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	Praise for 
A Change in Tune

	 

	Ashley Rescot created a colorful universe inhabited by endearing characters that all musicians can identify with. Her descriptive abilities bring us fully into the story, allowing us to experience the characters’ emotions. This enticing story of the Pearson sisters is a fun adventure in the life of blooming young musicians. I wish that book had been around when I was a young violinist, going through similar emotions!

	 

	-Dr. Renée-Paule Gauthier

	 

	Violinist, host for the Mind Over Finger podcast, and director of the Music Mastery Experience, https://www.mindoverfinger.com

	 

	 

	
	 

	A Change in Tune immerses you in a world of auditions, rehearsals, and a relatable story about coming into one's own as a musician and embracing your own dreams vs those imposed on you from the outside. I would have loved this book as a teen studying the violin and viola, and found it engrossing and enjoyable as a music educator too. Ashley Rescot brings to life great characters grappling with real-life issues and weaves in stories of family, faith, and interpersonal relationships that many will be able to relate to. 

	 

	-Christine E. Goodner 

	 

	Violinist, music educator, author of Beyond the Music Lesson: Habits of Successful Suzuki Families and Positive Practice: 5 Steps to Helping Your Child Develop a Love of Music, and host of the Time to Practice podcast, https://suzukitriangle.com/

	 

	 

	The composition of a satisfying musical score demands properly placed notes in order to create a pleasant and oft enjoyed tune. Similarly, in A Change in Tune, Ashley Rescot capitalizes on multiple artistic talents to offer listeners and readers a lyrical, well-paced, and entertaining story that showcases a broad cast of sympathetic and relatable characters. As an accomplished musician, Ashley knows the tension and pressure this world brings and writes and speaks from a place of authenticity.

	 

	-Mary A. Felkins

	 

	Author of inspirational books, including Call to Love and What the Morning Brings, https://www.maryfelkins.com/

	 

	 

	Step into the world of a musical family, with all of the accompanying  pressures, delights, and challenging decisions in Ashley Rescot's vivid new release, A Change in Tune. Whether music is your world or you, like me, aren't a musician, you'll find yourself caught up in Victoria's story, rooting    for her through her victories and failures as she navigates her role as the oldest sister, discovers love, and determines her place in the musical community. A seasoned musician, member of a large family, and woman of faith, Ashley taps into her vast experience and bright imagination to create relatable, realistic characters in an enjoyable story that takes an honest look at mental health. I have hope for an entire series featuring each of the unique Pearson sisters!

	 

	-Heather Wood

	
Historical author of Until We All Find Home and Until We All Run Free, http://www.heatherwoodauthor.epizy.com/      


			 

	 

	 

	 
Resources

	 

	To enhance your reading of this book, the author has assembled additional supporting resources, including:

	 

	
		audio playlists to share the music referenced in the book,

		music book club: “Fiction Fridays” on social media to connect with other fans,

		Questions for Reflection for educators or book clubs (also found at the end of this book),

		French glossary (also found at the end of this book), and

		an opportunity to connect directly with the author.



	 

	All of these resources and more can be found on the author’s website at: www.rescotcreative.com (or scan the QR code below).
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	Preface

	 

	As a lifelong violinist, one of my greatest gifts was growing up in a musical family. My mother, a singer and violinist herself, taught my four sisters and me to play violin from an early age. Some of my fondest memories revolve around us performing together with our grandmother, aunts, and cousins.

	It is important for me to note that, although my own four sisters were the inspiration for the Pearson girls, the characters are fictional and not direct parallels of any of us individually. (They’re also more dramatic than I’d like to think we were at their ages.) Instead, I see aspects of myself represented in each of the Pearson sisters throughout different phases of my life. 

	However, the collective love the girls show for each other (eventually) is representative of our own musical sisterhood. Growing up, my sisters and I always considered ourselves the modern Little Women. In writing this series, I hope that readers can experience the joy we share with each other by virtually becoming part of our musical family! 

	If you enjoy this collection, I would greatly appreciate if you could leave a review on your favorite retailer's website. This helps others discover the series and allows me to continue writing music fiction
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	Chapter 1

	 

	Victoria Pearson clutched the neck of her violin as musicians filed onto the stage of Belton University’s concert hall. Habit urged her to follow suit, but her new position as first chair kept her backstage––alone. Nervous anticipation quickened her pulse. A cacophony of flute trills and trumpet blasts bombarded her ears as the members of the orchestra warmed up. She smoothed the wrinkles in her black dress. This time, everything must be perfect.

	She ran her free hand through her brunette bob. The softness of her hair, like silk, soothed her shaking fingers. A glance at the elegant shape of her instrument made her giggle. Jerry Chang, the first-chair cellist, had compared her physique to the violin––tan from the sun and similar in shape with its hourglass curves.

	The conductor gestured with his baton-free hand for her to proceed. 

	A thrill of excitement shivered down her spine. She’d worked her entire college career to become first chair––concertmaster of the orchestra. Now, her senior year, she’d achieved her goal at last. Hopefully she could keep her position after the next round of auditions. Pride pulsed through her veins, followed by a wave of performance anxiety. She needed to lead the violin section with perfect precision to bolster her chances of acceptance to Johann Conservatory of Music for graduate school in New York.

	She drew in a deep breath as she stepped from behind the heavy black curtain onto the luminescent stage. The light’s glare forced her to blink. She strode next to the conductor’s podium, then bowed to the audience. The intense light continued to blind her. 

	Her heart pounded like a kettledrum. After a quick swivel to face the orchestra, she pointed a finger at the oboist to play the tuning notes. When his note pierced the air, Victoria nestled the violin in its accustomed place on her left shoulder, ready to tune the four strings. Her bow glided across the A, then the adjacent D. The low G peg had slipped, so she tightened it before tuning the high E string.

	After the tuning subsided, she took her seat in the semicircle of elite musicians who surrounded the conductor’s podium. Jerry, sitting opposite her, gave a quick thumbs up. Warmth spread to her cheeks. Was it the lights? Or something more?

	 “You’ve got this,” he mouthed. 

	“Thanks,” she mouthed back. Her knotted muscles began to unwind. He often had this effect on her. In contrast to her nerves, he always possessed a relaxed air at concerts. Handsome in his tux, black hair combed back, he resembled a younger version of the renowned cellist Yo-Yo Ma. Victoria met the dark eyes that sparkled behind large-rimmed glasses.

	As a round of applause greeted her ears, she turned to see the conductor. He extended his hand, and she reciprocated his firm grip. The curtain drew back again, and Victoria’s teacher emerged, violin in hand. Professor Chang’s navy gown swept the stage floor in a regal fashion as she took her place as soloist next to the maestro. Victoria’s gaze moved forward again to Jerry, who fiddled with his cufflinks, unmoved by his mother’s dramatic entrance. 

	The pressure of leading her section as her teacher played Tchaikovsky’s formidable Violin Concerto in D Major weighed on Victoria like a grand piano. One wrong entrance, and her career would be over. Her breathing accelerated. Professor Chang demanded perfection. 

	As the conductor raised his baton, Victoria nodded to bring in her section for the opening. Her breathing slowed in response to the music. Images of the peaceful, Midwestern plains surrounding this college town floated through her mind—waves of verdant cornstalks and colorful sunsets over fields of golden wheat. Perhaps Tchaikovsky had imagined a similar Russian landscape when he wrote the piece?

	The conductor pointed his baton in her direction, and she snapped back to awareness. Time for the violins to take the theme. 

	Her pulse raced. Although she’d enjoyed Professor Chang’s rendition, the opportunity to play the theme herself sent goose bumps down her arms. The melody welled up within her chest, and the music transported her to her childhood. In her mind, she ran through wheat fields with her four younger sisters on Gigi and Papa’s farm, free from the demands which now hung heavy on her at the music school. 

	Focus, Victoria. All too soon, her bucolic visions faded as Professor Chang retrieved the melody, and Victoria enjoyed a few moments of respite. If only she could play with such ease. Maybe after her studies at the conservatory...

	She straightened. Three measures until her next entrance. She placed her violin in position. Two. One. With a slight lift of her instrument, she swept her bow across the strings.

	At the opening of the second movement, a new, haunting theme filled the concert hall. A chill stole through her body. Unlike the previous movement, the ethereal lethargy of the second created a hollow ache in her chest. If she were an artist like her sister Adrienne, she’d paint this movement gray. Professor Chang’s instrument cried as though it concealed a tragic secret expressible through music alone. 

	As her teacher turned to face the orchestra at the close of the movement, something glistened on her cheek. Sweat … or a tear? 

	The bombastic third movement jolted Victoria back to attention. Like a marathon runner nearing the finish line, Victoria’s fingers sprinted over the fingerboard. This time, undeniable beads of sweat dripped down Professor Chang’s face. Jerry, in contrast to his mother, flicked his bow back and forth with ease. How did he make it look effortless?

	As the musicians neared the end, Victoria inched closer to the edge of her seat. Her heart drummed once more to keep up with her flying fingers. The bow sawed over the strings, and adrenaline flooded her as she joined Professor Chang in the final chord. Perfection.

	###

	A sense of euphoria enveloped Victoria as she and Jerry made their way backstage to the rehearsal room.  “Jerry, your mom’s rendition of Tchaikovsky... I have no words! Absolutely gorgeous. The first movement is beastly to play as the soloist of course, but the theme is pure beauty.” 

	Jerry opened his case and tucked the cello away. “I’m starving. Want to get something to eat?”

	Victoria stared at him. “ Did you hear a word I said?”

	“Of course.” He loosened his bow and swept a cloth over the strings to wipe off the dusty rosin. “You were rambling about Mom. She plays with emotion or something.”

	“Yes, the minor theme was absolutely gut-wrenching.”

	“I suppose.” Jerry organized the music in his folder.

	“Are you even listening?”

	“I am. I don’t gush over her like you do.” 

	“Well, I enjoy her performances. What’s wrong with that?” 

	He closed his case with a snap. “You didn’t have to grow up with her.” 

	Victoria pursed her lips. “As you well know, I grew up in a musical family, too. I know what it’s like to have a musician for a mother.”

	He blew a wisp of black hair out of his eyes. “Yes, but your mom is, well, more like a real mom.”

	“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

	“She’s just––”

	“Victoria!” The all-too-familiar voice pierced the air.

	A lone sunflower in a desolate field, her sister’s bright appearance contrasted with the other musicians still dressed in black.

	A moan escaped Victoria’s lips. “Adrienne.” 

	“I’m exhausted.” The thump of Adrienne’s viola case assaulted Victoria’s ears as it hit the floor. 

	Victoria arched an eyebrow. “Didn’t you enjoy the Tchaikovsky Violin Concerto, arguably the greatest violin piece ever written?”

	Adrienne sighed. “Why couldn't we play a work for a lesser-known instrument?” She lowered her short frame into a chair near Victoria’s case. 

	“Like the viola?” Victoria folded her arms across her chest.

	“Yes, for example.” Adrienne fluffed her blonde pixie haircut. “It’s more original than the violin.” 

	Victoria frowned. “Composers have always written popular works for violin.” 

	Crossing her legs, Adrienne’s ankle boot began to bounce up and down. “Well, I prefer original to popular.” Her foot, which bobbed with extreme vigor, kicked over Victoria’s violin case. “Oops.” Her tone belied her apology. Why couldn’t Victoria’s twenty-year-old sister stop acting like a teenager?

	Victoria slid her case closer to Jerry, away from Adrienne. “Is that why you’re wearing a yellow sweater when you should be in all black––to be original?”

	Adrienne’s ski-jump nose rose several inches into the air. “There’s no rule against changing attire after the concert. I need a little color in my life. Even if you don’t.”

	“The quality of the music should speak for itself, not the clothes you wear,” Victoria’s eyes scanned her sister’s ensemble. “But maybe viola players need something to compensate––”

	Jerry coughed. “I hate to miss a good viola joke, but I’ve heard them about a thousand times, and I need food. Are you girls coming or not?” 

	“Yes.” Victoria straightened her shoulders. “We need to discuss what to play for the service on Sunday.” As the first violinist of their string ensemble, the responsibility of the music selection fell to her.

	Adrienne popped up. “Let’s go to Café Chocolat. I’m dying for coffee.”

	“Sounds good to me.” Jerry opened the door, and the two exited the room. Victoria heaved a sigh. Her eyes lowered to her black dress. Perhaps she should have brought a change of clothes. Would Jerry have noticed? No time for such considerations now. She snatched her case and yanked open the door.

	As Victoria stepped into the hallway, a light shone from the dressing room backstage, door ajar. Who would still be there at this hour? Muffled crying disturbed the otherwise peaceful corridor. Curious, Victoria peered inside the room. A woman in a navy gown hunched in front of a large mirror, a small rectangular piece of paper clasped in her hand. Her whole body shook as sobs overtook her. Professor Chang.

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2

	 

	Jerry Chang maneuvered his bulky cello case through the café door and propped it open for the Pearson girls to enter. He couldn’t leave it in the car or the wood might crack from the heat. 

	A delicious aroma of roasted coffee and rich chocolate filled his nose. Man, he loved this place. Cozy and eccentric, its gourmet food appealed to French-pastry-loving patrons by day, and its vintage style and live music attracted students by night.

	 A tall, wavy-haired guy sang while he strummed a guitar on the wooden stage. His baritone and animated facial expressions commanded the attention of several giggling girls. Of course. They always fell for guitarists. Why couldn’t someone notice the cellists every once in a while? At least the guy’s voice was natural, sincere, and, to Jerry’s relief, in tune.

	He scoured the café for an open table. A young couple with their arms wrapped around each other had already commandeered the lumpy brown couch, and the patio table housed two girls with noses buried deep in biology textbooks. Probably what he should be studying right now. Ugh.

	A wooden sign on the wall read, “Life’s too short to sleep. Drink more coffee.” The barista, Victoria and Adrienne’s sixteen-year-old middle sister Marie, flashed a smile. Her dirty blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and her bright blue eyes sparkled.

	“I’ll take a latte and an éclair.” Adrienne pointed at the cream-filled pastry. “Jerry, do you want anything?” 

	“Just plain coffee and a ham and Brie sandwich.” Too much chocolate caramel mocha-whatever-it-was-called was sugar overkill.

	The hair on his arm prickled when Victoria brushed against him as she stepped up to the counter. A little too close for his own good. 

	Marie wiped her hands on her jeans and reached for the jar stuffed with tea bags. “Raspberry peach tea?” 

	“You know me too well.” Victoria grinned. “I’ll take a macaroon, too.”

	Adrienne lifted her chin. “It’s a macaron, not a macaroon.”

	Victoria rubbed her forehead. “Just because you speak French doesn’t mean we all want a lesson. Marie knew what I meant.”

	Those two girls. If only they’d lay off each other.

	“What flavor?” Marie pointed to the multicolored pastries. Smart way to dissolve an argument—with food. “The caramel apple is to die for.” 

	“Perfect.” Victoria said. “And a chocolate mint truffle to go.” 

	Jerry dipped his head in the direction of an orange couch in the corner. “Let’s grab that seat before it’s taken.”

	“Great.” When Victoria sat next to him, her intoxicating scent of roses and vanilla filled the air. His face grew warm. The café certainly was crowded.

	Her chestnut eyes bore into his. “I wanted to ask you something. As we were leaving the concert hall…”

	Concentrate on her face, you idiot.

	“I saw your mom crying in the dressing room. Any idea what was wrong?”

	Not another story about Mom. Why’d Victoria always bring her up in conversation? Didn’t they have better things to talk about?

	He sighed. “It was probably about the song. She’s nostalgic about that piece, is all. Tchaikovsky can really take it out of you.”

	Wrinkles creased her forehead. “ I don’t think that was it. She held something in her hand, maybe an old picture.”

	“Hmmm.” A lump formed in the back of his throat. He could take a wild guess who it was, but he didn’t feel like going into all that tonight. “Not sure. But on a different note, I heard Mr. Vatchev has a big announcement for tomorrow.” 

	She raised her eyebrows. “About what?” 

	Mr. Vatchev, the conductor of the Belton Symphony, also taught Jerry’s favorite class, History of Symphonic Literature. Any announcement from him always piqued his interest.

	“I don’t know yet.” But he let slip during cello sectionals that something was up.” 

	“Do you think it has anything to do with the Fall Concert?” Victoria’s pretty eyes sparkled with anticipation. 

	Jerry met her gaze and grinned. “I guess we’ll find out tomorrow.”

	“Scoot over a bit, Victoria, will you?” Adrienne squished between them and plopped her case in front. She craned her neck. “I wanted a spot closer to the musician.” 

	Of course she did. Only a year-and-a-half younger than Victoria, Adrienne knew how to catch a guy’s attention.

	“You’re not the only one.” Victoria nodded at the group of girls who huddled around the stage. 

	Jerry peeled off his tux jacket and loosened his bow tie. It wasn’t too bad, sitting on a couch with two girls. Except they were checking out another guy.

	Marie arrived with a wooden tray full of steaming liquid and handed each of them their drinks. 

	Victoria grabbed her arm. “Can you sit with us for a second? We need to decide what our string quartet should play at church Sunday.”

	After a quick glance at her fellow barista who was assisting the next customer, Marie took a seat on Adrienne’s case. “Make it quick. I’m on the clock.”

	“Careful with that!” Adrienne jerked the viola out from under her, and Marie tumbled to the floor. 

	Jerry couldn’t resist a smirk.

	“Watch it,” Marie exclaimed as she popped to her feet. “Where am I supposed to sit?” 

	Adrienne clutched her instrument. “Not on my case. You’ll break it. Don’t you know how expensive this is?”

	“Yeah, firewood isn’t cheap these days.” Victoria sneered.

	Adrienne scowled.

	“So, Victoria, what songs did you have in mind?” Marie asked as she stole a sip of Victoria’s tea. 

	“I was thinking of Handel’s Water Music.”

	Marie shook her head. “I don’t have time to learn something new.

	“I guess we could just play Pachelbel’s ‘Canon in D.’” Victoria took a bite of the macaron, then handed it to Jerry. 

	As he popped a piece into his mouth, a delicious blend of apple and caramel danced on his tongue.

	Adrienne crossed her legs. “Too cliché.” 

	Victoria turned to Marie and Jerry. “What do you think?” 

	Marie took several more sips of tea. “I don’t mind playing second fiddle, since we already know it. I’ve got too much on my plate right now to practice a lot, anyway.” 

	“What about you, Jerry?” Victoria retrieved her half-empty drink from Marie.

	Not exactly the most interesting song for the cello. “I mean, the bass lines are repetitive—” 

	“See, Jerry agrees with me!” Adrienne raised her cup in triumph.

	Jerry took a bite of his sandwich. How could he stay on Victoria’s good side? “I just prefer songs from the Romantic era.” Of course, his preference had nothing to do with the modern definition of romance. But he’d always held a soft spot for nineteenth-century music, an era of emotion and passion. More powerful than the formulaic music of the previous eras and a lot more interesting for the cello.

	Victoria straightened her shoulders. “Since we only have tomorrow to prepare, I think we need to stick with the Pachelbel.”

	Adrienne rolled her eyes. “I can play it in my sleep.”

	Marie swiped Adrienne’s coffee. “It’s fine with me.” She took a sip, then set the cup back down. “I’d better get to work.” She strode over to the counter.

	“Gigi also wants us to play the hymn ‘Chief of Sinners Though I Be.’” Victoria drained her cup. 

	Gigi, the girls’ maternal grandmother, had been their church organist for as long as Jerry could remember. 

	Adrienne groaned. “Why does she always pick songs about sin? Traditional hymns bore me to tears.”

	Victoria clanked her teacup on the table. “I can’t change the lyrics, and I don’t think they’re depressing. We all have to confront the sin in our lives.” 

	 “Ugh, you sound like Gigi.” Adrienne wiped chocolate icing from her pristine nails.

	Jerry took a sip of coffee. Time to diffuse the situation. “Victoria, why don’t you write a new arrangement to spice it up? You’re a great composer.”

	She paused a moment. Her facial features softened. He’d managed to chip away a fragment of her tough exterior. “Okay, I’ll give it a shot, if Gigi doesn’t mind.”

	Adrienne set down her éclair and looked straight at Victoria. “Don’t tell her.”

	Victoria winced. “I hate secrets.”

	Adrienne arched an eyebrow. “Really?”

	Victoria’s face turned as red as the macaron. What secrets was she hiding, anyway?

	The music stopped, and Jerry turned his head in time to see the blond guitarist approaching their couch. His stomach muscles tightened. Here to steal the girls.

	“I take it all y’all are musicians?” The guy pointed to their instruments, his voice thick with a Texan drawl.

	Adrienne flashed him a radiant smile. “Yes, we played a concert earlier tonight.”

	He grinned back, revealing beautiful white teeth. “My name’s Matt. Do any of y’all fiddle?”

	Victoria rolled her eyes. “I play violin.” 

	Good. At least she didn’t seem too enamored with the suave guitarist.

	Batting her long eyelashes, Adrienne placed her hand on Matt’s arm. “I can fiddle.” 

	Matt’s muscular biceps flexed as he stroked his stubbled chin. “You wanna join me for my next song?”

	“You mean improvise?” Adrienne’s face fell.

	“Sure.” He waved a large hand in the air. “It’s easy. Just follow my lead.”

	Adrienne’s eyes darted between the guitarist and her instrument, a look of uncertainty on her face.

	“What about you?” Matt turned to Jerry. “What do you play?”

	Jerry jolted back, surprised the guy had taken any interest in him. He tapped his large case. “Cello.”

	“Can you knock out a decent bass line?” Matt asked.

	“Sure.” Jerry shrugged.

	Matt clapped him on the back. “Then why don’t you join us, too?” 

	“Couldn’t hurt to try.” Jerry peeled himself off the couch to follow the guitarist. Maybe he’d score a couple extra cool points playing with the guy.

	The trio climbed onto the stage, instruments in hand. Matt’s voice boomed into the microphone. “Ladies and gents, a couple of guests will join me for my next song. On the fiddle, we have…” He handed the mic to Adrienne.

	She cleared her throat. “Adrienne Pearson.”

	Jerry winced. Viola, not fiddle.

	“And on bass…” He held the mic to Jerry.

	Cello, not bass. But he could play the part. Imitate the double bass players he’d watched in jazz combos. He leaned forward. “Jerry Chang.” 

	When Matt began to croon, Jerry plucked the strings of his cello with his forefinger. Maybe try a slap bass move. As he clapped his instrument in rhythm, the pulse of the music breathed new life into him, a sense of freedom. Although he’d never played the tune before, it turned out easy to pick up. Basic harmonic progression. 

	His gaze moved to Victoria, who smiled and waved. Too bad she wanted to move to New York for graduate school next year. And he’d be off to medical school wherever he could get in. His heart plummeted. Four more years of grueling education, not to mention residency after that. But Mom and Dad insisted it was the best path. 

	“Music’s not a good career for you,” his mom had lectured. “We music professors get paid horribly. Be a radiologist like your father. You’ll make good money.”

	If that’s what she believed, why had she insisted he practice three hours every day growing up,  just to rip music away from him? 

	Besides, he didn’t mind living here in a Midwestern college town nearly as much as Mom did. She considered anything less than a sprawling metropolis beneath her dignity.

	At the sudden key change, his mind returned to the music at hand. He glanced at Adrienne, who’d barely played a note. After a few bars of complete silence on her part, she’d resorted to an open D string drone. Not much of a fiddler. Her eyes were as wide as whole notes.

	All of a sudden, a flurry of commotion caught his eye. Marie had bolted from her post as barista, dashed to Victoria, and grabbed the violin case. She pulled out her sister’s violin, situated the shoulder pad, then climbed onstage next to him. Never knew what to expect from the Pearson sisters. This should be interesting.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 3

	 

	Victoria’s mouth fell open. What was Marie thinking?

	Marie tightened the bow. All eyes followed her, including Matt’s, whose widened in disbelief. She drew her bow over the strings and played a series of double stops in a long—short—short pattern. A simple rhythm, one of the first Victoria had learned as a child, but it matched the style of the song. Marie had spent the past two summers at a fiddle camp in Texas. It must’ve paid off. Her jeans and T-shirt blended well with Matt’s denim and flannel attire. The crowd began to clap along to the tune. Even Victoria’s foot tapped to the beat.

	When the song ended, Matt’s loud voice bellowed into the mic. “Who knew our barista tonight was a fiddler? Let’s give it up for…” He held up the mic to Marie.

	A shy smile spread across her face. “Marie Pearson.” 

	The audience cheered. Marie gave a slight nod. So modest. Everyone beamed except Adrienne, who crept offstage with an envious glance at Marie. Victoria took her last sip of tea and stood to congratulate the musicians. But when she turned around, she found herself nose to nose with Adrienne, a furious expression on her face. 

	Victoria stepped back.

	“Why did you let Marie borrow your violin?” The vein in Adrienne’s forehead throbbed. This couldn’t be good.

	Victoria shrugged. “I didn’t have much choice. Marie grabbed it and left. What was I supposed to do?” 

	“Take it back.”

	Hands fisted at her sides, Victoria took a deep breath to control her temper. Why did her sister care what she did with her instrument? 

	“Marie’s a good player. I don’t mind if she borrows it. Besides, it’s not like it’s a Stradivarius or anything.” If only she could get a better instrument before graduate school.

	“You wanted me to make a fool of myself. Marie totally showed me up with her fiddling in front of the new guy.” Adrienne stomped off. 

	After she disappeared from view, Victoria released her breath. Adrienne was probably still bitter about the time Victoria made her play the viola part from memory in front of the entire orchestra. What a disaster. Adrienne had sat, frozen, unable to produce a note. In the end, the second chair violist took her place for the rest of the rehearsal.

	Marie approached, the violin cradled under her arm. 

	“Great job.” Victoria patted her back. 

	“It was nothing.” Marie bent down to return the violin to the safety of its case, careful as always. She paused, bow midair. “Adrienne’s upset.”

	The muscles in Victoria’s jaw clenched. “Don’t worry about her. She’s jealous.”

	Marie tucked the bow into the case and turned the latch to click it in place. “I was trying to help her.”

	“I know. And you were wonderful. Quite the fiddler.” 

	A sigh escaped Marie’s lips. “Adrienne threatened that she might not play at church with us Sunday.”

	Wringing her hands, Victoria groaned. How could they perform a string quartet with only three people? 

	“In that case, I’d better go home and write the new hymn arrangement. Maybe Adrienne will change her mind if I give her something interesting to play.”

	“I hope so.” Marie returned to the counter.

	###

	As Victoria drove home, sounds of Tchaikovsky and fiddle music fused together in her mind. What an odd juxtaposition: the classical masterpiece and the folksy ballad. The first expressed a depth of genius she could only hope to master one day. But the simplicity of the other struck a chord she couldn’t ignore.

	On autopilot, Victoria turned onto her street where the double-story Pearson home rose into view. A smile spread across her face at the sight of the jovial scarecrow standing sentinel over the white brick house. The windows were down in her red coupe so she could enjoy the night breeze. As she pulled into the circle driveway, she breathed in the fragrant scent of roses. A festive fall wreath made of orange and gold leaves graced the door. How she loved this time of year. Her mother always decorated for the four seasons, but Victoria favored fall with its crunching leaves and vibrant-colored foliage. 

	She’d missed the comfort of home those first two years of college living in dingy dorm rooms. Junior year, most of the upperclassmen lived off campus anyway, so she’d moved back home to save money toward graduate school. Thank goodness she’d received a full ride for undergraduate with a music scholarship. Every penny counted if she wanted to live in New York next year.

	As the living room clock struck eleven, she snuck inside—best to keep quiet. She tiptoed up the winding staircase to the second-floor landing, where darkness reigned in three of the four bedrooms. A small ray of light shone under Victoria’s bedroom door. She hadn’t forgotten to turn it off before she left, had she? Only one person would be awake at the house at this hour.

	The door creaked open, and Victoria spotted Louisa, her fourteen-year-old sister, snuggled up in the four-poster bed, book in hand. Her brunette hair hung long over her fleece nightgown. 

	Victoria walked to the bed. “Louisa, why are you awake?” 

	Louisa set her book down. “Stella wanted to sleep, but I wasn’t tired.” 

	A laugh escaped Victoria’s lips. “Stella’s only twelve, and she needs her sleep. So, do you.”

	Louisa’s green eyes sparkled. “I couldn’t stop reading. Not in the middle of the story.”

	The pillow-like comforter called to her, so Victoria flopped next to her sister. “Understandable.”

	“How was the concert?” Louisa wiggled her feet under the sea of shimmering crimson.

	“The Tchaikovsky was amazing. Professor Chang’s interpretation blew me away.”

	“She’s a fabulous musician. But I don’t understand how she can play a solo in front of all those people.” Louisa shuddered.

	“I’m sure you get used to it over the years. New York-trained musicians develop a thick skin.”

	Louisa’s face fell. “You’ll be just like Professor Chang when you go to New York.”

	Victoria reached out to stroke Louisa’s long hair. The silky strands slid through her fingers like butter. “I promise I won’t forget about you. See?” Victoria pulled the chocolate box from her pocket. “I remembered.”

	As Louisa closed her eyes, she inhaled. “It smells delicious. Like mint.”

	“Your favorite.”

	“Who else went to Café Chocolat with you?” She bit into the truffle.

	“Adrienne and Jerry.” Victoria wished she’d bought an extra piece of chocolate for herself.

	Louisa looked up. “Marie was working?”

	“Yes. We discussed what to play at church on Sunday

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		Were you familiar with the composers mentioned in the story? Who was your favorite?

		The Pearson sisters and band bros play a variety of musical genres. Which is your preferred style? Why?

		Which character did you like best? What drew you to that person? 

		The seasons play a fun role in the stories. Which season is your favorite? How do you like to celebrate?

		Had you heard of a concerto before, where the musician performs a solo with the orchestra? Whose solo did you like best? Why?

		At her audition in New York, Victoria stands up for her values, even though it takes sacrifice. When have you stood up for what you believed was right? Was it worth the cost?

		Victoria chose to play a composition written by the eighteenth-century composer Joseph de Bologne. How can we increase awareness for minority composers?

		Although Jerry is passionate about music, his parents encourage him to pursue a different career. Is your family supportive of your career choice? If not, how can you help them better understand your decision? Do you believe Victoria’s large family helped or hurt the pursuit of her musical dream? Do you identify more with Jerry or Victoria in relation to your family?

		One of the characters in the story dealt with a significant mental health crisis. Unfortunately, this is often a widespread challenge for the music community. How can we help our fellow musicians who struggle in this area? What resources are available to people who face these challenges? 

		Faith plays an important role in the Pearson family. Do you adhere to a certain faith/philosophy? If so, does it affect your approach to music?



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		chocolat: chocolate

		voilà: here

		magnifique: magnificent

		Bonjour: Hello

		Je suis…: I am…

		haute couture: high fashion

		chérie: my dear

		quelle horreur: how horrible

		tarte aux fruits: fruit tart

		Grandpère: Grandfather

		Maman: Mom

		merci: thanks

		avec plaisir: with pleasure

		mon amour: my love
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