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For Bill, whose boyish spirit and devotion to the Colorado Rockies baseball team still inspire me today. Rest in peace.

	


Prologue

	October 1987, Boulder, Colorado

	“Oh, Eve, don’t tell me you’re going to work on that creative writing assignment now instead of going to the homecoming dance.”

	In her dorm room at the University of Colorado, Eve Barry was staring at the blank piece of paper in her typewriter, waiting for her poised fingers to produce something. She sighed and ran her fingers through her long, black hair as she turned to her roommate, Charlene Tucker, who was fresh from the shower, clad only in a black terry–cloth robe, her dark, wet curls  plastered to her head.

	“I’m really not interested in going to the dance, and this assignment’s due Monday. I went to the game this afternoon.”

	“Yeah, wasn’t that awesome? We creamed the Wyoming Cowboys.”

	“Wait a minute! You’re from Wyoming.”

	“Yeah, but I’m in Colorado, now, and we have something to celebrate. You really should come to the dance. I know you don’t have a date, but I’m sure Alex wouldn’t mind if you came with us.”

	“I really should work on this tonight, so I’m not cramming to get it done tomorrow on top of my other assignments, especially since I have writer’s block. With just about everybody at the dance, I shouldn’t have any distractions, and maybe something will come to me.”

	Charlene rolled her eyes and moved to her side of the room, where she switched on her bedside radio, tuned to a soft rock station. 

	“What was the assignment again?” she asked as she removed her bathrobe and began applying lotion.

	“I’m supposed to write about a memorable piece of clothing.”

	“That’s easy. Write about the dress you wore your first day of kindergarten, when you threw up all over the nun who hit you with a ruler for being late.”

	Eve almost laughed. “That’s not my story. You’re the one who went to a parochial school.”

	“So? It’s still a story. Your professor will never know the difference.”

	Eve sighed again. She wasn’t surprised by her roommate’s attitude. Charlene didn’t understand or appreciate literature the way she did.

	Eve watched Charlene finish applying lotion, dry her hair, and put on her undergarments, then rifle through her closet for something to wear. All the while, Charlene prattled on about Alex Smith, the boy who would accompany her to the dance, the captain of the football team—about how handsome he was in his uniform, how he could throw a ball and run. She realized why Charlene was suddenly loyal to the University of Colorado team and felt like throwing up.

	Finally, Charlene said, “Ugh! There’s nothing good here. If you’re not gonna go to the dance, could I borrow something from your closet?”

	“Sure.” 

	Eve was anxious for Charlene to leave. She turned back to her desk. 

	Hangers in her closet scraped against the metal bar as articles of clothing were shoved aside. 

	“Oh, look at this!” said Charlene.

	Eve turned and could only stare at the bright red dress she’d almost forgotten. 

	Charlene held the garment at arm’s length, admiring the three–quarter–length sleeves, low neckline, and gathered waist. “Oh, my God! This is beautiful! Where did you get it, and why do you keep it way off to one side in your closet?”

	Eve then heard on the radio the mellow strains of “Lady in Red,” the song she’d pushed to the back of her mind and hoped never to hear again. 

	Charlene laid the dress on Eve’s bed and hurried to her side. Kneeling and taking her hand, she said, “Hey, what is it?”

	Eve could hold back no longer. With tears streaming down her face, she said, “I wore that dress, and we danced to that song.”

	“Oh, God,” said Charlene, leaping to her feet. She hurried to her side of the room and turned off the radio, then returned. 

	The next thing Eve knew, she was crying on Charlene’s shoulder as her roommate knelt on the floor next to her chair and held her. The incident had occurred several months earlier, but the wound was still fresh. Finally, when no more tears would come, Eve sat up and blew her nose.

	“There’s your story,” said Charlene. “But maybe you’d better tell me first.”

	Eve found herself blurting it all out. 

	“Mom made that dress for my senior prom. I had a date with Trent Boyer, the cutest boy in school. He was the captain of the football team, and I loved watching him play.”

	“Wow, just like Alex.”

	“Yeah. Well, at the prom, we danced to that song, and I felt like I truly loved him, and I thought he loved me. Afterwards, he said he had to use the restroom. Other boys asked me to dance, and I got to talking with my friends, and when I looked around the gym later, I couldn’t find him. I asked my friends if they’d seen him, and they just shook their heads.”

	“Oh, gosh.”

	“Like I said, I thought he loved me. I didn’t think he’d leave me. I decided to go out to the parking lot to see if his car was still there. He’d dropped me off at the entrance, so I didn’t know where he’d parked. It took me a while to find his car, but I did, in a dark corner up against the fence by the football field. I looked in the window and saw two figures in the back seat.”

	“Oh, my God.”

	“I thought I was imagining things. I was on the driver’s side, so I opened that door, and of course the light came on, and there they were, Trent and my best friend, Adele Matthews. Or at least I thought she was my best friend.”

	Eve paused to fight back more tears, and Charlene asked, “Were they actually having sex, or were they just necking?”

	“They were totally naked. Of course they stopped when I opened the door, and they both looked at me like I was from another planet or something. I said a few choice words I’d learned from my dad, then slammed the door and ran back into the building.”

	“Good for you.”

	“I went to the restroom and cried my eyes out. Fortunately, no one was there. Then I washed my face and put on more makeup so I wouldn’t look as if I’d been crying. I went to the pay phone in the hall near the main office and called home. Mom answered, and she could tell something was wrong, so she came and picked me up.”

	“I’ll bet you didn’t want to go back to school after that.”

	“I didn’t, but Mom and Dad said it wouldn’t do any good to hide from my problems. I had to face them head on.”

	“What did you do when you saw Trent and Adele at school?”

	“I didn’t speak to them, and they never spoke to me. Other kids knew, I think, but nobody said anything to me about it. Boy, was I glad a few weeks later, when graduation came.”

	“I’ll bet. Have you heard from Adele or Trent since then?”

	“No. Adele was planning to come here with me and major in drama, like you, but I heard that Trent got her pregnant, and they ran off to Las Vegas to get married.”

	“So why did you bring that dress with you?”

	“Mom insisted I take it in case there was something formal here.”

	“Like the homecoming dance.”

	“I’m not going to the dance. You can borrow the dress if you want.”

	“You know, I can see why you put this dress off to one side. It’s only hurting you now. Let me take it off your hands. You don’t need it anymore.”

	“But my mother made it. Of course I wanted a store–bought dress, but she wanted to save money and make me one. She worked long days at her job as director of the public library. There were only two weeks left until the prom when I told her I wanted a new dress, so she stayed up nights and scrambled to get it done.”

	“Oh, you poor, homesick baby. Now you miss your mommy, who made this beautiful dress for you. Are you gonna cry now? Go ahead, crybaby. Cry.”

	Eve was stunned but shouldn’t have been surprised. Her roommate cared little about others’ feelings. Her sympathy and curiosity were only a ploy, and she would stop at nothing to get what she wanted. 

	“Fine, take the damn dress. I don’t care,” Eve said before turning away in disgust.

	Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Charlene slip the garment over her head. She had to admit it looked good on her.

	A few minutes later, there was a knock at the door. Charlene opened it, and a tall young man with dark hair and blue eyes stood on the threshold. 

	“Hi, Alex,” said Charlene. “I just need to grab my cigarettes, and we can go. Come in and meet my roommate.”

	“You’re not coming to the dance?” Alex asked after they were introduced.

	“No,” Charlene answered. “Eve’s going to stay here and write the great American novel. Or something like that.”

	“Wow,” said Alex with a smirk. “Good luck. I can’t wait to read it. Let’s go, babe.”

	After they left, Eve sighed, turned to her typewriter, placed her fingers on the keys, and started writing.

	


CHAPTER 1

	Summer 2012, Colorado Springs

	“Mom, where’s my Sugar Shack shirt?”

	On a Saturday afternoon in June, Eve Sawyer turned from her computer with a sigh and faced her seventeen–year–old daughter, Julie, who was standing in her home office doorway, fresh from the shower, clad only in a long t–shirt. 

	“Oh, honey, I’m sorry. I’ve been so busy with the proofs for Always that I haven’t gotten around to putting away the laundry. It’s still in the dryer.”

	Julie rolled her eyes. “God, I hate having a bestselling author for a mom.”

	As she flounced away to the basement to retrieve her shirt, Eve turned back to her computer. 

	Julie reappeared a few minutes later, the garment slung over her arm. “I found it, Mom. Thanks. I’m running late, so can I use the car to get to work?”

	“Sure. I’ll be busy with the proofs this afternoon, so I probably won’t be going out.”

	“Thanks, Mom. By the way, the mail’s on the hall table.” Julie gave her mother a quick hug before hurrying upstairs to dress.

	Eve shrugged. The only reason Julie had brought in the mail was that she was expecting the monthly issue of a teen magazine she enjoyed reading. Then again, Eve was proud of her daughter. Julie did well in school and would be starting her senior year in the fall. This summer, she’d found a job at a local ice cream parlor.

	A few minutes later, Julie came thudding down the stairs and hollered, “See you later, Mom.”

	In a couple of hours, Eve had finished proofing her manuscript. She emailed changes to her editor and went into the front hall to retrieve the mail. 

	She heard faint music and the chatter of voices coming from upstairs. Julie’s sister, Ashley, two years younger, was in her room with her best friend, Sylvia.

	Eve glanced at the clock on the wall above the hall table. It was nearly 3:00. Her husband, Greg, a high–school English teacher, had taken their son, Thomas, who was twelve, to Denver for a Colorado Rockies game. They would probably be getting home late.

	Eve retrieved the mail and returned to her office. She tossed the junk mail into a wastebasket, then spotted an envelope addressed to her. The letterhead in the top left–hand corner said, “Fowler Jr./Sr. High School Class of 1987.” 

	It was that time again, she realized. When she’d received invitations to previous reunions twice before, she’d ignored them.

	To her surprise, she found herself opening the envelope and gazing at the card. The reunion was to be held at the end of July, in a little over a month. Memories of her senior prom came rushing back, and tears dimmed her vision.

	When previous invitations had come, Greg had wanted to go, but after she’d told him the story, he hadn’t pushed the issue. What would he say now? She was tempted to throw the invitation away and not even mention it to him.

	Footsteps on the stairs interrupted Eve’s thoughts, and she turned as Ashley and Sylvia appeared in the doorway. 

	“Mom, can we go to the club and swim? Sylvia’s mom’s going there to play tennis, so she’ll pick us up.”

	Eve smiled, relieved to have the house to herself for a while. “Sure, honey. You’ll have to get your suit from the laundry room. I haven’t had time to put the laundry away yet.”

	“Okay,” both girls chorused before dashing off.

	Eve placed the reunion invitation on top of the pile of bills and turned back to her computer. 

	A few minutes later, a car horn sounded outside. Ginger, the family’s black Lab, who’d been snoozing in the living room most of the afternoon, barked a few times. 

	Ashley called, “Bye, Mom.”

	Eve almost didn’t respond, distracted as she was by the numerous messages in her inbox, which wasn’t unusual except for the one from Facebook. “Charlene Kingston wants to be friends.”

	The only Charlene she’d known was her college roommate, the one who’d manipulated her into giving her the red dress her mother had made for her senior prom. Relieved at the time, Eve had no longer wanted to think about that fateful night when she’d found her high school boyfriend in the back seat of his car with her best friend.

	When she’d come home for summer break after her freshman year of college, and the dress hadn’t been in any of her luggage, her mother had asked about it, and Eve had told her the whole story. Right away, she’d seen from her mother’s expression that she was hurt.

	“She called me a crybaby, Mom. I felt like I had no choice,” Eve had said.

	Her mother had turned away without a word. Ever since then, Eve had felt the guilt, even though her mother had never broached the subject again, acting as if nothing had happened.

	Now she clicked open the message from Facebook, wondering if this could be that old college roommate. Charlene had gotten pregnant and left before the end of the fall semester. Eve wished she’d taken the dress out of her roommate’s closet and hidden it.

	With trepidation, she clicked on Charlene Kingston’s profile. There was her picture. Even after twenty–five years,  she hadn’t changed much.

	Eve sighed and thought of her mother, now in a Fowler nursing home, confined to a wheelchair and suffering from dementia. Her father could no longer care for her at home and also run his bookstore. Her mother recognized almost no one and had probably forgotten about the dress. If Eve connected with Charlene, she reasoned, maybe she could find a way to get it back. Perhaps Julie could wear it to her prom next year.

	The clicking of Ginger’s nails on the floor in the hall and the jingling of her collar interrupted Eve’s thoughts. She turned as the dog loped into her office and to her side and placed her head on her knee. 

	“Oh, Ginger, I wish the kids would take more responsibility for you,” said Eve, stroking the dog’s head. “I’ve finished the proofs, now, so all I have to do is check email, and then we’ll go for a walk. Okay?”

	Ginger flopped onto the floor at Eve’s feet and looked up at her as if to say, “I’m holding you to that.”

	Eve smiled and turned to her computer, where she clicked the Accept button on Charlene’s friend request. 

	“We’ll see what happens,” she said. 

	In answer, Ginger wagged her tail, thumping it against the floor.

	


CHAPTER 2

	Half an hour later, Eve had finished reading and responding to email. She took Ginger for a long walk, stopping at a corner market on the way home. For the first time in two weeks, she planned to surprise her family with a home–cooked meal. Since she’d been busy with the proofs of her latest book, they’d eaten nothing but leftovers and take–out, so she knew her husband and children would be thrilled.

	Leaving the dog tied outside the store, she purchased hamburger and other items. After returning home and putting Ginger in the yard with a bone, she walked into the basement laundry room and groaned. Clean clothes were scattered on the floor and on top of the washer and dryer. She could never understand why the kids couldn’t put everything back in the dryer once they found what they needed.

	She’d discussed this with them many times. Julie’s response had always been, “Mom, if you’d only put the clothes away when they’re dry, we wouldn’t have to hunt for them.”

	Often, Eve had explained that she wasn’t the maid. She’d reasoned that her writing provided most of the income that paid for the house, food, clothing, and entertainment, and that when there was a deadline, that took priority. 

	Ashley and Thomas had always promised to try to do better, and Julie had always shrugged and said, “Whatever.”

	As Eve stooped to pick up garments, she vowed that the next time she found a mess in the laundry room, she would ground them all. She wished she’d done that a long time ago. The kitchen wasn’t in much better shape, but she would deal with that later.

	The phone rang while Eve was putting clothes away in the  master bedroom, which was on the ground floor. The caller ID on the bedside extension showed Ashley’s cell number. 

	“Sylvia and her mom invited me out for pizza tonight. Can I go?”

	“Not tonight, sweetie. I’m done with the proofs, so I’m making enchilada casserole for dinner.”

	“Oh, goody! Can I go to Sylvia’s house first? She and her mom can drop me off at home on their way to the pizza place.”

	“Sure. Your father and Thomas will be home late from the game, so we probably won’t eat until around 7:00.”

	After ending that call, Eve called Julie on her cell phone to find out how late her daughter would be working. 

	“I have to stay till closing,” Julie said.

	“Oh, that’s too bad,” said Eve. The Sugar Shack wouldn’t close until 9:00. “I’ll put some enchilada casserole aside, and you can eat when you get home.”

	“Oh, my God, you’re making enchilada casserole? Let me ask Michelle if I can leave early. She loves your books, by the way.”

	Michelle was the owner, and whether or not she was a fan of Eve’s books, she ran a tight ship, as Eve had discovered a couple of weeks earlier, when she, Ashley, and Thomas had surprised Julie at work soon after she’d started the job. 

	Their presence had made Julie so nervous that she’d dumped a big scoop of ice cream on the floor. Michelle had been livid. 

	Afterwards, Julie had said, “Mom, don’t ever go in there again while I’m working, okay?”

	Eve said, “Honey, it’s not a good idea to ask for time off at the last minute. Michelle may need you. It’s Saturday night, and there’ll be a lot more demand for ice cream than usual. There’ll be plenty of casserole left over, and you can heat it up in the microwave when you get home. I picked up some ice cream at the store, so I promise we won’t go down there after supper and make you nervous.”

	“Whatever,” said Julie with a sigh. “I gotta go. Michelle’s giving me a dirty look.”

	By 6:00, the clothes were put away and the casserole was in the oven. At 6:30, Greg called.  

	“Hi, babe. We’re just getting off the freeway and should be there shortly. What would you like me to pick up for dinner? Thomas wants pizza. Never mind the fact that he had two hot dogs, a super–sized order of fries, a milkshake, and half a bag of peanuts.”

	Eve laughed. “Only half a bag of peanuts?”

	“We split a bag.”

	“And the Rockies creamed the Dodgers,” said Thomas.

	“That’s great, honey,” said Eve. “You guys don’t need to pick up dinner. I finished the proofs this afternoon, so I’m cooking.”

	“Wow, terrific, honey,” said Greg. “That’s the last batch, isn’t it?”

	“For this book it is.”

	“What are we having?” asked Thomas.

	“Enchilada casserole.”

	“Oh, boy!”

	“I’ll swing by The Sugar Shack and pick up a quart of ice cream,” said Greg. “Thomas wants Moose Tracks.”

	“Yeah!” said Thomas.

	“I already got vanilla ice cream, hot fudge sauce, and nuts,” said Eve. “Besides, didn’t I tell you what happened the last time we went in there while Julie was working?”

	“Yeah, Julie spilled ice cream all over the floor,” said Thomas.

	Greg chuckled. “I think she’s had plenty of practice scooping by now. Besides, she didn’t tell me not to go in there while she was working.”

	Eve sighed as she hung up the phone. Julie had always been her daddy’s little girl.

	A few minutes later, Ashley hurried in the front door and dashed into the kitchen. 

	“The boys should be here soon,” Eve said. “Why don’t you set the table?”

	“Sure, Mom,” Ashley said before grabbing silverware and napkins and hurrying into the dining room.

	Ginger, still in the back yard, barked as Greg’s car pulled into the garage. 

	Moments later, the back door burst open, and Eve was stunned to see Julie rushing in, wearing a big smile, with Greg and Thomas close behind. 

	“What the—” said Eve, clasping her hands in front of her in a silent hope that her daughter hadn’t lost her first job.

	“Michelle gave me some time off,” Julie answered.

	“I charmed her,” said Greg.

	“He more like flirted with her,” said Julie.

	Greg ruffled his daughter’s hair. “Maybe you should be a writer like your mom, despite your bad English grades. I did not flirt with Michelle. I gave her my biggest smile and explained that Julie’s mother, Eve Barry Sawyer, bestselling author, just finished the last round of proofing for her latest book, and that Julie needed to celebrate with her family. The smile Michelle gave me could have lit an entire room.”

	Julie giggled. “You’re the one who should be a writer, Dad. I told you she likes your books, Mom.”

	“Anyway,” said Greg, “Michelle said Julie could come home and eat, and then we’re all supposed to go back to the Sugar Shack, where the scoops will be on her, and Julie can finish her shift.”

	“Dad also asked her for a date next Saturday,” said Julie.

	Greg gave his daughter a playful punch on the arm, and she yelped in mock pain. 

	Eve laughed and said, “That’s enough, you two. Supper’s almost ready.”

	As Julie scampered off, Thomas said, “Mom, the Rockies won. Maybe they’ll make the World Series, like they did five years ago.”

	“We’ll see about that,” said Greg. “They haven’t been doing that well, so let’s not get our hopes up. We’d better go wash our hands for supper. By the way, honey, it smells delicious.” He planted a quick peck on her cheek.

	Minutes later, they were all seated at the dining room table, enjoying enchilada casserole and tossed salad. 

	Thomas paid little attention to his food. It was no wonder, given all he’d eaten at the game. 

	Eve was tempted to tell him that if he didn’t finish his meal, he wouldn’t get ice cream, but she didn’t have the heart. It wasn’t often he had a chance to go to a baseball game with his father. Why spoil it?

	The boy looked up and grinned. “Someday I’m going to play for the Rockies, and then they’ll win the World Series. Batter, batter, batter, SWING!” He flung his arm in front of his body to illustrate his point, and Eve was grateful he didn’t knock over his milk.

	“That ball is not coming back,” said Thomas, mimicking a radio announcer they’d once heard. “It’s a home run for Tom Sawyer.”

	“Okay, Tom Sawyer, but you’d better whitewash the fence first,” said Ashley with a grin.

	Eve smiled as she remembered Greg reading Mark Twain’s classic to the kids when they were old enough to understand it. She was proud that they still remembered the story.

	“That reminds me,” said Greg. “Our fence could use another coat of paint.”

	“You’ve got to be kidding,” said Thomas.

	“Yeah,” said Julie through a mouthful of food. “And there’s no nigger here you can get to do it for you.”

	As she’d done many times before, Eve wanted to tell her daughter not to talk with her mouth full, but she knew it would be a waste of breath. She said, “Julie, we don’t use that word here.”

	“But Mark Twain used it,” said Julie.

	“Back in those days, people didn’t know any better,” said Eve. “Now we should never use that word. How would you feel if you were black and somebody called you that?”

	“Whatever,” said Julie, returning her attention to her plate.

	“Do I really have to paint the fence?” asked Thomas.

	“Not by yourself,” said Greg. “We’ll do it together tomorrow.”

	“I thought you said we could play catch tomorrow,” said Thomas.

	“We can do both,” said Greg.

	“Mom, while they’re doing that, could we go to Fowler and see Grandpa’s bookstore?” asked Ashley.

	“Ugh,” said Julie through another mouthful of food.

	Eve sighed. Her parents had also been neglected while she was busy with the proofs. She hadn’t even called her father.

	None of the kids enjoyed visiting their grandmother in the nursing home. Julie didn’t care much for the bookstore, but Ashley, being a more avid reader and having taken a recent interest in the young adult books her mother wrote, loved spending time there. Thomas didn’t have a preference as long as he could watch a ball game on TV or play catch or do something else fun.

	Eve turned her attention back to Julie. “Honey, don’t you have to work tomorrow?”

	“Oh, yeah, that’s right,” said Julie, looking relieved.

	“Actually,” said Eve, “since tomorrow is Sunday, the store won’t be open, so let’s go Monday. Julie, I’m pretty sure you have that day off, so you can come with us. Thomas has his tennis lesson, so it’ll be just us girls.”

	“Do I have to?” asked Julie.

	“Oh, I almost forgot,” said Ashley. “I talked to Grandpa last night. He said he hired a ‘good–looking boy’ to help him  over the summer.

	“Oh, really?” said Julie.

	Ashley nodded, and Eve said, “That settles it, then.”

	Late that night, after the family had finished dinner, eaten ice cream at The Sugar Shack, and watched a movie together, Eve and Greg were snuggled in bed with the radio tuned to a soft oldies station. 

	Eve winced as the mellow chords of “Lady in Red” floated through the room. 

	Greg turned the radio off. 

	“That reminds me,” said Eve. “I received a friend request today from Charlene Tucker, my old college roommate, the one who bullied me into giving her the red dress. Can you believe that? She’s Charlene Kingston now.”

	“Wow! Did you accept her request?”

	Eve sighed. “I did. Maybe I shouldn’t have, but maybe there’s some way I can get that dress back.”

	“You think she might still have it after twenty–five years?”

	“I don’t know,” said Eve, nuzzling her head close to his.

	He pulled her into his arms and said, “Honey, let’s not worry about it now. You’re my lady in red, and that’s all that matters to me.”

	 

	


CHAPTER 3

	“Mom, who’s Charlene Kingston?” asked Ashley a couple of days later. 

	Eve and the girls were driving to Fowler. Ashley sat in the passenger seat next to her mother, her nose in her phone. Julie was in the back seat, wearing her earbuds.

	Startled, Eve swerved slightly. “Why do you ask, honey?” she said, getting the car back under control.

	“She left a comment on your Facebook page,” answered Ashley. “Want me to read it to you?”

	Eve had forgotten about Charlene since she’d received her friend request two days earlier. She hadn’t had time to check her Facebook page that morning before they left. “Sure,” she said, not knowing what to expect.

	“Hi, Eve,” Ashley read. “I’m really surprised you accepted my friend request. I didn’t think you would. I know I’m probably the last person you want to talk to, but my daughter Brenda and I really enjoyed your book Journey Ahead. Brenda is fifteen and will be a sophomore in high school in the fall. I should have known you’d be a bestselling author because you spent all that time in college at your typewriter. Message me and send me your email address. I hope to hear from you soon.”

	“Wow, Mom, why did you use a typewriter in college?” Ashley asked.

	“Because in those days, not many people used computers yet,” Eve answered.

	“No wonder Charlene and her daughter liked Journey Ahead. Mom, I wish you and I could take a road trip together like the mother and daughter in your book.”

	“That’s a nice idea, but remember, Angela had just gone through a bitter divorce, and she and her only daughter, Samantha, took the trip in order to heal. Your father and I are nowhere near getting divorced, and I hope we never will be. Besides, we couldn’t leave Julie and Thomas.”

	Ashley was silent for a moment, then said, “You know, I’m the same age as Brenda, and I’ll be a sophomore in the fall. Could she and I message back and forth?”

	“I don’t see why not, if it’s okay with Charlene.”

	“I’ll reply to Charlene’s comment and tell her we’re driving to Fowler to visit Grandpa, but you can message her when we get home.”

	“That would be great. Thanks.”

	After a while, Ashley, her nose still in her phone, said, “Oh my God, Charlene replied to my comment. She said it would be great if Brenda and I were to correspond. Brenda hasn’t been doing much this summer except mope around. I wonder why.”

	“I don’t know, honey.”

	“Anyway, she says if you’ll message her later, she’ll give you Brenda’s email address.”

	“Okay. Tell her we’ll be home late this afternoon. I’ll get in touch with her then.”

	A few minutes later, Ashley said, “She said that’s fine and to have a nice visit with Grandpa.”
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