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Chapter One
n

TWELVE YEARS AGO, CAROLE SAMUELSON WAS, UNFORTUNATELY,
burning the candle at both ends.
She met Grayson Smith in Boston at the Museum of Fine Arts
where she worked as a docent and filled in at the museum gift shop.
There was an immediate attraction, and they started to date.
Carole was a slim, beautiful woman with long, blond hair. She
had recently graduated college with a degree in art and art history,
which qualified her for the job at the museum.
Grayson lived in California but made frequent trips to Boston
for his antiques business. He would call in advance and ask Carole
to keep certain dates free for him. She could not deny their strong
attraction, but their age difference disturbed her. He was thirty-four
and she was twenty-two. An endearing squeeze of her arm or a peck
on her cheek was the only affection Grayson showed her.
On the other end of the burning candle was Peter Jones.
Carole had been with Peter for about a year. Even though she was
getting more serious with him, she continued to see Grayson.
Eventually, she felt it was unfair to see Grayson and Peter at the
same time. She broke it off with Grayson after six months. He was
hurt deeply. He knew she had another relationship and was jealous,
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but to abide by her wishes, he never called her again.
Peter and Carole’s life together was cut short due to a fatal auto
accident that left her a single mother of a six-month-old daughter,
Samantha. Life became very difficult for Carole. After Peter’s passing, mother and daughter lived with her parents, who helped with
Samantha’s care, and Carole began to heal.

n
Now, twelve years later, Grayson was sitting across the table from
Carole at her best friend’s daughter’s wedding reception. What will
be his reaction? she wondered. I hope it’s favorable.
Grayson had thick salt-and-pepper hair, drove an expensive classic car and had maintained his nice build and good looks. Men
often check out beautiful women. Women absolutely checked out
Grayson Smith.
Carole was attired elegantly but simply in a peach dress that
complimented her slim figure. The male guests couldn’t keep their
eyes off her.
Grayson couldn’t believe his good luck. We first met twelve years
ago, he thought. Now there she is sitting across the table from me. I
know she remembers me. I hope she’s unattached.
After the champagne toast by the best man and a few other wedding traditions, the band started up. “We’ve danced before,” Grayson said to Carole. “Shall we try again?”
A good reaction, Carole thought. With a smile, she accepted without a word and walked to the dance floor with Grayson. Their
conversation consisted of how each knew the bride and groom and
their lives since they said goodbye here in Boston so many years
ago.
Grayson expertly guided Carole around the floor. The dance was
short. Thoughts were rushing; It’s like we never parted. How good she
feels in my arms. This is nice.
Dinner was being served when they returned to the table. Now,
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it was good manners to talk with their dinner partners. Grayson
and Carole slyly kept tabs on each other during the long, five-course
banquet.
At the conclusion of dinner, one of the bridesmaids came over to
the table and gave Grayson a kiss and a friendly hug. They chatted
enthusiastically for a few moments before she returned to the head
table. Carole watched their discussion and wondered about the
attractive woman. Maybe Grayson is married, but she wasn’t wearing
a wedding band.
Before the wedding cake was served, there was time for another
dance. Grayson eagerly took Carole in his arms for a second time.
This dance was slow and romantic. It was apparent that they both
enjoyed it.
“Let’s have a brandy in the hotel lounge after the reception,”
Grayson suggested with a broad smile. “It will give us a chance to
catch up.”
Lovely idea, Carole thought. “Yes, I’d enjoy it,” she said, returning his smile and remembering that they always had had a brandy
at the end of their evenings in the past.
The wedding cake was served followed by a long wait for coffee
then the bride and groom danced to “The Circle of Life” before
saying goodbye to their guests.

n
Carole yawned as she walked into the lounge on Grayson’s arm for
that promised brandy.
“You’re tired?” he asked.
“I’ve had a couple of sleepless nights. I’m a single mother; Samantha is an active ten-year-old. She has been sick and sleepless the past
few nights, so I haven’t slept much either.”
Good, thought Grayson, she’s not attached.
“You must fill me in; describe your life since Boston,” he said.
“No, you go first,” she replied.
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“As you know, I grew up in Southern California, an area I still
love. In fact, I have a house quite near the beach in La Jolla and a
successful antiques shop there, Smythe Antiques. I travel all over
the world buying and selling antiques; a very profitable business,
which allows me to make La Jolla my home. I specialize in European antiques but will search out any period or style for my clients.
“Did you know I go to say, England, to buy antiques? Then the
English come over here and buy them back! It’s a crazy business,
but I love it. You may remember that my father sold antiques. I
inherited his fondness for virtually anything old.
“During these past twelve years, I also took courses to fill my
time when I wasn’t traveling and to help me forget you. I took
classes in gourmet cooking, home improvement, and bartending.
This new knowledge improved my social life, making me useful to
my friends, feeding them, helping them with repairs, and soothing
them. But none of these activities kept you from my thoughts.
“I was married briefly to Janice McDonald. Her brother Michael
is my best friend. The bride today is his daughter. Janice was the
wrong woman, I guess. We parted friends, and we’re still friends. In
fact, she was a member of the wedding party today.”
Good, Carole thought, he’s not married.
“So how can the bride be your niece and I didn’t know it?” he
asked.
“Ellen isn’t my niece; her mother is a good friend, so she’s always
called me ‘Auntie.’ We’re close; we’ve been especially close now that
she lives in Boston. When she was a college student here, she often
babysat for Samantha.”
“It’s a small world. My friend is married to your friend. I’m even
more surprised that it’s been twelve years since Boston,” said Grayson. “Now, it doesn’t seem that long ago.”
“Seeing you again seems to have erased time,” said Carole, looking at her watch. “It’s late, I should go.”
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“I’ll drive you home.”
“I have my car.”
“I’ll follow you; it’s very late.”
“All right. I live at Dartmouth and Beacon in the Back Bay next
to the Cabots,” she said.
“The Lowells speak only to Cabots and the Cabots speak only to
God, or something like that; those Cabots?”1
“Oh yes, something like that. I occasionally see Godfrey Lowell
Cabot getting into his limo. He looks like a colorful character. I’d
like to photograph him sometime, but I haven’t had the courage to
ask him.”
Grayson walked Carole to her car in the hotel parking garage,
guiding her with a hand on her back. As it turned out, his car was
nearby. He followed her through the streets of Boston, doubleparked next to her on Beacon Street, and took her hand as he
walked her to the door.
The touch of his hand sent a thrill charging through her.
“I have garage space behind the building,” she said, “but sometimes it’s safer to park here on the street. Late at night, you never
know who might be lurking in the back alley.”
“May I call you tomorrow?” he asked. “Thanks to the long holiday weekend, I’ll be in Boston for two more days.”
To conceal her excitement and accomplish a quick good night,
she answered, “I’m in the phone book under Jones. I’d like to see
you again to catch up further on those twelve years.”
“Goodnight, Carole.” He smiled, squeezed her hand, and left.
Wow, thought Carole, as she let herself in, I can’t believe this;
Grayson Smith, of all people! I thought I’d never see him again. I could
have contacted him after Peter passed away. Why didn’t I?
Her thoughts were still on Grayson when she checked the guest
room where the sitter was staying overnight and when she looked
in on Samantha. All was well in her top-floor condo. Before falling asleep with a happy smile, she thought about her evening
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with Grayson.

n
The next morning, Grayson paced the floor of his hotel room after
a sleepless night. He couldn’t get Carole out of his thoughts. Now
he was impatient to call her, but he didn’t want to call too early. He
didn’t want to seem overly anxious.
He ordered room service for breakfast and ate slowly until it was
an appropriate time to call her.
Grayson finally called Carole at eleven. “I’m flying back to the
West Coast at five o’clock on Monday afternoon. Can we do something together today or this evening?”
“I try to keep Sundays free to spend time with Samantha. Let’s
have an afternoon picnic at the Esplanade on the Charles,” Carole
offered.
“I’d like to meet Samantha, and I’ll bring dessert,” he said,
accepting her invitation. “You can expect me at two-thirty.”
“Samantha,” she called after she had hung up, “We’re having a
picnic at the Esplanade with an old friend of mine. Finish your
homework, and I’ll put together our picnic.”
“What friend?”
“He’s Ellen’s father’s friend. You know, I went to her wedding
yesterday. His name is Grayson Smith. We knew each other twelve
years ago before I married your father, before you were born.”
Carole rushed through the shower in preparation for Grayson’s
arrival. She had spent the entire morning reading the Sunday paper,
sipping coffee, and thinking of him. The doorbell rang promptly at
two-thirty, just as Carole was slipping her camera into the picnic
basket. She instructed Grayson to take the elevator to the fifth floor
and buzzed him in.
“Nice place,” he said as he came through the open door. “You
have a spectacular view of the river.” Giving her a pleasant smile, he
reached for her hand and squeezed it affectionately.
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At the sound of his deep voice, Samantha bounded out of her
room.
“Hi,” he said. “You must be Samantha.”
“Yes,” she said, “and you’re mom’s old friend.”
“Old? Well, I hope not,” he said with a laugh. “Let’s see, your
mom told me you’re ten. Would that mean you’re in the fifth
grade?”
“Yes, I go to school in Cambridge, where I stay over except on
weekends. I don’t have school tomorrow because it’s Columbus
Day.”
“It’s always nice to have a holiday. Maybe I can make it special,”
he added.
“How?” she questioned.
“Later,” he whispered, putting his finger to his lips.
Carole took a blanket from the top of the coat closet. “Let’s go,”
she said. “The afternoon weather gets cool earlier now in October.”
She handed Grayson the picnic basket and gave Samantha the blanket as they went to the elevator. Pushing the elevator button, they
started on their outing.

n
Leaving the building via the basement brought them to a courtyard,
through the garage, and out to the back alley. As the three of them
strolled down the alley toward the footbridge over Storrow Drive,
Samantha told Grayson about her school.
“Over there, across the river, see the tall church steeple? My
school is next to that church. Maybe you could come to one of my
soccer games sometime. I play goalie, and I’m very good.”
“And she’s very modest,” Carole said laughingly.
“That’s a difficult position to play.” Grayson said with admiration. “Yes, I’d like to watch a game sometime.”
The warm afternoon had enticed joggers, walkers, picnickers,
dogs, and even cats on leashes. A few sunbathers were catching the
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autumn rays. The trio found a suitable spot near the reflecting pool
where young boys and elderly men were intent on sailing their
graceful pond yachts. Carole spread out the blanket as Grayson
produced a tennis ball to play catch with Samantha.
What an easy way he has with her, thought Carole. I’m eager to
hear what else he has to share with me about life since Boston. She set
out the containers of food, a bottle of shiraz, and soft drinks along
with paper plates and other picnic gear.
“Time to eat!” Carole called.
A smiling Samantha ran to the blanket. “He’s nice,” she said.
Pretending not to hear her, Grayson knelt on the blanket and
opened the wine.
They leisurely devoured the picnic and talked about Samantha’s
school, her interest in soccer, and the people around them.
“Before dessert, I’d like to take some photographs of those pond
yachts,” said Carole. “The late afternoon light will give the photos
a special luster.” After asking their permission, Carole snapped a
few pictures of the sailors and their boats at various angles.
While Carole was thus occupied, Grayson took Samantha aside.
“I promised to bring dessert. Since I didn’t, I thought you might
like to choose what we’ll have. Where can we get something special?”
Without hesitation, Samantha replied, “We could get ice cream
over on Newbury Street.”
“Perfect.”
“They sell candy, too,” added Samantha.
After putting away her camera, Carole asked about dessert.
“We’re going over to Newbury Street to get ice cream,” said
Grayson.
“Delicious! Let’s pack up and go. We can drop off the picnic
basket in the lobby on the way.”

Chapter Two
n

ON THE WALK OVER TO NEWBURY STREET, SAMANTHA BOMBARDED
Grayson with questions. “Grayson, where do you live? I’ve never
seen you before. How do you know my mother? How long are you
staying in Boston?”
“I live in La Jolla, in California, near San Diego. You haven’t seen
me before since I don’t come to Boston very often. I know your
mother very well; we met twelve years ago at the Museum of Fine
Arts where I was doing research. I’m an antiques dealer. I’m in Boston just one more day.”
As they walked, Samantha asked more questions. “Where are you
staying? Do you have any friends here?”
Grayson looked at Carole. “I’m getting the third degree.”
“She’s obviously very curious,” said Carole.
“To answer you, I’m staying at the Taj, and I have a few friends
who live in the area.”
“Enough of these questions,” Carole said as they arrived at the
ice cream shop. “Let’s go in and enjoy our dessert.”
Smiling at Samantha, she added, “And, maybe some candy.”
Over ice cream, Grayson asked Carole about her photography.
“I got interested in photography as art through a high school art
9
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teacher. I’ve even sold a few photographs and have had a few published. Now, I’m considered a freelance photographer. My best, or
at least my favorite ones, are of puffins. I took them a couple of
summers ago in Maine,” she said.
“Puffins, they are the large birds with extra-large orange beaks,
right? I’m not very familiar with them. Puffins don’t inhabit Southern California.”
“Yes,” answered Carole. “Hunters had wiped out the birds on
almost all of the islands off the coast of Maine by nineteen hundred. They wanted their meat, eggs, and feathers. They were reintroduced in the mid-nineteen-seventies to Eastern Egg Rock, a
small island where the last recorded puffin was found in eighteen
eighty-five. Now there are at least a hundred birds on the island.”
“How do you know so much about them?” asked Grayson
“We visited a museum in Rockland, Maine, where you can watch
by video camera the birds’ activities on Eastern Egg Rock, twenty
miles away. You can hear them, too. Their call is sort of a low growl,
not a high-pitched chirp like most birds. I took my photos on a
boat tour to Machias Seal Island off Canada.”
“Well, that’s a lot of information. I’d like to go up there sometime,” said Grayson. Then smiling, he thought, I’d also like to take
you to ecstasy and back sometime.
“They’re beautiful,” said Samantha. “They remind me of penguins. Oh, we say ‘down’ here.”
“Down?”
“We say ‘down Maine’, not ‘up to Maine’.”
He laughed. “I stand corrected.”
“After we’ve finished our ice cream, I’ll show you,” said Carole.
“I have some puffin photos hanging in my guest bath,” How clever,
she thought, I’ve conveniently invited him to extend our time
together.
Grayson bought peanut butter fudge for Samantha when she
timidly mentioned that it was her favorite candy.
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With the day getting colder, they hurried pass the exclusive shops
along Newbury Street and back to Beacon Street.
Because of the impromptu picnic, Samantha had not finished her
homework and reluctantly went to her room to do so. “Thanks for
the fudge,” she said, smiling at Grayson.
Carole stowed the picnic basket in the kitchen, then showed
Grayson her photographs hanging in the guest bath. The striking
black and white birds with their bright orange beaks were a perfect
contrast to the room’s black and white color scheme.
“May I see more?” he asked.
Carole gave him a tour of the condo. Her pictures were in every
room; some were in color, some in black and white. In the hallway
leading to the bedrooms, there was a gallery dedicated to Samantha
from a tiny baby to the present.
All of Carole’s photos seemed to meet with Grayson’s approval,
considering his comments. Complimenting the bright red and
green color scheme, there were more black and white photos in the
spacious kitchen.
“I can’t help noticing you have some fine antiques,” Grayson
commented.
“Samantha’s father inherited them from his parents. I like to mix
them with contemporary furniture. I don’t like a room that is overly
antiqued.”
“You’ve done a good job. I try to do the same at my house. May
I see you tomorrow?” Grayson asked. “I’m free until three. Maybe
you could get a sitter for Samantha. We have some important things
to discuss.”
“Yes, I’ll get a sitter. Let’s have lunch at the Museum of Fine Arts
for old time’s sake.”
“Good idea,” he said. He affectionately took her in his arms for
a tight embrace and a long kiss on her slender neck, each movement
a tease for the next. Then he kissed her on her willing lips. She
responded warmly.
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“Thanks for a splendid afternoon,” said Grayson. “See you
tomorrow. I’ll pick you up at eleven. Say goodbye to Samantha for
me. She’s a delightful girl. I enjoyed her refreshing personality.”
Riding down the elevator, Grayson’s thoughts were centered on
Carole. She seems to have renewed my feelings for her, and I think she
feels the same for me. I must move slowly; I don’t want to lose her as I
did twelve years ago. She is even more precious to me now.
After Grayson left, Carole leaned against the door, her heart beating a little too fast. That was our first kiss; it was beautiful. He seems
to have renewed my feelings for him. I must be cautious; I don’t want
to lose him.
In bed that night, Carole’s thoughts were still on Grayson. Why
did we part so abruptly so long ago? It was my fault; I broke it off. It
was either Peter or him, and then there was the age difference. At lunch
tomorrow, I hope we’ll reach a mutual understanding.

n
When Carole first met Grayson at the museum, he was there to do
research. Three rooms with architectural wood carvings designed
by Samuel McIntyre of Salem, a renowned eighteenth-century architect and craftsman, were located in that gallery. The carvings had
been dismantled from a North Shore Federal-style mansion and
reconstructed at the museum. Grayson had a great interest in the
furniture. When they met, he asked Carole a few questions about
the various pieces.
A few days later, Grayson returned on the pretense that he needed
to examine the furniture once more. Carole recognized him and
asked him why he had come back.
“Two things,” he said. “First, I want to check out the highboy
and bed again. I think I’ve seen identical pieces in Kentucky. Second, would you join me for coffee? We can have it here in the
museum.”
Carole accepted, and a few minutes later, she took her break and
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met him in the museum cafe. It was the first of many dates they had
together on Grayson’s trips to Boston.

n
On Monday, Grayson picked up Carole at her condo. Small talk in
the car indicated that they were both a little nervous. This time
together would, hopefully, renew their relationship, and they both
were excited about the possibility.
“Do you still do research at the museum?” she asked.
“Occasionally. Do you go back often?”
“I visit with friends I made when I worked there. From time to
time, Samantha and I attend special exhibits.”
“I haven’t returned as often as I used to,” he responded. He
wanted to add, since Boston.
Arriving at the museum, Grayson guided Carole to the restaurant
and requested a table overlooking the courtyard. They settled down
to read the menu. She recommended the quiche, which she ordered.
He chose the grilled salmon.
“I’ll start,” said Grayson. “We need to clear up any misunderstandings that occurred twelve years ago. I was pompous and jealous. I knew you had another relationship, but I couldn’t accept it
during those six months. When you broke it off with me, it hurt. I
know our age difference troubled you. Tell me about your life since
then.”
Carole told him about her marriage, the loss of her husband, and
her difficulties after his death. “It seems so long ago now, another
lifetime. He had a good job and a large inheritance; we are well
taken care of.
“When Samantha was six, we moved into the home we have
now. I just loved the view. On the day we looked at it, there were
sailboats at sunset on the Charles. That enchanting view was framed
by the windows. Samantha and I were sold. Since our move, I’ve
taken many photographs of that extraordinary scene.
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“Soon after we moved, I enrolled her in the school in Cambridge
that she now attends. She’s been boarding there since the third
grade. At first, I wasn’t too sure it was a good idea, but it has worked
out very well. She likes it and has made good lifetime friendships.
Samantha is quite mature for her age, which helped her to adjust.
There are a few male teachers at the school; not having a father, I
thought that was important. And with her at school all week, I have
more time to concentrate on my work.
“I enjoyed working at the museum. Now, my focus is on photography. In my opinion, nature through the camera lens is more creative than nature created with brushes and paint on canvas.
Searching out the subject, selecting the right angle in just the right
light, makes it special.
“I had a small studio built up on the roof deck of our building.
It’s perfect, though it’s cold and drafty in winter; I need to have it
insulated. I’ll take you up there sometime.”
“I’m sorry about your husband’s death,” said Grayson. “It appears
that time has healed your sorrow. And you have Samantha, a positive.
“I went back to California angry and hurt. I took those courses
to keep my mind occupied. Before traveling again, searching for
antiques, I stayed in La Jolla for a few months.
“The antiques shop there is managed by a young woman. She
and I started to date, and we were married about a year later. As I
mentioned before, she is Michael’s sister. The marriage didn’t last a
year. We got married for all the wrong reasons. She still manages
the shop. I couldn’t travel as much as I do without her; she knows
the business very well. Her love of antiques is as strong as mine.”
Grayson paused a few minutes and stared out into the museum
courtyard, recalling his failed marriage and the frustration he had
experienced through the years without Carole.
“Sorry,” he said, bringing himself back to the present. “During
past trips to Boston, I often wondered if I’d run into you. It took

Glenice Upton Boyd

15

twelve years for it to happen. I’m happy we finally met again.” Taking her hand in his, he said, “Memories of you are very sweet,
Carole. You’ve been my fantasy all these years.”
Carole smiled her pleasure. “I never forgot you, Grayson. You’ve
always been in my heart. Our breakup was my fault; the age difference troubled me then; and, of course, there was Peter. Maybe we
have a chance this time.”
“I hope so. I want to romance you, to spoil you, to pamper you,
to make up for those lost years since Boston,” he said, squeezing her
hand. “I’m crazy about you, Carole. I was foolish to let you go so
easily.” His thoughts drifted; I want to explore your body, seduce you,
and make love with you as I did so many times in my dreams. His eyes
turned dark with desire.
Her heart skipped a beat in response. She couldn’t help noticing
his transformation and smiled in agreement.
“It’s time I took you home. My plane leaves Logan at five. Since
I have to get there so far ahead of the flight time, we should go
now.”
At her door, Grayson drew Carole close and kissed her passionately. “I must hurry to the airport. I want to see you again soon; I’ll
be back in Boston in December. We understand each other now. I’ll
be in touch.” After another long, tender kiss, he left.
The next morning, Carole dropped off Samantha at school. She
had brought along her camera and would be hunting for interesting
subjects to photograph. After searching around Cambridge, she
drove up Route Two toward Concord. A bog came into view where
she pulled over at a turnout on the highway. Spread out before her
was a stand of bare trees that reflected silver in the sparkling water.
She snapped a few pictures at different angles until she felt she had
captured the peaceful scene to her satisfaction. One of these would
be lovely in a silver frame, she thought.

n
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After his return to California, Grayson sent flowers to Carole. The
enclosed card read, You made my weekend perfect — dare I hope for
more?
A thrill quickly charged through her body. Is this love or lust? she
wondered. It has been a long time since I’ve been with a man. Knowing full well that it was love, she smiled. I’ve always loved him.
The arrangement of peach roses was in a black container with a
puffin Christmas tree ornament tucked in among the flowers. A
note attached to it read, Samantha, may I help decorate your Christmas tree on my return visit?
Carole sat down with Samantha and told her about her past
relationship with Grayson. “I never mentioned him because I
thought I’d never see him again. I’m very happy we met again at
Ellen’s wedding. I’ve thought about him a lot through the years.
He’s a good, kind man.”
“I like him, too. I’ll probably like him even better after I get to
know him. It was nice of him to send me the puffin tree ornament.
Will he be here for Christmas?”
“Yes, I hope so.”

n
Grayson called Carole every three or four days. These were long,
getting-reacquainted conversations that helped strengthen their relationship. He talked about his business and asked about her parents
and in-laws.
“Peter’s parents passed away before I met him,” explained Carole.
My parents live close by in Brookline. They come here often, and
sometimes Samantha sleeps over at their house. My father’s name
is John and my mother’s name is Susan; they’re known as Jack and
Sue Samuelson.”
“I plan to be in Boston December first, and return to La Jolla the
day after Christmas before a buying trip to London,” said Grayson.
“That is, if I may spend Christmas with you.”
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“We’d love that. You’ll meet my parents then; we always have
Christmas dinner with them. Samantha and I open our gifts on
Christmas Eve and go to Brookline the next morning.”
This tradition gave Grayson an idea.

n
One evening, Carole thought of something she wanted to ask Grayson. She called him at his home in La Jolla. It was nearly ten there.
After a few rings, a woman answered the telephone.
“This is Janice Mc Donald; may I take a message for Grayson?”
Carole’s first thought was: What is she doing there at this hour?
“Hello, whose calling? Hello? Hello?”
Carole hung up. I can’t believe I’m jealous. Then again, Janice was
married to Grayson once. I’m puzzled why she would be at his home at
this hour.
A few telephone conversations later, Carole gathered the courage
to ask Grayson about Janice being at his home. He chuckled, “I
believe you’re jealous. That’s good; it means you have strong feelings
for me. She was house sitting while I was in Napa on business.
There have been burglaries in the area, and I didn’t want to leave
my house unattended.”
Carole was satisfied with this explanation. Nevertheless, she
thought, I can’t wait to meet her. Maybe meeting her will dismiss my
fears.
“When I return to Boston, may I make brunch for you and
Samantha on Saturday morning?” asked Grayson. “There is an egg
recipe I’ve been experimenting with that you might like; it’s Southwestern style. I noticed a small market on Newbury Street not far
from the hotel where I can buy all the ingredients. You see, I like to
cook.”
“I look forward to it. Come around ten. We like to sleep in on
Saturday mornings. I’ll have juice and coffee ready,” she offered.
“Then it’s settled. See you then.”
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An interesting conversation, Carole thought as she hung up the
telephone. I wonder when I’ll meet Janice.
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