”

“Yes. It means a lot to my dad because it’s
been in the family for several generations. Grandma Mandy lived
there as a little girl.”

They passed a large brick church and turned
into a neighborhood with mostly gravel landscaping. The houses were
stucco, and many had flat roofs. He pulled into the driveway of a
beige house with a large plate-glass window. Moments later, her
grandmother opened the door and stepped onto the flat concrete
porch. Lissa hurried from the truck to greet her.

She looked thinner than Lissa remembered.
They clutched each other in a hug. “You’re as pretty as ever,”
Grandma Mandy said.

“Thanks. I’ve missed you. Are you feeling
better? I was worried when you told me you’d been sick.”

“Yes, much better. Just a bit weak and
dizzy still. Nothing to worry about.”

Yet, Lissa was worried. She determined to
nurse Grandma Mandy into good health.

Convincing her to be pampered wouldn’t be
easy. Grandma Mandy had always been a dynamo of energy, always
trying to help everyone with whatever they needed. Perhaps it was
time for her to accept help.

“You go in and sit down. I’ll be right
back with my things,” Lissa said.

She turned and nearly bumped into Jason’s
sturdy chest as he lugged her suitcases to the door. She stepped
back, hoping she didn’t look as flustered as she felt. Her reaction
discomposed her. Why did her heart flutter when they nearly
collided? He was ruggedly handsome and had a gentle smile. Yet,
there was no need for embarrassment since he didn’t know how
appealing she found those qualities.

“You two go in. I’ve emptied the truck,”
Jason said.

“Thanks, Jason.” Grandma Mandy took Lissa by
the hand and pulled her inside, revealing she was stronger than she
looked. “Isn’t he sweet? He’s so good to me.”

Lissa frowned, wondering if Jason had smiled
his way into her grandmother’s affections where she and Claire
belonged. If so, he would see Lissa could take care of Grandma
Mandy without his help.

She looked around the living room. It was as
frilly as an old-fashioned parlor, with creamy, lace sheers on the
large window, a claw-legged floral sofa with doilies on the
armrests, and crystal lamps with powder-blue shades and fringe. She
remembered the coffee table and end tables from Grandma Mandy’s
home in Houston. Grandad had handcrafted them from mahogany as a
present for his young bride. Grandma Mandy had lovingly polished
them for years.

Grandma Mandy pulled her onto the sofa. “I
want to hear all about you, and Claire, and little Chelsea. But
first, are you hungry or thirsty?”

“No. I’m fine. They fed me on the
plane.”

Jason still held the bags. “Where should I
put these?”

Grandma Mandy said, “Take them down the hall
to the bedroom with blue wallpaper. And thanks so much, Jason.
Would you like to stay for coffee?”

“No, thanks. I have to get back to
work.”

He disappeared to deposit the luggage and
returned a few moments later. “It was nice to meet you, Lissa.”

His blue eyes sparkled when he smiled. A
dimple showed on his cheek. Lissa supposed his genial manner made
many friends.

“It was nice to meet you, too.”

When he slipped out the door, Lissa told
herself she wouldn’t give a second thought to his lively blue eyes
or his smile. She would sit here and enjoy Grandma Mandy’s company.
Grandma Mandy was a good listener and Lissa had loads to tell her.
“

Now, I’ll bet you want to hear about
Chelsea.”

Her Grandmother nodded. “She’s a little
doll. I’m sure she’s even prettier than her pictures. My arms ache
to hold her.”

Lissa understood how her grandmother felt.
“She’s the most beautiful baby in the world.” Lissa pictured little
Chelsea’s creamy cheeks and deep blue eyes. Lissa and Claire had
shared dolls as little girls. Now Claire was blessed with one they
couldn’t share. Lissa hadn’t found her Prince Charming. As she
neared her twenty-eighth birthday, she wondered if she ever
would.

Lissa continued. “She’s starting to smile
and make a few gurgling sounds.”

“Grandma Mandy sighed. I can’t wait to see
her. She looks like Claire in the pictures. We’ll have to see that
Claire keeps us updated with photos.”

“Chelsea has Claire’s eyes and nose and her
daddy’s long fingers.”

“Your mom says she’s an easy
baby.”

“So far, she only cries when she’s hungry,
or her tummy hurts.”

Grandma Mandy nodded, “Claire had colic
pretty badly when she was tiny. I thought your mom was going to
pass out on her feet.”

“It’s good you were there to help. If you’d
already moved here, Mom would have been even more exhausted. When I
was a little kid, she always seemed harried doing a full-time job
and all the cleaning and cooking until we were old enough to help.
Dad was usually in the workshop until late in the evenings. He
didn’t hear Mom’s weary sighs every night.”

Grandma Mandy fixed Lissa with an earnest
look. “Coming here was a hard decision for me and your grandpa. I
missed you and Claire more than I could stand. Still, we had
Great-gram to care for. And, of course, this house has been in your
granddad’s family for three generations. Once he got settled in, he
didn’t want to leave. He loved the scenery and the fishing”

“We missed you, too. Why didn’t you move
back when Granddad died?”

“Your father was thinking about moving up
here. It seemed silly for me to move back if your family was
coming. And then you and Claire grew up and went away to college.
It was too late to go back. Besides, I have a church and friends I
love.”

“And you don’t care much for Houston.”

“That, too. Speaking of Houston, did your
travel go okay?”

“Yes. It was blessedly uneventful. I sat
between a middle-aged man with a laptop and a young woman with
earplugs. There wasn’t much conversation.”

“And your personal life? Anything new?”

“If you mean a guy, there’s no
one.”

“I’m praying for you. The right one will
come along. Then you’ll be glad you didn’t settle for Ricky.”

“You can’t sink much lower than a gambler
and two-timer.”

“You didn’t know what he was like. He went
behind your back.”

“Do you think Mom’s right? At my age, I may
have to settle.”

Mandy frowned, brows deeply creased. “You
must never think like that. God’s in control. Trust His
timing.”

“What if it’s never the right time? I may
never have kids. I know you think I should accept His will, but I
don’t think I could be happy.”

“What did you think about Jason?”

Lissa shrugged. “He seemed nice. His job is
too insecure, though. I need someone with a real job. Mom has
complained all my life about the ups and downs of Dad’s work. I
don’t want to live like that.”

“Then be patient a bit longer. I have a
feeling everything will work out.”

Lissa smiled at the woman who’d always been
one of her best friends. “As usual, your encouragement makes me
feel better.”

“Keep your chin up.”

“I will. Thanks.” Chin up or not, Lissa
wouldn’t be considering Jason Carlisle as future husband material.
She didn’t need a man who considered full-time art suitable as
full-time work. It was too insecure, and she wasn’t going to have
any part of it.

Yet, the twinkle in Grandma Mandy’s eye left
her wondering what she was planning.


CHAPTER TWO

 


 


Early, Sunday morning, Jason carried pink
and blue forget-me-nots, and lacy, purple and white alyssum to the
front of the church. The colorful flowers brightened the ambiance
of the dark, polished pews. Stained glass windows depicting the
life of Christ watched over a new generation of worshippers whom
Jesus loved.

He glanced at the doorway of the sanctuary
and saw the slender, dark-haired pixie he’d driven home. The white
silk shirt and navy slacks fit her petite form to perfection. She
spotted Jason and paused momentarily.

He smiled. “You’re early.”

“Grandma Mandy wanted to introduce me to
folks before the service began. I decided to peek into the
sanctuary.

He walked down the aisle towards her. “What
do you think of it?”

She studied the stained-glass windows
depicting the life of Christ. Polished oak pews filled the room.
“It’s very pretty. It looks peaceful. What brought you to this
church?”

“Your grandmother found me at an art show.
She bought a small piece and began a conversation about how God had
given her joy and peace she’d never had before. She kept coming to
my shows and inviting me to church. Out of curiosity, I finally
came.”

“They seem to be a warm and welcoming group.
I’ve already been invited to a Bible study and Wednesday night
suppers.”

He grinned. “That’s how I got started here.
Then, as I listened to the weekly messages, my heart softened. I
understood my need for forgiveness. From the day I accepted Christ
as my Savior, I discovered the peace Mandy described.”

He enjoyed telling her how this place of red
bricks and wide white pillars had taken him in when he’d been a
seeker, blundering through life without God. He’d been lonely and
receptive to these kind people after breaking up with Kelly. He’d
been lonely and receptive to these kind people after breaking up
with Kelly. He’d simply grown tired of coming second to her career.
Her energy and ambition had drawn him to her. It was the same
single-minded obsession that had driven him away after she broke
date after date to work late.

He longed for a soulmate who would take time
to travel with him, visit national parks, and stay a few days to
take photos and hike. Ideally, that special person would share his
love of painting. Unfortunately, he had not met her yet.

Jason drew his thoughts back to her
spiritual life. “Were you raised in a church?”

She shook her head. “No. My parents don’t go
to church. They believe a good God wouldn’t be aloof to problems on
earth. Grandma Mandy raised Dad in the Christian faith. My mom
didn’t come from a church-going family. Both of them lost interest
over the years and were more concerned with day to day living than
the state of their souls. My sister, Claire, is another story. She
and Doug go to church each week and are strongly committed to their
faith. Claire wants our parents and me to understand what she
believes, yet I can’t quite grasp it. I guess that makes me an
imposter because I love Grandma Mandy and don’t want to disappoint
her.”

“Maybe God’s not finished working in your
life. He brought you here. So, there must be a reason. It’s
certainly been good for Mandy. For the last few weeks, she’s been
elated when she talks about your transfer to Farmington. You two
are very close, aren’t you?”

“Yes, we are. We saw her all the time when
she lived in Houston.”

“You’re lucky. My grandmother died several
years ago. I miss her.”

Lissa bit her lip. “I’m sorry. Were you
close?”

“She was a mother to me. I lived with her
for several years.”

Mandy walked up wearing a bright smile as
the congregation filled in. “Would you like to sit with us,
Jason?”

He grinned at her, loving the way she made
him feel welcome. “I would happily sit with you.”

They filed down a row near the front, and he
told Lissa, “After the service, I go to the single adult class that
meets down the hall. Would you like to visit?”

Lissa hesitated. “My grandmother may have
other plans for us after church.”

Overhearing, Mandy said, “Oh no, dear. You
go right ahead. I have my own class to attend.”

Lissa sighed. When it came to church
involvement, she didn’t stand a chance against Mandy.

After the final song, Jason said, “I always
help Mrs. Tyler to her class. I’ll double back for you.”

“That will be fine. Grandma likes to chat. I
think she knows everyone in the church.”

***

Jason walked Mrs. Tyler past an alcove where
the welcome center nestled, and then, down the hallway that
branched into classrooms. After depositing her, he went back for
Lissa. She and Mandy were still visiting with Mandy’s friends.

Lissa glanced up when he arrived.

“Class will be starting. Are you ready to
go?” he asked.

She nodded and told Mandy’s friends how nice
it had been to meet them.

As they slipped down the crowded hallway, he
gave her a description of the class members she would meet. When
they arrived, six men and four women mingled near the coffee and
donuts that sat on a cloth-covered table positioned on the left
side of the room. A metal speaker’s stand stood in the front, with
rows of padded, metal chairs in a semi-circle surrounding it.
Posters of scripture and prints of Jesus healing the blind man and
speaking with his disciples at the last supper graced the white
walls.

The members wore friendly smiles as they
introduced themselves to the newcomer. Jason hoped Lissa would find
the group to her liking.

***

In a church setting, Lissa felt like a fish
out of water. She’d not told her grandmother it had been over five
years since she’d attended. There must be a Supreme Being because
someone created the world. Yet, a personal God who cared about the
details of her life seemed less likely.

The world was full of random events that
made no sense. People got hurt in accidents, and earthquakes turned
towns into rubble. God didn’t step in to prevent natural disasters
or devastating diseases. Instead, He let His creation run on its
own.

She tried to concentrate on the teacher’s
lesson and the wrap-up about the second commandment. Yet she was
distracted by the sturdy, broad-shouldered man beside her with
intelligent blue eyes. Jason’s comments about false gods proved he
was insightful. He could do well in any profession. Why was he
risking his future on an uncertain job?

She wasn’t paying attention when the petite
blond beside her spoke. “I’m sorry. What did you say?” She focused
on Patti.

“I hope you enjoyed the class and will come
back.” Patti sounded sincere. “Sometimes we get together for
activities like picnics and bowling.”

“That sounds fun.” The words were a polite
prevarication. She didn’t want outings with people who would likely
expect her to be someone she wasn’t.

“Good. I’ll look forward to seeing you,”
Patti said.

The vivacious butterfly fluttered to a group
clustered near the podium and Lissa escaped to the doorway. Jason
intercepted her hurried departure. “May I show you the way
back?”

Her libido rose. It was an easy route down
the wide hall to the foyer. Though she had no romantic interest in
Jason, she was complimented he had asked to escort her. His Adonis,
good- looks surely earned him a second glance from most women.

Grandma Mandy waited patiently in the foyer.
“Did you enjoy the class?”

Lissa nodded. “Everyone was really
friendly.”

“That’s good, dear.” She turned to Jason.
“I’m making sandwiches for lunch. Would you like to join us?”

“Sure.” He glanced at Lissa. “Your
grandmother makes dynamite sandwiches.”

Grandma Mandy’s face crinkled into a smile.
“We’ll see you in a few minutes.”

On the ride home, Lissa said, “You’re
match-making, aren’t you? Some of my married friends have set me up
with dates. None of them worked out. Do you think you’ll have
better odds? The likelihood of hitting it off with a random person
is small.”

“I only want my girl to be happy.”

“And you don’t think I can be happy without
a man?”

“Of course you could be happy. Yet, I know
you want a family. There’s nothing wrong with that. Can you
honestly tell me I’m wrong?”

The memory of Claire holding the baby as she
left the hospital stuck in her mind. How many times had she
imagined herself clasping a silky-haired infant to her chest? She
swallowed hard and fought the desire.

“No, you’re not wrong. Seeing Claire with
Chelsea brought it home to me.”

Grandma Mandy patted her arm. “I knew
it.”

“And you think Jason could be my Mr.
Right?”

“That’s for you to decide.”

“I don’t know anything about him, except his
profession. From that, I doubt we’re compatible.”

It wasn’t likely the first man she met in
Farmington would be the right one for her. How many had she dated
in Houston? A dozen, at least. Not one of them had met her
qualifications.

Grandma Mandy glanced out the window.
“Here’s your chance to find out if you’re compatible. He just
pulled up. Go tell him I made turkey and Swiss.”

Complying, she waited on the driveway for
Jason to catch up while Grandma continued to the house. “Grandma
made turkey and Swiss. I hope you like it.”

“I like everything. P B and J would be
okay with me.”

“Then you’d like my cooking. My mother’s
side of the family doesn’t have much interest in culinary arts.
Consequently, my mom didn’t teach me.”

“I probably wouldn’t notice. Without frozen
dinners, I’d starve.”

When she heard them enter, Grandma Mandy
called, “Everything’s ready.”

They moved to the alcove with the ornate,
Victorian, oak table Granddad had fashioned when he and Grandma
Mandy got married. The hand-carved chairs had seen years of use.
Every year for birthdays, Grandma Mandy had served a requested meal
and home-made cake atop the table. The store-bought cakes Lissa’s
mom bought were never as delectable as those her grandmother
made.

When she’d poured the tea, Mandy asked Jason
to say the blessing. “I’d be glad to.”

They bowed their heads, “Lord, we are
grateful for Your gift of daily bread. All good things come through
You. And we thank you for Your loving presence in our lives.
Amen.”

“Amen,” Mandy echoed.

They passed around the platter of
sandwiches, carrots, and dip. A cut-glass bowl of grapes graced the
center of the table. Lissa took a sip of sweet tea. She’d missed
her grandmother’s tea. No one made it quite like her.

“How do you like Farmington so far?” Jason
asked Lissa.

“Very well. People are friendly and there’s
less traffic. It’s just as fast-paced, though. Are you a native of
the area?”

“No. I’m from Cortez, up in Colorado. I came
five years ago. I found studio space that was less expensive
here.”

“Tell me more about what you paint.”

“Besides south-western landscapes, I make a
couple of tips to the Grand Canyon, Zion National Park, and
Monument Valley each year. I get lots of local inspiration,
too.”

Lissa mulled it over. It sounded like he had
a life of constant vacation. It must be nice.

She fought a twinge of jealousy. She always
thought people grew up and worked hard for a living. “I still can’t
believe you make a living at it.”

He tilted his head. “Why not?”

“Art is not a necessity. Doesn’t your
business have lots of ups and downs?”

Jason’s answer sounded thoughtful.
“Sometimes it gets slow. Fortunately, it evens out.”

She studied him. “Seriously? My father had
months at a time when his business was sluggish. His hard work
garnered only a handful of sales. My mother told Claire and me we
might have to sell our things and get a smaller home. I remember
the worry knot in my stomach. Claire and I would have to go to a
new school. I was barely comfortable in the one I attended.”

“That must have been miserable. However, art
has been a lifeline for me,” Jason said. “When I used to get
depressed, I’d lose myself in drawing and forget my problems for a
while.”

Grandma Mandy patted Lissa’s hand. “He’s
very talented. You’ll have to see his work.”

What kind of security could he expect?
Activities like painting were great for free-time. But a real job?
How did he plan to support a family?

“Don’t you have any creative leanings?”
Jason asked Lissa.

“I can’t think of any.”

Grandma Mandy chuckled. “When you were
little, you loved to put on plays. You would dress up in the cutest
little costumes and be different characters and make up a story and
act it out.”

Lissa felt her cheeks heat. “I was a child.
I don’t do that anymore.”

“Some people make big money at it,” Grandma
Mandy pointed out.

“Most work at restaurants and never make
it,” Lissa insisted.

Her grandmother’s frown warned Lissa she’d
probably insulted their guest’s artistic nature. She hadn’t meant
to do so. Yet, logic was on her side.

Everyone had to grow up and act sensibly to
be useful in this world. Yet, she shouldn’t have been tactless. It
would be best to change the subject.

“I guess I just don’t understand the art
market. Tell me about the southwest. I’m looking forward to
sightseeing. What are some places you recommend?”

Jason rubbed his chin. “Right here, we have
Aztec Ruins and Salmon Ruins. The Mesa Verde remains are about an
hour from Cortez. They were built under cliff overhangs. The
ancient Anasazi people lived in them. Most of the ruins are still
intact and you can tour them. If you don’t mind a longer trip, the
Grand Canyon is well worth the journey to Arizona.”

“They all sound worthwhile.”

Grandma Mandy turned to Jason. “Maybe we
could tag along the next time you go.”

He raised his brows. “Sure. I’d be glad to
have company.”

Lissa tensed in response to Grandma Mandy’s
finagling. To have him escort her out of a sense of obligation was
embarrassing. They didn’t have much in common. She wasn’t a free
spirit as she supposed him to be. Her tendencies were definite,
logical, and scientific. Likely, he’d find her dull. Still, his
gracious response, after what she’d said about his job, obligated
her to be gracious in return. “Thanks. That would be great.”

Grandma Mandy brought out the dessert. She
refilled the tea glasses and they munched homemade sugar cookies.
As usual with her grandmother’s desserts, Lissa found it hard to
stop.

She was thinking about a job she would
tackle at work tomorrow when she heard Jason ask, “What were your
favorite things to do in Houston?”

“Between cleaning my apartment, and my job,
I didn’t have much time for recreation. I had a few favorite
restaurants, a gym membership, and I went to movies. The Houston
Livestock Show and Rodeo were fun when I was a teen and decided
cowboys were appealing.”

“We have those things here, plus lots of
rodeos.”

She smiled. “I’m over the cowboy phase.”

“What do you do for fun now?”

“I read, watch television, and go to movies.
How about you?” she asked.

“The same,” he admitted. “I also hike, play
around on the guitar, and listen to music.”

“God blessed Lissa with a lovely voice,”
Grandma Mandy told Jason. “You two should team up and sing at
church now and then.”

Lissa wasn’t sure about the intimacy that
would require. Yet, she did love to sing.

She asked Jason. “You play the guitar? I
always wanted to learn it, but I never got around to it.”

He smiled and his blue eyes brightened. “I’m
not as good as I’d like, but
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