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Chapter 1


I had a soup and a special in my hands when my boss stuck his head into the cafe and called my name.  
"Kelly, phone!" 
I never got calls at work. My heart sped up, as I pictured the possible disasters that could cause the call. Was Grandma Iris being rushed to the hospital? 
I caught Antoine's eye and gave a quick nod to let him know I'd heard. He ducked back into the kitchen and I served my table their lunch. Skipping the small talk with my customers, I rushed to the back to get the phone. 
"Hello?" 
"Kelly Marie Bordeaux, you need a new phone," Grandma Iris said without preamble. 
"What? Is something wrong?" 
"I can never reach you anymore is what's wrong. What's the point of carrying one of those things all the time if no one can get ahold of you?" 
"Are you ok? I can come home if you need a ride to the doctor." 
"I'm not dying, it's your phone that's dying. I've tried calling it three times." 
I slid my phone out of my pocket and saw that she was right. The battery had died again. I sighed. "I know I need a new one, but it feels like I just bought this one." 
"No user serviceable parts. That's your problem. Not like it used to be," Grandma Iris said. "When I was a girl, my father could fix anything we owned. Things were built to last. Nowadays they only build expensive junk designed to break before the warranty's up." 
"Grandma Iris, I'm at work," I started. 
"Wait, that's not right. These new things are designed to break as soon as the warranty's up. If they broke while they were still under warranty then maybe the scoundrels selling them would have to pay some consequences." 
"I have to get back to my tables." I tried again to disengage. 
"It's wasteful, that's what. These companies forcing us to buy replacements all the time instead of fixing a product when it needs it." 
"I'll see you tonight," I said. I started to put the receiver down but Grandma Iris yelled my name, her voice a parrot squawk of distress. 
I put the phone back to my ear. "What's wrong? Is it Buddy? Is he sick?" Her bulldog, Buddy, was Grandma Iris's faithful companion. If anything happened to him, she would be devastated. 
"Buddy's right here. He's fine. Better than fine. He's a very good boy." There was silence on the line for a moment, and I was sure Grandma Iris had paused to rub the dog's belly. 
"What's up? Are you only calling to tell me my phone died?" 
"Don't be silly, I could tell you that at home. I'm calling because I need a ride to the city." 
"The city? When?" 
"Right away. Ginny called from Denver. She's coming to visit." 
"Denver? I thought she lived in Arizona. Isn’t she always trying to get you to move to Phoenix?" 
"She does live in Arizona. Her layover was in Denver. She called me just before boarding. The flight lands in an hour." 
"An hour? We can't get to the city that fast!" 
"That's why I've been trying to call you, but your phone wasn't working." 
The hand holding the phone dropped to my side and I blew out an exasperated breath. I silently counted to ten and brought the phone back up to my ear. "I'll ask Antoine if I can leave early." 
"Oh, I already asked him and he said it's fine." 
"You asked my boss if I could leave work? Grandma Iris!" 
"It was an emergency. Do you know how much a taxi would cost?" 
I knew there was no arguing with Grandma Iris when she'd made up her mind, so I quickly got off the phone and got ready to leave. Antoine was refilling the drinks at one of my tables. I gave him a sheepish wave. 
"I hope your grandma's ok," he called as I reached the door. 
"Thanks," I replied, wondering what Grandma Iris had told him. 
When I got to the house, I found Grandma Iris standing at the curb wearing one of her best church-going skirt suits and a matching pillbox hat. She climbed into the car and gave my outfit a critical look. 
"Is that what you're wearing?" 
"Yes, this is what I wore to work," I said. 
"But to go to the airport?" 
"I don't think people dress up for the airport these days." 
"Nobody has standards anymore. But since we're in a hurry, I'll have to let it slide." 
I bit my lip to keep from making any sarcastic remarks. We were silent until we got on the highway headed for the city. 
"So, why's Ginny coming to town? I thought she only visits the Midwest when she has to," I said. 
Grandma Iris was silent for so long that I risked turning to look at her. I hated taking my eyes off the road, especially at highway speeds. 
"Grandma Iris?" 
"I heard you. The truth is, I don't know why she's coming." 
Grandma Iris turned her face to the window and watched the fields of corn go by, row on row. I considered what she said. Ginny and Grandma Iris had been close friends since childhood. More than cousins, almost sisters. They had regular reunions when Ginny came to town, but those were always planned well in advance. This time, Ginny called from the airport to say she was on her way. As an octogenarian, she could be facing a health scare, or even coming home to say her goodbyes. No wonder Grandma Iris seemed worried. 
I tried to think of something to say to distract her. 
"My show at the Gilded Lily is going..." I trailed off, realizing that I was about to say the show was going well, which would have been a fib. I'd sold one painting when the show first went up, but since then: nothing. Not even a nibble. It was almost enough to make me doubt my skills as an artist. 
"Don't worry about it," Grandma Iris said. "It's a tight market." 
I laughed. "Yeah, but it's always a tight market for art. Maybe I should switch to painting houses. There's always a market for that kind of painting." 
"Now don't you get down on yourself, young lady," Grandma Iris said. 
When I heard her tone of voice, I knew my ploy to distract her had worked. She had her retired teacher pep talk voice, and could go on encouraging me for hours. The kids who had her as a teacher really were lucky, I thought as I listened to her pep talk. 
The miles to the airport flew by. When we arrived, I knew better than to ask if we could do curb-side pickup or if we had to park. When Grandma Iris went to the airport, we always had to park. 
When I got out of the car, Grandma Iris gave my outfit another critical look, but she didn't say anything about it. She straightened her pillbox hat and took my arm. 
We found Ginny sitting on a bench outside baggage claim. Three matching pieces of baby blue Samsonite hard sided luggage surrounded her. She stood and smoothed her skirt when she saw us. Naturally, she was also dressed up for the airport. 
After hugging her cousin, Grandma Iris held her out at arm's length and cast a critical eye over her. "How are you, Ginny?" 
Ginny blinked a few times, then burst out laughing. "Oh Iris, your face! I'm fine, I'm better than fine. I'm about to be rich. Did you think I was dying or something?" 
"What was I supposed to think?" Grandma Iris spluttered. "You didn't call ahead. I could have been unavailable." 
"I'm sorry, dear, I didn't mean to put you out." Ginny picked up her small travel case and faced the door toward the parking garage. 
I picked up the two larger suitcases. As vintage luggage, they didn't have wheels. We walked to the car, while Ginny apologized a few more times to Grandma Iris and Grandma Iris apologized right back to her. When we reached the car, they argued over who would sit in the front seat and who in the back. Grandma Iris insisted that as the guest Ginny should get the front seat. Ginny insisted that Grandma Iris was the one who'd injured her hip and thus should have the front seat. I loaded the luggage in the back of the car and waited. I knew better than to get in between two elderly Midwesterners in a politeness contest. 
Finally Ginny won. Grandma Iris settled grumpily in the front seat next to me and we set out. 
When we got up to highway speed, Grandma Iris turned around to face her cousin. "What did you mean when you said you were about to be rich?"





Chapter 2


Ginny laughed. "Didn't I tell you? I finally found a potential buyer for Mama and Daddy's old house."  
"That old albatross?" Grandma Iris said. "I thought that thing would never sell." 
"I know, I did too. I thought I'd have to pay to tear it down." 
Grandma Iris nodded seriously. "A vacant house can become a real nuisance in a community. Kids get in there and cause mischief. In fact, I think if we tore down all the nuisance properties in the country, we'd see the teen pregnancy rate plummet." 
Ginny shook her head. "Maybe that would have been true once, but these days parents let their kids do anything they want. Can you imagine what would have happened if Daddy had caught me bringing a boy into the house at night?" 
They both cackled at the thought. I winced, remembering some of my own teenaged shenanigans. 
"They were strict, but it was for our own good," Ginny said. 
"We still got up to a lot of mischief, though. Do you remember the summer we dug up Aunt Vivian's entire garden looking for buried pirate treasure?" 
"Mama was furious! She'd mapped out the veggie plot so carefully." 
"She shouldn't have marked her map with so many X-es," Grandma Iris said, laughing. "Not after we'd just read Treasure Island." 
"Remember when we gave Hal the black spot?" Ginny crowed. "I think he regretted loaning us the book after that." 
"He shouldn't have insisted on always being the captain if he didn't want a mutiny on his hands." 
They laughed for a minute, but then the laughter died down to chuckles. "Maybe Hal would have turned out better if his parents had been stricter." 
That got my curiosity up. "What happened to Hal?" I asked. 
"He went bad," Ginny said. 
"Like a head of lettuce forgotten in the back of the vegetable drawer?" I said. 
"No, he dropped out of high school, joined a gang, and robbed a bank." 
"What? Hal robbed a bank? Hal Lindstrom? No." I couldn't imagine the harmless old man I knew from the cafe as a bank robber. He always tipped me a silver dollar, even when he only ordered a coffee. 
"Yes. They sentenced him to twenty years in prison," Ginny said. 
"But they let him out early for good behavior," Grandma Iris added. "He's been clean ever since." 
"At least as far as we know." 
"That's right." 
"Do you think he got the idea from reading Treasure Island?" 
"Don't be silly," Grandma Iris said. "Nobody gets bad ideas from reading classic books." 
I smiled to myself. The retired teacher in Grandma Iris was never dormant for too long. 
When we got home, I carried the luggage inside for Ginny. I put the suitcases in the extra bedroom. I wished that I'd had time to clean the bathroom and vacuum the rug before she arrived. But last minute guests get normal levels of cleanliness. 
The cousins changed clothes, back into something more casual now that we were away from the airport. I assumed they would want to settle in and have a little lunch. They surprised me by immediately putting on their walking shoes. 
Buddy saw the walking shoes and gave a soft bark of excitement. He followed them to the front door and stared at the leash. 
"Of course you can come," Grandma Iris told him. She bent down to clip on the leash and got a happy lick on the chin. "You can come too, Kelly," she added. 
I wasn't planning to go back to work, which left the rest of my day free. "Where are we going?" 
"We're going to have a look around the old house." 
That sounded interesting. I'd seen the outside before, but not the inside. "I'm in." 
We stepped out the door and Buddy's stumpy tail did a dance of joy. I smiled as the sweet scent of lilac hit my nose. The nights were still cool, but the spring sunshine had coaxed Marchville's lilac bushes into bloom. We walked down the street surrounded by clumps of light purple blooms. I did almost as much sniffing as Buddy did. 
"I just love lilac," I said, inhaling the perfume. 
"Me too. When we were little, Ginny and I used to hide inside a thicket of lilac bushes at the edge of the yard." 
"It was our pirate cave. Mama always pretended she didn't know where we were when we hid in there." 
"She was pretending?" Grandma Iris burst into laughter
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