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PROLOGUE
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Everything I'm about to write is true. As a journalist, I'm seldom shocked at the stories I cover. But this was different. This was personal. When I was arrested for killing a man, my life crashed around me. The easy life, puttering around the yard, going golfing, having dinner out with Suzette... all gone. Instead... handcuffs, fingerprints, a dirty cell with dirty criminals.

One minute I was relaxed and happy, cruising down the highway in my dream recreational vehicle, the wind on my face, singing along with the radio. Then the sudden jolt of something large hitting the front of the RV. The tires rolling over it. No time to stop. Just the smack of a body against tires and metal and asphalt. Shock. I sat. Windshield wipers swinging back and forth - back and forth - back and forth. Suzette yelling from the back of the RV. What's wrong? What happened?

I sat. Trying to take it in. Sirens in the distance. Getting out in the rain to see what I had done. Staring at the man lying on the blacktop. Raindrops falling on his face. Eyes staring up at me. Looking at nothing.

Wild thoughts crossing my mind. CPR. Yes, resuscitation. He might have a chance yet. I started to place my shaking hands on his chest when I noticed.

He wore a badge.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Grant pulled the gleaming twenty-nine-footer into his driveway and turned the engine off. He'd been driving around for the last hour trying to get the feel of it before presenting it to Suzette. He patted the dash and took a moment to glance around the beautiful rig. Suzette just had to fall in love with it. 

Suzette had been impossible to live with since getting downsized from her job at the Phoenix Sun Times two months earlier. Grant intended to get her mind off her troubles by taking her out of town on a dream trip. His niece's wedding was just four weeks away. He saw this family occasion as the perfect excuse to hit the road. He'd always talked about being able to travel cross-country, with no deadlines and no schedule. His wife, however, had been less than enthusiastic when he rolled out his plan to drive from Phoenix, Arizona, to St. Louis, Missouri, in an RV. 

However, Grant went ahead with arrangements, including renting his perfect RV. He really wanted to purchase it right away but from his thirty plus years of marriage to Suzette he knew buying something so expensive without her approval would be like leaping over a roaring bonfire. Pain would be involved.

For the rental he'd guessed at what would please Suzette. He thought the shiny silver model radiated class and Suzie wouldn't be able to resist. The interior was green and tan – green being her favorite color and tan...well, tan was the other color that came with it. The kitchen was the deluxe model with a built-in microwave and automatic coffee maker. He knew she had been looking to upgrade the perfectly good granite in their home kitchen so he figured she would love the polished white quartz counter tops in the compact kitchen. He only regretted that there wasn't a dishwasher upgrade. He made a mental note to promise to do the dishes after dinner every night.

As Grant considered the possibilities of life on the road his heart picked up a few beats and his hazel eyes glowed. The open road. He and Suzie could go anywhere they wanted. No time clocks – no kids or grandkids to worry about – no mail to pick up – no grass to mow and no deadlines. Every day would be a new adventure. They would be free as birds to go anywhere they wanted. Snowing up north? No problem. Point the rig south with the snowbirds, find a good RV campground and stay as long as they want. Getting too hot? No worries. Head toward the mountains and park alongside a stream. Pull out the old fishing gear and catch rainbow trout to fry over a campfire. Now that's living, he thought, a grin spreading over his weathered face.

Grant knew they had a good life. In fact, he thought they were luckier than most people their age. They'd invested well, and at the first sign of the stock market tanking Suzette pulled their money out and dumped it into safe mutual funds. They both worked at jobs they enjoyed, but it had been hard work. 

Grant's entire career was spent as a reporter for the Phoenix Sun. That's where he met Suzette. She'd spent years working her way up the editorial food chain. Just three years before Grant retired, she was made the city editor. Upon his retirement Grant had gone freelance while Suzette continued the daily grind at her dream job. Their lives had often been hectic, especially on heavy news days, but it had suited them well. 

Suzette thrived on the adrenalin rush a good news story created. Without that, she said, her life was boring and meaningless. Unemployment was hard on her, and she was rapidly sinking into deep depression. Since she hadn't planned to retire for another four or five years, the Sun's decision to give her 'early retirement' grieved her. Grant sighed, thinking of how she needed a diversion to lift her sagging spirits. 

Grant was jolted to reality by the sound of the front door slamming. Looking up, he saw his wife standing on the porch, an incredulous look on her face. This was the moment he'd dreaded.

"GRANT! Tell me you didn't do this!" she barked, her blue eyes blazing.

"What do you mean, Babe?" he asked, in his best innocent voice, as he scrambled from the cab. He wanted to give her the full tour, inside and out. He was going to have to be a better salesman than his new buddy, Cowboy Joe, down at RV World. And Joe was pretty darn good.

"What is this THING you've brought home? Please tell me you didn't buy this monstrosity."

"Now, Doll Baby, why don't you give it a chance? You haven't even seen it yet. It's got a great kitchen and two deluxe recliners where we can..."

"Grant, I expressly told you I will NOT live in a rolling tin can. We have a perfectly good house. We're not at a point in life where we should be taking on new debt, and this, this..."

She stopped as if lost for words, not a common state for her. As an editor, she always had the perfect word to correct a half-baked sentence dashed off by a cub reporter. 

She stood on the long flower-laden porch, stone-faced, glaring at the massive metal motor home.

"Babe, just look at it," Grant pleaded, putting an arm around her shoulder. "And we won't live in it all the time. We'll keep our house and we can come home anytime we feel like it. But, please, just take a look at her." 

"Her, is it?" Suzette replied. "I see I've got a rival."

Grant smiled, knowing an attempt at a joke was a good sign. He gently took her hand and tried to lead her to the metal door.

She didn't budge.

"How much did you give for this thing?"

"Well, I, ah, actually, I haven't paid anything yet. I picked out what I think we need. The boys down at RV World let me bring it home to show you. We can take it for a little spin – just to see how we like it."

Suzette turned away from the shining monster long enough to eye her husband. She craned her neck to view his nearly six-foot frame.  His once-blond hair was heavily frosted with gray. His polo shirt was tucked into a pair of Dockers with a slight bulge over the belt. She winced, realizing they'd both put on a few pounds since retirement. Once their youngest left for college, Suzette quit cooking altogether. They ate out all the time now. 

Suzette thought Grant was still handsome; she tended to view them both as their younger selves. She felt the same as she had at twenty. It always took her by surprise to see herself in photographs. Who is that old lady? she wondered. When did this happen to me?

As Grant gently pulled her toward the RV, she noticed that he had a glow in his eyes she hadn't seen for a long time. He'd talked about this RV thing for the last year, maybe even longer. She thought he'd get over it, so she hadn't wasted time worrying about the absurdity of the idea. But ever since the horrible day she received notice at the Sun of her unplanned departure, the recreational vehicle talk had ramped up several notches. He spent hours on the computer pouring over the Class C Coachman and comparing it to the Forest River Mercedes. When he wasn't online, he was combing the RV sales lots, or following up with classified ads from the Sun. 

Then there were the maps. He spent a lot of time pouring over maps and planning imaginary trips. He'd also purchased a top-of-the-line Global Positioning System. He'd been driving Suzette crazy with the thing. He programmed it with a female voice and named it Gypsy. He continually wanted to take little day trips whenever he could talk her into it. 

But today's development took it to a whole new level. He'd  brought one of the things home. This was serious. 

Suzette frowned. She saw her husband of thirty-eight years jumping around like a little boy with a new puppy. 

Well, she thought, I'd better take a look at it. I can at least approve the interior.

She let him lead her over to the side door. He opened it with a flourish and lowered the steps.

"Hey, let me carry you over the threshold," he offered.

She glanced at the flimsy stairs and the slim door, then at Grant's ever-widening gut. She passed on the offer. She just hoped the steps were sturdy enough for him, much less both of them.

Once inside, she inspected it from top to bottom. There was a cozy kitchen with a cute mini fridge and a stove that looked like it belonged in a doll house. The small living room had a flat screen TV, outlets for laptop computers, and USB ports. The bathroom was also impressive with a miniature sunken tub/shower combo. The bedroom, or rather, large closet, was fitted with a queen-size bed. It was as good as one could hope for in something that came with a set of wheels. Grant showed her all the bells and whistles. Even Suzette had to admit that if a retired couple had to travel around the country, this would be the way to do it. She thought how much camp trailers had changed since she was a kid. She started planning for the paper to do a story on that angle, then realized, with a jolt, that she was no longer part of the newspaper staff. "Damn," she muttered.

"Let's take her for a little spin," Grant suggested. "We can go over to Scottsdale and get some dinner."

"Where will you park this thing?" she asked. "It'll take up a complete block."

"Now that's the best thing about this model," he said, quoting Cowboy Joe. "It looks big on the inside but it's really small on the outside. It's as easy as pie to park." And he silently prayed it to be so.

*****
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GRANT TRIED HIS BEST to appear confident as he took his place behind the wheel and buckled his seat belt. So far, so good. Suzie had admired the efficient design of the RV and the color scheme pleased her as well. Now if he could take her on a smooth and compelling tour of the neighborhood without knocking over trash cans or running into a Lexus, he'd be on the home stretch for his dream becoming a reality. He began backing out of the driveway.

"Stop!" Suzette squealed. "Stop this thing!"

He mashed down on the brakes and turned toward the passenger seat.

"What's the matter?" 

"Don't you hear that beeping? What is that?"

"Beeping? Oh, that's nothing to worry about. That's just a safety device," he proudly explained, "so when you're backing up, cars and kids will get out of your way."

Suzette shuddered at the thought of a neighbor's child anywhere near this behemoth, with an odd beeping noise the only thing between him and heaven.

"Well, they thought of everything, didn't they?" she chirped.

Grant, usually so quick, nodded agreement, too intense on backing out of the long drive to take note of the sarcasm dripping from her words.

He managed to swing the vehicle out of the drive with only one tire going over a curb, pull a three-point turn, and head east on Cardinal Drive. Why the developer took it into his head to name the streets after birds was beyond Grant's reasoning, but for the past eighteen years the Harrisons had resided at 4802 Cardinal Drive. He took a right at Sparrow Lane and silently thanked modern engineering for creating the automatic transmission. Instead of the bother of shifting gears, he could concentrate on avoiding curbs. He glanced over at Suzette, who was checking email on her cell phone. Good sign or bad sign? It could be either. 

His eyes lingered an extra moment on his wife and too late he remembered the newly installed traffic light at the corner of Sparrow Lane and Blue Jay Boulevard. It was red. He jammed his right foot on the brake, bringing the RV to a lurching halt in the middle of the intersection. A late model Corvette swerved around him, driver gesturing wildly out the window as he sailed by. Flushed, Grant pushed the gear to reverse and began to back up. A horn blasted from behind, and he again applied pressure to the brakes. Looking in the large side mirror, he saw a blue Cadillac, circa 1983. It was their neighbor, Mrs. Peterson. This was getting worse by the second.

Suzette was ominously silent as she, too, stared in horror into the oversized right-side mirror. Mrs. Peterson was the chairman of the neighborhood bridge club. When Suzette was editing the social section of the Sun Times many years back, she'd become interested in bridge. It was one of numerous vices she'd acquired as an editor.

"Well, I guess I won't have to worry about hosting the next club meeting," she finally muttered. She glanced over at Grant's bulging eyes and laughed. "OK, Honey, show me what this thing's got."

They spent some time driving through the Phoenix thoroughfares, ending in Scottsdale around dinnertime. Parking was a challenge. They circled their favorite restaurant three times before Grant suggested letting Suzette off in front while he parked the RV. She was conscious of her conspicuous entrance but kept her head high and marched into the double doors of El Castile to speak with the hostess.

Meanwhile, Grant had his own circumstances to deal with. Since the area parking was designed for nothing larger than an SUV, he was having a difficult time finding the perfect spot for something the length of a circus parade. He ended up finding three open parallel spots and guided the RV across all three with a little overhang of the front bumper. He was certain that when he returned, the spot in front of him would be vacant. No one would chance leaving their prize auto in the path of a nearly thirty-foot recreational vehicle. That thought gave him a sense of power. He grinned as he pocketed the keys and bounced his way into El Castile.

They enjoyed a leisurely dinner. As usual, Suzette ordered chile rellenos and Grant got an enchilada dinner. He kept the conversation light, completely side-stepping his real agenda. He'd lived with Suzette long enough to know better than push hard to get his way. She needed time to think things through.

As they left the restaurant a full moon was visible and the night air was perfect for walking. Grant took his wife's hand and together they strolled the few blocks to the RV. 

Suzette spotted it before he did and she stopped abruptly.

"What's wrong, Babe?" he drawled, shifting his gaze to her.

She stood gaping and pointed forward.

"What?" He asked as he swiveled his head and saw it, too. The RV had rolled into an XLR Roadster. 

"Oh, nooo! I must have forgotten to put the parking blocks under the wheels."

There was a small group of people gathered around the tangled vehicles. Grant felt his face flush. 

Suzette made a suggestion. 

"If we turn around and catch a taxi, it'll be tomorrow before anyone can pin this on us."

He did a double take to see if she was serious. If she was, he'd follow her to the taxi stand. Disappointed, he realized she was being her sardonic self. He tramped over to face the music.​
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CHAPTER TWO
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Grant thought he'd never get his wife out of the house. She dilly-dallied past his 8:00 AM deadline to be on the road. She wanted to leave the house spic and span. As Grant paced the floor she was scrubbing toilets. "After all," she told him, “we could get into an accident or something. I'd hate to have anyone come in and see a dirty house. What would they think of my housekeeping?" He rolled his eyes and went outside to wait.

When she finally boarded the RV, Grant's unwritten schedule was completely blown. He'd wanted to make camp before 3:00 PM at an interesting little campground he'd found on the Internet. His plan was to set up camp and do a little exploring before fixing dinner and then bedding down for the night. Although he hadn't shared any of these plans with her, he thought when he said 8:00 AM she should be ready to go at 8:00 AM. In his mind he was being very generous. He would have preferred to leave at 6:00 AM to get a head start on the highway traffic.

Suzette sat in the co-pilot's chair for the first forty-five minutes without speaking. She knew what he was thinking. For a guy who prided himself on being creative and spur of the moment, he was so predictable. Just like his dad. She'd never met his father, but she'd heard all the stories of Grant's military upbringing. He'd been an army brat, moving from place to place until his dad went to Vietnam. Then the family moved for the last time. His father chose Arizona so his wife would be close to her folks should anything happen to him in the war. Grant's family had remained there since his high school days.

Suzette felt that Grant's early years as a vagabond child had instilled in him a relentless desire to travel. She knew he would never be happy unless he could live out his crazy dream of tramping the country in a camp trailer. 

She sighed and looked out the window. She didn't have anything better to do now that the paper had thrown her out like yesterday's news. What a sick pun, she thought. Tears began to fill her eyes, and she turned her head quickly toward the window. For a tough news woman, she'd been crying a lot lately. 

When she blinked the tears back, she saw the red rock landscape of desert stretching ahead for miles and miles. She said a silent prayer of thankfulness for being in an RV and not in a wagon two hundred years ago. People could die out in that desert, she thought. 

Her stomach growled. She'd fed Grant breakfast at 7:00 but she hadn't taken the time to eat anything herself with so much to do before leaving. She glanced at her watch and saw it was nearly 11:00. Too early to ask 'The General' to stop for lunch. Well, that's why they had an RV. There was a kitchen back there. She unbuckled her seatbelt and began to stand up.

"Where are you going?" Grant asked, careful to keep his eyes on the road.

"What is this, the inquisition? If you must know, I'm going to get an apple. Unless you want to stop and get something to eat. There may be a Cracker Barrel in the next town."

"Cracker Barrel? You're not serious?  We barely pulled out of the driveway and you're wanting to stop at a Cracker Barrel?  That would certainly be a two-hour time drain!"

"You want an apple, too?" she deadpanned as she made her way back five feet to the kitchenette. Walking was difficult and she grabbed at the counter for support. 

"You know you could cook something back there," he hollered.

"You don't have to yell, I can hear you. It's not like I'm in another room."

"Oh, OK. I mean, if you cook lunch while we're rolling, we'll make up some of the time we've lost."

Suzette braced herself at the kitchenette counter and stared at cacti sweeping past the window. She'd left behind a large, well-equipped kitchen in Phoenix in exchange for a rolling Bunsen burner. If she was expected to cook in this cramped little space day after day, it was obvious to her that she'd need a plan. That's what she'd work on this afternoon. She would create a weekly menu. It wouldn't be anything elaborate, just some simple fare to keep body and soul together while slip-sliding down the highway. 

"Hey, Babe, this is the life!" Grant hollered from the captain's chair.

"That it is," she hollered back. She lowered her voice and bit off the words, "That it is."

*****
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BACK IN THE CO-PILOT seat Suzette finished her apple and tossed the core out the window. She'd brought a stack of books but didn't feel like reading. She took out Grant's big U.S. Atlas and looked for the Arizona page. To her chagrin the thing wasn't in alphabetical order, and she had to turn to the index to locate the page number. Once she found the correct page she noticed there were some interesting names for towns.

"Hey, Grant, have you looked at this map?" she asked.

He threw her a look of amazement, as he'd done nothing but study the map every evening for the last two weeks. 

"There's a town here called Punkin Center. Isn't that cute?" she said. "Hey, it's close to Sunflower. I've heard of Sunflower, but I've never been there. It's not far. Let's stop there on the way to Flagstaff."

"You have got to be kidding," he grunted. "We've been driving north on I-17 for the last hour. We can't just swing five hours out of our way to see some po-dunk town just because it has a cutsie name."

He kept his eyes on the road and didn't notice the hurt look on her face.

"I thought the purpose of this first two weeks was to, let's see, how did you put it? 'Go where the wind takes us.' Isn't that what you said?"

"Yeah, well the wind is taking us straight to Flagstaff with no little side trips. We've got a schedule to keep and thanks to you we're already two hours behind."

"Well, this is relaxing," she shot back, and turned to stare out the window.

They drove along for another thirty minutes in total silence. The old Mexican standoff. It always irritated him when she got quiet during an argument. He'd rather talk it out, but she just clammed up. As he drove along the blacktop he thought about her words. True, he had promised her two weeks of casual, fun travel before they got to St. Louis to attend his niece's wedding. And he wanted her to have a good time and break out of the doldrums.

"Look, Suzie, I want you to enjoy this. We can stop along the way to see some interesting sites. But they must be on our route, OK?  So, pick out something on the way to Flagstaff and we can drive through."

Without missing a beat, she whipped the atlas open. "So, do you mean like Mountainare? Would that be OK with you?"

"Well, it's a little off the highway but, yes, I guess we could drive through it."

"Let me get this straight. If it's already on your pre-planned route, it will be OK with you if we 'drive through' it?" she snapped. "But if we have to drive more than five minutes from your designated route, then it's a no-go?"

He looked a little sheepish. "It sounds bad when you put it that way. But we need to sight-see along the route so we can keep our schedule."

"And who set this schedule?"

"Well...I did."

"And is there any reason we couldn't move your desired destinations back say an hour or even a day?"

"Well, uh...but it's the schedule."

"Grant Bernard Harrison, I don't think you understand the concept of going where the wind blows, do you?"

They ended up veering off Grant's chosen path and visited the towns of Strawberry and Happy Jack. Suzette threatened to make him drive to Skull Valley on the return trip. Making matters worse, she wanted to quiz the locals about their town, and that took even more time. Grant couldn't understand what her fascination was with these dippy little bergs, but he was beginning to resign himself to slow the pace a bit, just to keep her happy. Why? he asked himself as he waited for her outside a five and dime, why did I have to marry a crazy woman?

*****
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TO GRANT'S REGRET THEY never made it to Flagstaff. Suzette's side detours took the RV on small bumpy roads heading east. While she interviewed the locals in Happy Jack, Grant studied the map and decided it would be faster to head over to Highway 87 and from there hit Winslow before dusk.  

What should have been a three-hour drive had turned into an all-day 'adventure' as Suzette labeled it. Grant did enjoy watching Suzie light up when she learned a piece of trivia from one of the locals. She jotted everything in the reporter's notebook she carried with her. Well, he thought, old habits die hard.

They finally made it to Winslow where they decided to pull into a decent-looking campground for the night. Setting up camp went smoothly. The only surprise was how much fun they had fixing dinner together. Grant set up a folding table and chairs outside where they enjoyed the simple meal. They lingered over the burgers, reminiscing about trips they had taken when the children were young. Where had the time gone? After the kids were grown, Grant and Suzette took a few memorable cruise vacations. 

"But you know what, Babe?" Grant asked. "The trip that I took that really stands out is the one I took the summer after graduating from high school. Now that was an adventure."

Oh, here we go again... she thought. I'm going to hear all about his trip across the country in a beat-up school bus with a bunch of hippies heading to Woodstock.

She'd heard the story so many times before she could recite it nearly as well as he could. How he had to defy his father to go. How he'd planned to hitchhike from Phoenix out to Bethel, New York. How he'd met great people on the way.

Blah, blah, blah, she thought. Then she caught herself. For a reporter, she was really close minded about this story of Grant's. That trip was very important to him. She decided to take time to listen and enjoy the memory with him. 

They talked until the changing colors in the western sky signaled the end of the day. They took in the view and watched in silence. Grant put his arm around his wife, and she leaned her head on his shoulder.

The transforming panorama was like a slowly moving PBS documentary. The horizon turned from carroty orange to brilliant burnt red with pink swirl highlights, then faded into deep purple streaks. And suddenly it extinguished into shadows. 

"It is beautiful out here, isn't it?" he whispered, as if they were in church.

"It's as beautiful from our porch at home," she replied. "We just never take the time to look."

"Yeah, well, that's all changed now, isn't it? That's what we're doing, taking the time. We've got time to look at the things we want to look at and go where we want and stop where we want."

"OK, OK," she laughed. "There may be some merit to this screwball idea of yours. The first day hasn't been too awful."

"And we've only just begun," he crooned a piece of an old Carpenter's tune.

Hmm, she thought. Grant taking a stab at being romantic. Now that's worth the trip, right there.

"Yes," she agreed. "This little trip may be just what we need. A chance to really think of what we want to do, now that we're both..." she stumbled on the words. "Now that we're both... retired."

Then her face brightened with a new thought. "I'm not really retired, though," she said. "I just need a new job."

Grant shot her a look. "What are you talking about?" he asked, sounding a bit panicky. "I thought we agreed you wouldn't be working anymore. You certainly don't have to."

"I know, I know. But I can't see just sitting around all the time or driving in giant circles all year long. I've got to have something to do. You know the people who keep working are the ones who stay young."

"I thought the people who make love are the ones who stay young."  He gave her a tender kiss, and she felt the familiar tingle. What was it about this guy that she could never resist?

They left the chairs outside and went into the RV.

*****
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THE NEXT MORNING GRANT sat high in the driver's seat looking down onto the black ribbon of asphalt before him. The tires rolled along and telephone poles clipped past his peripheral view like a cartoon reel. The sun glistened from the tops of cars as Grant sped by them. He had his side window open, and a hot breeze blew on his face. The only thing to complete the dreamy day would be Willie Nelson's voice bursting from the radio singing about the road. 

Grant might even settle for the Smokey and the Bandit theme With Suzette along, he thought, it will take us a long time to get there. He began whistling the song.

Suzette came from the back of the RV and eased into the big bucket seat on Grant's right side.

"Is the air not working?" she quizzed, while turning knobs on the control panel.

"What are you doing?  Don't mess with that – I had it perfectly adjusted," Grant scolded.

She gave him a wary look. So, this is how it's going to be – even on the road?  He had to be the master of all controls: the thermostat, the door locks, the garage code, and the granddaddy of them all, the TV remote control. 

"Well, if you've got it adjusted so perfectly can you tell me why that window is open when the outside air is hot enough to bake biscuits?"

"It just feels good on my face," he offered as an explanation.

"I guess I'm lucky then," she replied. "If you enjoy the hot wind on your face so much you could have opted for a big Harley instead of an air-conditioned RV. That's what Carrie Nugent's husband did. Remember? I told you about it at the time."

"Umm...huh," Grant responded.

Suzette continued without losing a beat. 

"Carrie hated that motorcycle but she went on weekend trips with him that whole summer, hoping he'd get tired of riding around like an aging Hell's Angel wannabe. But he showed no signs of tiring out, that is, until he laid it down on the highway going 80 miles an hour. I told you about it."

"Uh, huh," Grant muttered, wondering if his exit was coming up and thinking that Gypsy, the GPS, should be speaking up anytime.

"Wow!  They were so lucky to come out of that with their lives. They got pretty banged up. Two broken legs, a broken arm, cuts and bruises. And the Harley was totaled. At least they had it fully insured. Last time I talked to Carrie they were fighting over whether to buy a Harley trike or a vacation condo in south Texas. You can guess which one she wants, can't you?"

Grant didn't respond. He had Gypsy grasped in his right hand while with his left he worked the steering wheel. He was pushing buttons with his thumb, glancing back and forth between the gadget and the road.

"Are you trying to kill us?" Suzette asked coolly, noticing him fumbling with the electronic gadget. She was clearly unimpressed with her husband's multitasking abilities. She grabbed the GPS from his hand. "Alright, what do you need to know?"

"I can do it," he argued.

"I've got nothing else to do. I may as well figure how to work this thing. If I'm going all the way to Missouri in this metal monster, I'd better pull my weight."

She started punching buttons to see what each did.

"Hey, take it easy there, Roy. If you want to learn how to run that system, the book is in the drawer under the TV."

"Okie-dokie, Cap'n," she chirped brightly, getting up from her seat. "I'll go memorize the manual so I can earn my wings and become a junior GPS scout."

What next, Grant wondered, rolling his hazel eyes heavenward. Surely, she'll never ask to drive this rig.

Suzette moved toward the rear of the RV and sat in one of the two swivel chairs facing the TV. She continued to punch at the face of the GPS. 

"Continue eight more miles until the next exit," she instructed. She smiled to herself, content that she had figured it out.​
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