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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental—except for the following historical figures and places who appear as themselves: John Lautner, Arthur Elrod, Frank Sinatra, Bob Hope, Dolores Hope, Johnny Costa, and certain named buildings and locations in Palm Springs (including the Elrod House, the Desert Hot Springs motel, the Purple Room at Club Trinidad, and others). These real individuals, establishments, and sites are portrayed based on historical records and public information as of the late 1960s and throughout, with some creative interpretation for dramatic purposes. No claim is made to historical accuracy in every detail of their actions, dialogue, or personal thoughts.

To Scott Griffen, thank you for the inspiration by permitting me to use the picture of the bridge in Garvin Woodland Gardens, Hot Springs, Arkansas, for the cover. 

February 13, 2026 | 5:28 pm PST.

My name is Vel LaChant, and I will be dead in an hour.

Not by the disease—by choice. After ten years of fighting an enemy I cannot defeat, I've chosen the terms of my surrender. Six months remain, they tell me. Six months of morphine that no longer works, of pain that has become its own kind of living.

I have said my goodbyes. I even had a live funeral—stood there in a suit while people who loved me spoke as if I were already gone. Everyone came except Jamie Champlain, the love I never thought I wanted.

The sun has just dipped behind the San Jacinto ridge. In the desert, that means I have precisely twelve minutes of gold before the blue takes the valley. It is the perfect window for a departure.

The drugs are in me now, pulling me under.

But as sleep takes me, I smell it—chocolate mint, sharp and sweet. Then a warmth against my lips. A kiss.

If I'm to have one last dream before the dark, let it be this. Let it be Jamie.
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I was born to Tressa and Mills LaChant on September 1, 1951, in the Desert Hospital in Palm Springs, California, at precisely 1:15 p.m. 

The story goes that my birth was the easiest they ever witnessed in the short time the hospital had been in existence. 

My father barely sat down in the expectant father’s lounge when he was told of my birth. “A healthy baby boy, Mr. La Chant. He came into this world like velvet. His hair color is as dark as velvet, too.”

“Velvet,” my dad was reported as saying in disbelief. He then looked at the nurse and said, “His name is Vel LaChant. May his life be as smooth as his velvet birth.”

Supposedly, the nurse frowned at such a name, but as she thought about it, it seemed to fit. “Vel LaChant it is ... any middle name?”

“None!” my father had beamed. 

While my mother and I were getting acquainted in the week we spent in the hospital, my father was at home putting the final touches on my room. In 1952, there was no way to know who was arriving ahead of time, and blue would have been the expected choice for a boy. Dad knew my mother well enough. Blue wouldn't do, white is boring, he painted one wall a matte chalkboard green. The other walls were turquoise.

My mother taught art at Palm Springs High and saw color the way other people saw weather — something to be studied, interpreted, and argued with. 

My father taught Algebra II for the junior year students and Trigonometry for the seniors, down the same hallway, and trusted only what could be proven twice. 

She painted in wide strokes; he wrote in neat columns. I grew up between them.

My mother was cradling me as we pulled into our driveway on Belardo Road. The low stucco house waited in the morning light, its pale walls and broad windows catching the desert sun, and beyond it, the foothills rose in sharp angles against the sky.

In 1957, the year I entered Cahuilla Elementary, my mother returned to teaching. Miss Kimble was my first teacher. 

While other kids were doing stick figures, mine were more about shape and dimension. A few kids looked over at what I drew, and I looked over at theirs. I’d quietly nudge them and ask if I could see what they were drawing. If it were a person, I’d show them how to take the line and add oblong circles for more detail. 

I walked home with a friend whose mother kept lemonade on the counter and didn’t mind the extra noise. 

On weekends, we would bike downtown. My parents did the pedaling while I sat on the handlebars of my mother's bike, or the crossbar on my father's. 

We saw celebrities, and how some were approachable while others weren't. My favorite was Red Skelton, who always managed to stop and talk, and go into characters for us children; Clem Kadiddlehopper, Freddie the Freeloader, and the seagulls “Gertrude and Heathcliffe.”

Red Skelton would crouch to eye level, as we sat eating ice cream, and ask us who we thought he was that day. Sometimes he’d become Clem. Sometimes someone else entirely. I watched how quickly he changed shape.

If the desert heat permitted, we would bike around an area looking at new tract homes being built. Housing construction was booming. 

I looked with curiosity at homes that were deemed ‘modern’ and ‘homes of the future’. The walls were ordinary enough, but the roofs were unlike anything I’d seen — V-shaped butterfly roofs that sloped toward the center, flat planes that stretched wide, and bold angles that made the house feel taller, lighter, alive. High ceilings and clerestory windows let in light and desert breeze.

When we would return home, I would play with my Lincoln Logs and try to emulate the houses and their roof lines. Building the walls was easy, and the roofs just as easy, using cardboard. But the two mediums didn’t work for me back then, and in Palm Springs. 

Instead, I used popsicle sticks for my walls, which created cleaner lines. I took my wooden pick-up sticks and placed them vertically in the sand, taping the popsicle sticks to them. My father helped me with cutting the rounded edges to flat edges, and cutting them so I could simulate windows and doors. I then took my cardboard roofs and added them as the finish touch. 

To encourage me, my parents bought me Legos. Now, I wasn’t dictated to squares or rectangles. 

One day, I saw an open magazine on our kitchen table called Better Homes & Gardens. This was a find for a boy who liked building and creating things. There was a picture of a house that showed how the rooms were laid out. I could now build outer and inner walls! They were a bit colorful, but I learned to ignore that. 

When Christmas came, one of the first presents I opened was an A. C. Gilbert Company Standard Erector Set. But it didn’t stop there. 

The first set was #5. Then came #10, #15, #20, #35, #55 — larger, more complex, with metal beams, nuts, bolts, pulleys, and even electric motors to drive tiny cranes, cars, and conveyors. My father encouraged me to think beyond the instructions.

I distinctly remember my mother leaning over to my father and asking, “Did Santa get them for Vel, or for you?”

I also remember my father quietly answering, “Both.”

By 1960, I had spent years building with sticks, cardboard, and Erector sets. Each new roofline, each structural challenge I observed on the streets or in magazines, became a puzzle I couldn’t resist. 

After my homework was done, and after my father had finished correcting his students’ assignments and tests, the two of us would go out to the yard and start digging in the sand, if the light permitted. If not, there were always the weekends.

Except for some weekends. We began touring some of the newer homes from the inside — bigger homes, with more rooms and more property. At first, I thought it was because of all my building projects and Erector sets. I soon found out it was because my mother was pregnant.

The banks refused my parents a mortgage on the fact that my mother was still young to have more children. Unless she could prove she was able to bear any more children, they would not accept her paycheck as a viable income. 

Luckily, my parents were brought up by parents who lived during the depression era. They knew how to save, spending money only on practical gifts. They had more than enough for a down payment, a house they could sell for additional funds, and my father convinced the builder to lower his price once he found out his son was in his Algebra II class. The trade: My father would tutor his son after school, but not on the weekends. 

My sister, Aly LaChant, was born at the stroke of midnight, the first New Year’s baby of 1961 at Desert Hospital.

Her birth was harder than mine. She entered the world fighting — a trait she would carry throughout her life.

By September 1, 1962, my father had been hired into the math department at the newly opened College of the Desert in Palm Desert, California.

He often came home, dragging his feet after his days were done. During his first year, his schedule was:

Monday / Wednesday / Friday

	8:00–8:50 College Algebra

	9:00–9:50 Trigonometry

	11:00–11:50 Calculus I


Tuesday / Thursday

	1:00–2:15 Applied Math


He’d come home for a few hours on Tuesdays and Thursdays, only to return for his 6:30–9:00 PM Evening Business Math (for returning adults). 

Many returning adult students would be veterans, construction supervisors, business owners, women re-entering the workforce, and people upgrading skills for booming development.

Palm Desert and Palm Springs were growing rapidly. Construction math and business math were in real demand.

We didn’t do much digging and erecting in the new yard once my father began teaching at College of the Desert.

My schoolwork grew more demanding, and I had more homework, but I rose to the occasion. Science became just as intriguing — especially when we learned about earthquakes.

By the time I turned ten, I had already lived through a few minor tremors and heard the adults talk about “the big one.”

I began building structures on my parents’ folding card table — one- to six-story buildings of varying shapes and materials. I’d shake the table lightly at first, observing how each structure responded. Then I’d repeat the process, increasing the force, noting which designs flexed, which cracked, and which collapsed.

My science teacher, Mr. Lorenzo, convinced me I should enter something in the Palm Springs Unified School District's Science Fair. I didn’t show what I was working on privately at home, but I did let him read my notes. 

“How much did your father help you on this?” He asked as he read the paper. 

“None, sir.” Was my honest reply. “Unless you want to count his smiles and smirks as he watched from the kitchen window.” 

After he contemplated it for a moment that seemed like forever, he said, “I want you to build four structures. Each on a different table. If you’re using Palm Springs as your area, you only need to go as high as four stories since that’s all Palm Springs allows. If you want Los Angeles, or San Francisco, or any other big cities in California, go as high as you want.” He stared at me for a long time as I processed the ideas and the challenge. “But ... wherever you choose, know the fault lines of the area.”

I told my parents about the fair and the challenge. They both encouraged me, and both silently helped me. 

My father told me about the many fault lines in and around the Palm Springs area. My mother taught me how to create terrain using papier mâché and sand. 

By the day the fair arrived, I was ready. Nervous, but ready. 

I created a storyboard of the fault lines and used the most recent map of where they were. My sign read;

“Palm Springs and the Coachella Valley sit along the southern part of the San Andreas Fault — one of the most active earthquake zones in America.

The fault is where two huge plates of the Earth — the Pacific Plate and the North American Plate — slide past each other.

Near our valley, the fault breaks into branches called strands. These include the Mission Creek strand near Desert Hot Springs and the Banning strand near North Palm Springs.

Because the fault zone is wide and fractured, it allows underground heat and water to rise, which is why we have hot springs and palm oases.

Small earthquakes happen often. Larger ones could affect the whole valley.”

As the judges and spectators came by to review my project, I shook each table. The table with the sand showed how a house on a concrete slab moved side to side, or bounced according to the disturbance. 

A judge took a look at the structure of my four-story building. He asked my permission to do his own shaking, and I reluctantly gave it to him. 

He shook the table harder than I had, but the results were the same. Then he did something I hadn’t considered. He lifted one corner of the table a few inches and let it drop with a thud. The building swayed but held.

He raised it higher and dropped it again. This time, the Lego structure split slightly near the top — but it didn’t collapse.

“What did you do differently?” he asked.

I removed the roof. “Lincoln Logs,” I said. “They go about six inches below the surface. Two are wired together to act like rebar. There’s another one in the center for support.”

I didn’t win first, second, or even place. 

But one judge — an engineer — pulled me aside and said:

“You’re thinking like someone who designs buildings, not just projects.”

No ribbon mattered more than that.

I didn’t go home with a trophy. I went home with recognition and with direction.
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By the summer of 1964, I was twelve, and a massive house was rising along the hillside off Highway 111.

Our family had moved into a new home perched on the same slope, close enough to watch cranes swing, beams lift, and daring rooflines take shape. 

There were two boulders in our front yard. My mother, ever the artist, decided she wanted to expand upon her talents. 

Imagine my father who had expected her to paint a desert scene, or something desert related on one, as he pulled up. Now imagine the surprised look on his face when he came home and saw her with a hammer and chisel in her hands.

I also had a chisel and hammer in my hand. But I was working on a rock about twice the size of my fist. 

While my mother drew her lines on her boulder, I was etching lines into my rock. At first, I used a nail. Just enough to scratch the surface. Then I switched to the chisel, gently tapping it along the scratches. 

My father pulled into the garage and emerged with some power tools. An electric drill with different bits that could drill through concrete. It would come in handy for both my mother and my project. But my favorite tool to use was his handheld Dremel rotary tool with diamond-impregnated blades, and saws that had been in use for decades, specifically for cutting hard materials like concrete, masonry, stone, and rock. Much easier for me to handle. 

I spent hours imagining how each angle would behave if I tried it at scale. At this point in my life, I knew how to create the scale ratios. I did a rough ‘blueprint’ of the ground floor, which included the rocks. If I got stuck, I went up the hill where a major home construction had been started. 

Steel beams lay nestled in boulders. Another beam stood upright as if it were growing from the rock. I did quick sketches and scribbled notes on what I thought I needed to do. 

One time, I got caught. As I turned to leave, a man blocked my way. We eyed each other at first as if from recognition, but from where?

Then he smiled. “I recognize you now. You’re the kid from the science fair a few years back. I admired your work.”

That’s when I remembered, “Yes, sir. I remember you and what you said to me.”

“You should have won.”

My smile matched his. “But I did win! Maybe not a ribbon or mention, but another adult other than my parents gave me recognition and the drive to continue.”

He paused, letting the compliment sink in. He asked me to wait where I was standing while he went to get something. 

“Here, this is yours. Wear it when you get this close to the site again.”

“A hardhat?” I kicked myself in the ass for stating the obvious. I put it on, and it was a bit too big as it slid over my head, covering my eyes.

He laughed as he removed it and then adjusted the straps from within it until it fit. 

As he did so, I asked, “Who is this house for?”

“Arthur Elrod. Ever heard of him?”

I shook my head. “No, sir. Is he famous?”

Lautner chuckled, a low, thoughtful sound. “Not like a movie star, but in certain circles, yes. He’s one of the top interior designers in Palm Springs—maybe the top. He’s done homes for Hollywood people, big names you’d recognize if your mother showed you the magazines. Lucille Ball, Walt Disney, folks like that. He’s got a real eye for color, texture, and making spaces feel alive. This house? It’s for him. He wanted something that grows right out of the rock, blends the inside with the mountain. No straight lines, no ordinary boxes—just pure desert modern.”

I nodded slowly, picturing it. “My mom would love that. She teaches art at Palm Springs High—she’s always talking about how color and shape can change everything.”

Lautner’s eyes lit up a fraction. “Then she’d get it. Elrod’s the same way. He’s commissioning this place to be his own masterpiece. Clients like him don’t settle for less.”

I grinned, the hard hat still a bit loose on my head. “Wait until I tell them who our neighbor is going to be.”

“You live nearby then?”

“Halfway down the hill,” I replied, while searching for our house. “We moved there a few years ago.”

“By the way, kid, what’s your name?”

“Vel. Vel LaChant, sir,”

“Great name! Strong. Unusual. Like you.” He smiled and winked as he pondered some more. “I’m John, John Lautner.” 

He extended his hand and gripped mine hard. 

“I need to check on the men, Vel LaChant. I’ll see you around.” As he stepped away, he turned his head, “Don’t forget to wear the hard hat every time you come here.”

“Yes, sir!” I walked down the path as if I were walking on air. I stubbed my toe, and it propelled me forward. Quickly, I decide to turn my stumble into a run in case Mr. Lautner or others were watching. I didn’t want to come off as clumsy.

By the time I got home, Aly was outside, and my father was already there, hugging and laughing with my mother. When they spotted me, I was still wearing the hard hat with a smile of my own. 

“Where did you find that?” my father asked.

“I didn’t. Mr. Lautner gave it to me.” I was going to say more, but my father interrupted me, “Lautner ... John Lautner?”

“Yes, sir. He’s building Arthur Elrod’s house up there.” I turned to point at it.

My parents stared at me until it felt uncomfortable. 

“What’s with the hugging and dancing?” I finally asked.

“I’ve been asked to run the entire math department at C.O.D!” He turned to my mother and said, “Let’s celebrate! Nothing fancy, but something with atmosphere.”

“Banducci's Bit of Italy,” my mother replied, as if she were already thinking about it. “I’ll take a quick shower and change. Vel ... you do the same.”

She quickly showered in the bathroom in their bedroom, while I showered in the guest bathroom, or the second bathroom.

Excitement was in the air. We didn’t often go out to eat at a real restaurant. 

During dinner, my father asked me about John Lautner and how we met.

“It’s not the first time we met each other,” I said as I twirled my pasta on my fork.

I guess I said it nonchalantly because my father hadn’t met the connection. “When was that, exactly?”

“He was a judge at the science fair I entered a few years ago. He paid me a compliment worth more than any prize. In fact, ... even today he told me I should have won.”

A voice called out from across the dining room. “Vel!” 

My father stood up from his chair, and I rose beside him as John Lautner came over to our table. 

“Dad,” I said, “this is Mr. Lautner. He’s the architect building the house up the hill.”

My father extended his hand. “An honor.”

“Please sit.” Mr. Lautner told my father. “Your son left quite an impression on me.”

“Thank you, Mr. Lautner.” My mother said. I think the feeling is mutual.”

Mr. LaChant, are you an architect or an engineer?”

My father guffawed at the thought. “No. As of today, I’m the head of the math department at C.O.D.”

“Impressive. Congratulations. And you, Mrs. LaChant? I didn’t mean for it to be sexist. Are you an engineer or architect?”

“That’s very kind, Mr. Lautner. I was an art teacher at Palm Springs High School.”

Lautner nodded his head discreetly. “Then that explains Vel in a nutshell.” He looked over at Aly and asked, “And your little girl? Same talents?”

“Not that we have seen yet.”

“Sometimes the late bloomers surprise us all.” He said with a reassuring smile. “I didn’t mean to interrupt your meal. Please continue, I need to get back to L.A. Nice to have met you all. Vel, I’m sure we’ll see each other more frequently.” I barely had time to smile my reply before he turned and left. 

My father told us what his new position would be like, the added responsibilities, the benefits, as well as his pay increase. When Aly heard the pay increase, she lit up.

“Does that mean Barbie can get her ‘Dreamhouse’?”

I nearly choked on the meatball with her audacity, but then again, she was only six.

“You want to know a secret?” I asked as I leaned over to her.

“Yes! Tell me! Tell me!” she responded with glee.

I looked over at our parents' puzzled faces, “I’m building Barbie her house.”

“Are you serious?” our parents said together. 

“Yes, and it won’t be plastic. Well, maybe the windows.”

The rest of the night was flawless. I teased everyone about the design and kept asking Aly what she thought. She would just shrug her shoulders while our parents listened intently, and my father gave an occasional suggestion using mathematical terms a kid my age wouldn’t know, unless your father was a math teacher and spoke of them.

I found myself wishing for the next two weeks that I had never told Aly about the surprise. It seemed like now she took an interest by telling me what Barbie liked and didn’t.

During one of those challenging confrontations, I had to leave before I exploded at her, grabbing my hard hat and visiting the Elrod site. 

Arthur Elrod was driving down the hill as I was walking up the path. When I saw Lautner, his face seemed angry as he paced around and swore.

He saw me and cut himself off mid-sentence. The anger didn’t leave his face — it just tightened.

Exhaling, he looked at the structure and said, “Clients.”

“Mr. Elrod wants changes?” I asked while trying to hold back a knowing grin. “I told Aly I was building her Barbie a better house than the plastic ‘Dream House’. She was fine at first, but now she says Barbie ... not her ... wants changes.”

“Get used to it,” he said. “If you build for people, they’ll always want a piece of it.” He didn’t sound bitter. He just sounded certain.

“She’s lucky I didn’t tell Barbie she can move back into the box she came in.”

He looked at me with furrowed brows as he studied me, “How old are you?” he asked with a curious tone.

“Twelve, sir,” I answered. “I’ll be thirteen next week.” 

“You’re older than your years, Vel.”

“I guess. Having academics as parents.”

“You have friends?”

I tilted my head sideways before I answered, “After school, I’d walk to a friend’s house and stay until my mother got home. He had rubber army men. He liked fighting wars. I liked building them barracks out of shoeboxes... or tents from folded cardboard.”

I shrugged. “He’d tear them up like they’d been hit by artillery. I’d build them back from whatever was left.”

He nodded once, satisfied with my answer.

“You’ve seen enough from the outside.” He jerked his head toward the trailer. “Come on.”

Once we were inside, he asked, “Ever read a set of plans?”

“Some,” I said quietly. “I drew plans for Barbie ... I mean Aly ... I understand ratios.”

He looked at me with those curious eyes again. “Tell me.”

I looked at the blueprints and found the schematics. “Here.” I pointed. “Quarter inch equals a foot,” I said. “So, if this wall measures three inches on paper... It’s twelve feet in real life.” I remember pausing before I added “And this line is thicker because it’s structural.”

His face tightened slightly. “You’re not guessing.”

He rolled the plans up. “Paper lies,” he muttered. Then he nods toward the door. “Come see what it really does.”

He handed me the plans, “Bring these along.”

We walked from the trailer and into the building site. I looked upwards as if I were looking into the heavens. I had never seen a ceiling so high. 

Standing beneath a cantilever, he asked, “Why doesn’t that fall?”

“Counterbalance.” I said instinctively, “The load transfers back through the beam.”

We walked around to a boulder with a steel beam resting within it. “I borrowed this idea for Barbie’s house. I used my dad’s Dremel to cut the groove to fit an Erector Set beam into it.”

We walked around some more, and he asked questions that I answered. I asked questions about what I didn’t understand, and the whys and what-ifs. 

As we were about to leave, I eyed the scrap pile and walked over to it without asking. 

I picked up a short steel offcut and studied it, feeling the weight in my hands. Then I placed it against a piece of a boulder that had broken off ... holding it at different angles. 

“Found something amongst the scraps?”

“Scraps? Not if you can use them ... to me, this is gold. The real thing.”

“What do you see?”

“The future. There are pieces heavy enough that I could use to support Barbie’s house over a ledge. Or more like suspended in the air like the buildings in the Jetsons cartoons.” I was getting way more excited than I should have, but I couldn’t help it. “The Alexander tract is supposed to be modern for the space age. They’re wrong ... This!” I jumped up, waving the piece of metal. “This is space age!”

“What else can you find to use in that heap?”

I returned to the pile, pulling metals of every length, width, and shape. Discarded sheets of plastic, too small for them, were perfect for Barbie.

By the time I was finished, Lautner had brought over an empty wheelbarrow. “Put all your pieces in here, and I’ll drive you home.” As I started loading the wheelbarrow, he asked, “Will your parents mind this junk ... I mean, construction material?”

“I don’t think so,” I said honestly, “especially if I keep it safe, and they see what I can do with it.”

“They’re not the only ones.” He eyed me carefully, once again, “Can you move all that?” he said as he looked at the wheelbarrow.

I tried lifting it, but it started to lean, so I put it back down, rearranged some items for better weight distribution, and tried it again ... and again. I let out an agonizing groan, but I finally lifted it from the handles and started toward a truck.

“I’ll take it from here.” Lautner pulled the tailgate down and positioned a thick, wide plank like a ramp to push the wheelbarrow up into the truck. Once it was on the bed, he fastened it down so it wouldn’t tip over. 

In the truck back to my house, he said to me, “I want to see what you have so far.” 

I beamed with excitement. The day was getting better and better.

Once we arrived, my parents and Aly greeted us. 

“Vel found ‘gold’ and didn’t think you would mine if he brought it home.”

My mother stood by the sculpture smiling, while my father looked over the side of the truck at my treasure. He looked at me, and then my mother, and then at Lautner.

“If Vel thinks he can use it, then he has a plan.”

“You can say ‘no’.”

My father didn’t answer; he just pulled the tailgate down and hopped onto the truck. He tried lifting the handles, but the wheelbarrow didn’t budge. I hopped up next to him and showed him how it was done. 

“Show-off,” he teased me. 

By then, Lautner had placed the plank and wheeled my goods over to my construction site. He knelt and inspected it carefully. 

As he did, he said loud enough for my parents to hear, “Vel read our blueprints for Elrod’s house. We had a very interesting afternoon. He knew quite a bit, and when he didn’t, he asked ... all the right questions.”

He looked at me as I was smiling broadly, and then back to my family, “He tells me his birthday is next week. Any plans for a celebration?”

“A quiet dinner at home with his favorite meal.” Replied my mother.

“Guests?”

“Family,” Dad said.

Now it was my parents getting the studied look that I had been given throughout the day. 

“Room for more? If I may be so bold.”

Shocked, my parents looked at me for the answer. “We’d be delighted, sir!” I announced. 

Grinning, Lautner said, “Thank you.” After a short pause, he added, “May I see Vel’s room?”

“This way,” I answered before my parents could. 

My room was modest. A twin-size bed, a dresser for the clothes I folded, and a mirror on top. I had the same paint colors as in our first house, except now two walls were painted turquoise, and two walls were painted the matte chalkboard green.

“What do we have here?” he asked with quiet anticipation as he walked closer.

“Renderings of Barbie’s futuristic house,” I said proudly. “Aly isn’t allowed in here, so she really doesn’t know my ideas.”

Lautner turned to my parents, who were now standing at the doorway, shielding Aly from entrance.

“He has a gift for not having any formal training.”

“Yes, he does ... and we make sure we nurture it. He takes constructive criticism well.” 

“Good to know.”

Lautner left soon after confirming the day
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