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      The wind rippled off the Vineyard Sound and swept across Lola’s face. She eyed the horizon, her fingers placed delicately on her MacBook and her mind abuzz. Far in the distance, a large vessel trickled across the water. Somewhere just beyond was a sailboat, probably one that belonged to someone from the neighboring Naushon Island. Although it was only eight in the morning, the islanders of the eastern portion of New England were early risers and, accordingly, early sailors. Some said the water, the crisp air, and the light were at their most pristine before nine. After that, the day was considered a wash.

      Lola, whose mind was always rife with imagination, forced her thoughts to return to the topic at hand. In this case, it was the story due for her Boston-based editor, Colin, before the day’s end. It was a write-up of one of Boston's trendiest new brunch spots. The week before, Lola had left the Vineyard and feasted on delicacies like eggs benedict, fluffy crepes, and honey glazed bacon while sipping down breakfast cocktails and interviewing the chef and owner, a married couple team.

      Sometimes, being a journalist wasn’t so bad. The perks were really something to write home about, that was for sure.

      The thing that strikes me most about Boston’s newest top brunch offering is the friendliness of its owners, Brad and Paula Carroway. They both grew up in the Boston suburbs and wanted to bring their love of interior design, community, and damn good food together in a single place.

      Lola tilted her head at the words she’d drummed up, again lost in thought. She’d worked as a journalist since her early to mid-twenties, having nabbed her first gig when Audrey had been around three and a half years old. In some ways, she missed those early days. It had been a constant battle. She’d always had to give herself two or three personal checks to ensure no crummy kid food had gotten on her new second-hand business clothes. She had worked nights and weekends and, admittedly, used her friends in Boston for babysitting a few times too many. She’d missed Audrey with a dull ache in her heart when she’d gone out on location, but she’d also known that every step she took deeper into the field of journalism was a step toward happiness for both herself and Audrey. When she’d gotten her first story in a major newspaper, Audrey had been seven, and they had celebrated with milkshakes at the local diner. Audrey had been her best girl, the person she’d done everything for.

      Shoot. Her mind had run away with itself again. She forced her thoughts back to the present and wrote poetics about the bright raspberry jam, the light that streamed through the enormous windows, and how Paula spoke about Brad as if he was the greatest thing that had ever happened to her. The way Brad had said the same.

      Of course, during this particular part, Lola’s heart burned. Was it jealousy? Want? She wasn’t sure. She’d had such a long string of boyfriends—mostly artists, musicians, filmmakers, that sort of thing—all of whom had been monstrous in their own way. She’d kicked all of them to the curb and held her chin high. Still, at thirty-eight, almost thirty-nine, it had begun to feel like maybe true love would never happen for her.

      When she’d mentioned this to Christine recently, of course, Christine had just shrugged and said, “Look what happened to me. I’m the crankiest person you know, and even I’m falling in love with Zach Walters. Of all people.”

      Lola was genuinely pleased with Christine’s newfound happiness. It had been difficult for her at first to consider that Christine might initially raise her grandchild, Audrey’s baby; however, watching Christine as she began to prepare for it made her heart light. Christine had asked Aunt Kerry to help her learn to knit (Christine! Knitting!), and she and Aunt Kerry had spent the better part of the previous afternoon on the back porch doing just that. Already, Christine had half a baby’s bonnet knitted.

      People could change.

      Change was the only constant.

      This particular morning, Lola was one of the only ones at home. This was irregular since, normally, the place was overflowing with Sheridan-related humans. Scott was nearly finished with the two extra bedrooms he had decided to build up on the side of the house, which would help with lodging. That morning, however, he and Susan continued to sleep at his place. Susan had had another chemotherapy treatment two days before, and she expressed that she felt knocked out from that particular one and didn’t have the strength to do much but lay in bed.

      Audrey had decided to take the weekend to visit a few of her girlfriends back in Boston. There was a fresh lightness to her daughter, an eagerness to her eyes. Lola had caught her typing excitedly on her computer several times over the past week.

      When she had prodded her about it, Audrey had shrugged and said she was back to writing again. The morning sickness had calmed a tiny bit. Still, at only approximately two months pregnant and certainly eating enough for two, Audrey’s stomach remained flat. Metabolism was a wild thing.

      Lola lifted her arms over her head and cracked her knuckles. Her heart bulged with happiness over the story she’d just written; she knew her editor, Colin, would love it. He always said Lola was overly emotional, which made her writing a pleasure to read. Lola had always known this about herself. Her father, Wes, always cited her as the daughter who’d cried the most. Heck, she even felt like crying now, just at the enormous weight of all the family drama they’d gone through since early June.

      It had been one hell of a summer, that was for sure. And it was still only the beginning of August.

      What could happen next?

      Lola penned an email to her editor and sent off the article. It was now only eight-thirty. She decided to head inside to say hello to her father since she was the only one around, and he always liked the company while he did his puzzles or wrote in his little notebook.

      “Hey, Dad!” she called, pulling open the screen door.

      The table held a half-finished puzzle, which featured an old sailboat latched to a dock. A half-drunk cup of coffee and a nibbled croissant sat beside the puzzle box. Wes Sheridan didn’t sit in front of any of it. Only Felix, the cat Christine had brought back from New York, stepped out from beneath the table and let out a meow, followed by a yawn.

      “Dad?”

      She assumed he was just upstairs. She stepped toward the entry to the staircase and called up but received no answer.

      Now, her heart beat quickly in her throat. “Dad?” She walked up the steps to find his bedroom empty, the bed made up, and the laundry folded and placed on the edge of the mattress. She’d dropped it off earlier that morning.

      Lola was the only sister at home, and she was the one meant to remain at the homestead and watch over their father, who, since his diagnosis of early on-set dementia, wasn’t allowed to remain at home alone any longer. He had nearly burned the place down in early June, which was the original reason Susan had called them all back to the island.

      Had Lola really let him leave the house alone?

      She had heard this was a thing with dementia patients: they frequently got confused and wandered off. Panicked, she grabbed her keys and phone and raced outside. Luckily, the only car parked in the driveway remained there, meaning Wes had gone off on foot. She rushed around the house, eyeing the water's edge and the forest.

      “DAD?” Her voice echoed across the waves.

      Her mind went to a dark place as she searched. She imagined herself explaining the situation to her sisters, that she had lost track of time while writing on the porch, returned to the kitchen, and found him gone. Susan would give her that look—one she recognized from early childhood. It was a look that proved just how disappointed she was in you. Christine and Lola had always joked that this look was just something genetic, passed down to Susan and only Susan because she was the oldest and most responsible.

      Where could he have gone to?

      Lola paused, gasping and gripping her knees. Suddenly, her phone began to buzz. She blinked at the name. AUDREY.

      “Hello?”

      “Mom, hey. What’s up?”

      “Um. Nothing, honey. How are you?” She lifted herself and placed her hand on her hips. She tried to live in the beauty of her daughter’s voice while praying to God above that she would find her father in a few minutes. Maybe he was just down the trail, headed toward the Inn? Maybe he’d gotten it in his head that he was needed at work?

      “You sound weird,” Audrey said.

      “No, I don’t.”

      “Whatever,” Audrey returned. “I just wanted to tell you something I discovered. I have a new pregnancy craving.”

      Lola swallowed a lump in her throat. She hunkered toward the edge of the forest but kept her voice bright. “What’s that, honey?”

      “It’s Fig Newtons,” Audrey continued. “I can’t get enough of them. I ate a whole sleeve last night with Rory. Seriously, I will have to stockpile them when I get back. The doctor said I need to gain a little more weight, right? Maybe this is the way.”

      Lola paused at the entry to the woods and peered in, her eyebrows low.

      “Mom? Are you even listening to me?” Audrey asked.

      “Yes, Audrey. Fig Newtons. Sorry, I guess I never bought those when you were growing up.”

      “You had all those organic food kicks, I guess,” Audrey returned. "Not now that we live with Aunt Christine. All those croissants.”

      “You could say we’ve transitioned to being a carb family now, I guess,” Lola said.

      Her heart pumping, she stepped into the woods. She thought she spotted something deep within, a kind of deep red coloring that very well could have been her father’s coat. Then again, it could have been a bush, a bird, or a bit of trash left out by a littering tourist.

      “Well, it’s been really marvelous being here,” Audrey continued. “I got up the courage to call the editor of the Penn State paper yesterday. He says it’s no trouble if I keep writing some articles from afar, just to keep my portfolio up. He says he’ll welcome me back next year. He also says it’s a pretty wild thing, a girl at a university like Penn State actually going through with pregnancy like this. He wants me to write a think-piece about it.”

      “That’s fantastic news, Audrey,” Lola murmured.

      She’d closed in on the dark red color and confirmed it: it was Wes Sheridan’s spring and fall coat. He stood in the center of a small clearing with his binoculars lifted over his eyes and his chin high. Lola followed the direction of the binoculars to see a woodpecker sitting on top of a branch, digging his beak into the wood.

      “What’s that sound, Mom? Where are you?” Audrey asked.

      “I’m going to have to call you back, baby,” Lola said. “I have to talk to Grandpa about something for a second. Love you. And thank you for the news. About the paper and, of course, about the Fig Newtons.”

      Audrey giggled. “Any time, Mom. Love you, too. And, miss you, as weird as that sounds. It’s only been a few days.”

      “I know. Me too.”

      Lola hung up the phone and walked delicately toward her father. She didn’t want to scare him; she also knew that it was beside the point to tell him how upset she was that he had run off like that without letting anyone know.

      Softly, she murmured, “Dad?”

      At this, Wes whipped around, and his binoculars fell to his chest. He looked at her, his face marred with confusion, and then rubbed his eyes.

      “Anna, there you are,” he finally said. “I wanted to show you this woodpecker. The coloring is something I’ve never seen before. It’s so beautiful. Where have you been?”
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      Lola knew that of all the Sheridan sisters, she looked the most like their dead mother, Anna. Add to that the fact that she was thirty-eight, the same age her mother had been at the time of her death, and she didn’t blame her father for his confusion. Heck, even she started when she saw pictures of her mother sometimes. The resemblance was uncanny, and she kept it that way, ensuring her hair remained long, flowing down her back.

      “It’s not Anna, Dad. It’s me. It’s Lola,” she said softly.

      For a moment, Wes’s eyes stirred with confusion again. His hand stroked his stomach, and he tilted his head. “Right. Well, regardless—you really must see this woodpecker. Whoever you are.” At this, he winked as though he wanted to be in on the joke about his declining mental health.

      Naturally, Lola didn’t laugh.

      She stepped toward him and accepted the binoculars so she could peer up at the bird and its gorgeous yet peculiar red markings. Her father placed his hand on her shoulder and said, “I love it out here. Just me and the birds and the squirrels. Glad to share it with you.”

      Lola dropped the binoculars onto her chest. Her heart stirred with panic, fear, and sadness, and she surged toward him and hugged him tightly. He seemed shocked, yet open to it, and he slid his hand down her back and said, “What a wonderful way to start the day.”

      Lola sniffled and drew her head back. She was reminded of a long-lost time when Audrey had taken her rollerblades out to the parking lot beneath their apartment building. Lola had worked in the living room, with a full view of the parking lot. After a few minutes, she blinked to see that the parking lot was empty. When she’d scampered down, Audrey was nowhere to be found.

      Eventually, she had found her on the other side of the building, trying to con an ice cream truck driver to give her a free cone.

      This was the way of Audrey.

      Heck, maybe it was just the way of the Sheridan clan.

      “Why don’t we go inside? I can cook us breakfast,” Lola said. She snaked her arm through her father’s and leaned her head against his chest.

      “Breakfast? Wow, what a treat,” her father said.

      “We can head back out to watch birds later if you want,” Lola returned. “I just finished my article for the day, so I have the rest of it free.”

      “Must be nice, being a freelancer,” he said. “Making your own schedule like that.”

      “I guess you were shackled to the Inn for all those years,” Lola said. “Must have been exhausting.”

      “It was like constantly having a toddler,” Wes said with a laugh.

      “A toddler like me, or a toddler like Susan?” Lola asked.

      “I think you know the answer to that,” Wes returned. “Susan could have done her own taxes at the age of four.”

      “Fair enough.”

      Back at the house, Lola brewed up a fresh pot of coffee, and Wes returned to his puzzle. She turned on the old radio and began to heat some oil and slice some potatoes. As the potatoes began to fry, she grabbed her phone and swiftly shot toward the back mudroom, where she knew she could chat with someone in peace.

      Immediately, she dialed the doctor.

      “Hey. Thank you so much for taking my call,” she began.

      “Not a problem, Lola. Anything for the Sheridans,” Doctor Miller said. “What’s up?”

      “Well, my dad kind of ran away this morning. I found him, but he was a little bit confused. And it’s not like him to just leave without telling me,” Lola said. “I wondered if you think I should bring him in for a check-up?”

      Doctor Miller clucked his tongue. Lola remembered this very tick from when he’d grown up with Christine and Susan. He had been a little bit older than her, but she’d seen him around.

      “I guess it stands to reason that he would do something like that. He’s reaching that stage of the illness, I suppose. If he’s not injured and feeling okay now, then I guess it would only alarm him to bring him in,” Doctor Miller said. “All we can do during these stages is make sure he’s comfortable and happy and that his mind is occupied.”

      “I guess it’s up to me to keep better watch on him, then,” Lola said with a sigh.

      “I’m afraid so. I’m sorry this happened. It must have given you a good scare.”

      “That’s putting it lightly.”

      They hung up. Lola went back to stir the potatoes and check on Wes again, then returned to the mudroom to dial Christine and Susan. Neither of them answered the phone. Lola breathed a sigh of relief. She would tell them what happened another time. Heck, maybe she wouldn’t tell them at all.

      They had avoided disaster before. All they could do was keep going.

      Lola fried some eggs and placed them across the old china that her mother had picked out, glowing yolks and all. She then added the crispy potatoes and placed their plates on the porch picnic table. The breakfast table had long since been designated as the puzzle table. Nobody dared touch it or eat there.

      Out on the picnic table, they both inhaled the fresh morning air and ate heartily. Lola told her father a bit about her article about the brunch place in Boston and also about her editor back there, Colin.

      “We used to work together at a different paper around ten years ago,” she said. “And he’s a really great guy. One of the best I’ve met. He’s a huge champion of my writing, and he gives me a leg up all the time. I don’t know where I would be without him,” Lola explained.

      “What a good friend to have,” Wes said. He arched his brow and chewed his potatoes contemplatively. “I don’t suppose you ever considered him as a potential, you know—date?”

      Lola stifled a laugh as she peered at her father. Was he possibly better at reading people than she’d always thought? Since she felt calmness— a stillness after the panic earlier that morning, she decided to just come out with the truth.

      “We dated briefly about ten years ago,” she said. “When we worked at that same newspaper. It went okay. I mean, I was, what? Twenty-eight at the time? And he was only thirty, and he wasn’t really sure about the whole, me having a kid aged nine, thing. He didn’t meet Audrey till years later when we rekindled our friendship.”

      “Interesting,” Wes said. “Again, it’s remarkable for me to hear stories about my girls’ lives. All I ever knew was my high school sweetheart. All I ever knew was this island.”

      “I think you might have struck gold,” Lola said with a laugh. “They always say that happiness is right in front of you if only you look for it.”

      “Well, that’s certainly true for me at the moment,” Wes returned, beaming at her.

      “Dad…”

      “I’m not talking about you. I’m talking about the potatoes,” Wes said with a wink.

      How could he still have such a sense of humor? Lola marveled at it and shook her head, a huge smile snaking from ear to ear.

      That moment, they heard tires creak across the stones in the driveway. Lola whirled around to watch as Scott led Susan through the back door and lifted her hand in greeting.

      “What smells so good?” Susan asked. Her voice wavered a bit, proof of her fatigue. Still, when she appeared in the doorframe of the porch, she smiled at Lola and Wes.

      “There are plenty more potatoes if you want to heat them up,” Lola affirmed.

      “Ah, maybe Scott is interested. Unfortunately, I can hardly keep anything down,” Susan said. She slipped onto the bench beside Lola, unraveled her pretty pink scarf, and placed her hand across her bald head. “I wondered if you wanted to go check out wigs with me later today.”

      Scott appeared at the screen door next, having already filled his plate with potatoes. “She has dreams of being a redhead, apparently.”

      “I don’t see why I shouldn’t experiment,” Susan said. “All my life, I’ve looked about the same. Now’s the time.” She leaned toward Lola, her eyes twinkling conspiratorially. “I’m thinking, like, Julianne Moore. That kind of red.”

      “Oh. Lush,” Lola said. “I fully support this decision.”

      Before Lola sped off to go wig shopping with Susan, she turned her eyes toward her father and said, “I think we have something to do together, first.”

      “You didn’t forget,” Wes said. He saluted her. “I’ll grab my binoculars.”

      It was agreed that Susan and Lola would depart just after one-thirty, which gave them plenty of time to bird watch. Wes pointed out a whole host of dramatically colored birds, all with different sounds and behaviors. Lola was surprised at how much pleasure she took in it. Once, she spotted one her father missed, and she ripped her finger through the air and called a bit too loudly, “There it is! Wow. Look at the wingspan!”

      If Audrey had seen her, she would have scoffed something like, Who are you, and what have you done with my mother?

      Just before Susan and Lola headed off, Christine arrived home from the bistro. She ruffled her long hair and gave them an exasperated smile. “The lunch rush at the beginning was insane, so I told Zach I would help until we found a gap for me to leave.”

      Susan explained the plan, and Christine readily agreed to head off with them. There was a wig shop in Edgartown, not too far from Zach’s place. Lola leaped into the driver’s seat, watching as Susan gingerly placed herself in the passenger. Christine leaped into the back, buzzing with adrenaline from her long workday. Still, Lola knew she loved the restaurant rush. It gave her purpose, the same way writing an article did for Lola.

      Once at the wig shop, Lola, Christine, and Susan wandered the aisles, hunting for the perfect wig. Of course, they started out jokingly, placing a purple and then a blue wig onto Susan’s head. She glanced at herself in the mirror and muttered, “Oh my. I look like a weird pop star.”

      “I kind of like it,” Christine said. “You look like a woman who knows what she wants.”

      “I am a woman who knows what she wants. What I want is to be a hot redhead,” Susan returned, removing the shiny, blue wig.

      She tried out several: a golden-red, then a deeper one that seemed closer to her actual hair color. She arched her brow, then tried on a black one, joking that she might enter a “gothic” phase now.

      “I’m always deathly pale now, anyway,” she said. “Maybe it’s time.”

      Ultimately, she chose the dark red wig, which flowed past her shoulders and looked fresh and bouncy. The owner of the shop showed her how to put it on properly, and she walked out of the establishment with a fresh ‘do—beaming at her sisters.

      “Why haven’t I changed my look all these years?” she asked. “How boring of me.”

      Lola and Christine exchanged glances. Both wore grins, but their eyes were somber. Although this activity was masked as fun, it was edged with sadness. They were still only a bit into Susan’s chemotherapy treatment, and there was no telling what would happen next. All they could do was hope.
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      Several days later, Christine and Lola perched at the front edge of the car, little ice cream cups in hand. Their eyes scanned the water, hunting for the first sign of the ferry boat that Audrey had hopped on en route from her little trip to Boston. Lola smeared the very edge of her spoon across the icy strawberry delight and dabbed the cream across her tongue. Pangs of delightful flavor shot through her.

      “Why don’t we eat more ice cream?” she asked. “This is fantastic.”

      “I agree. Let’s make a note of it.” Christine chuckled. “By the way, Zach said the cutest thing last night.”

      “What’s that?”

      “He said he wants to build the baby a cradle—with his bare hands. I never imagined I’d be with such a capable man,” Christine said.

      Lola gave Christine a genuine smile. There it was again: that light behind Christine’s eyes. The joy of a future baby, someone to care for, to live for. Christine had told Lola and Susan about the tremendous horrors that had plagued Zach’s life, which made his excitement for Audrey’s baby all the more special. Lola remembered that old expression: It takes a village to raise a child. She thought, in this case, it couldn’t have been truer.

      “Are you nervous about it at all?” Lola asked.

      “Of course,” Christine returned. “I’m probably going to read every single mommy blog between now and then. I’ve already listened to like five different podcasts about it. I’m not normally the type of woman to fully prepare for everything. I like to just dive in, you know? But with something this special, I need to be ready.”

      Out in the distance on the water, a sailboat flowed past. Its sails whipped around dramatically, like cream-colored wings. Lola paused, forgetting even her ice cream.

      “Have you talked to Tommy since the hospital?” Christine asked suddenly.

      Lola was surprised that Christine brought this up now. The accident had occurred during the Round-the-Island Race a little over a week before. Lola had written the article about Tommy Gasbarro, the ex-stepson of Stan Ellis. She had been genuinely mesmerized by his gruff exterior, sailing abilities, captivating eyes, and of course, the fact that he’d met their mother, Anna when he’d been a teenager visiting Stan on the island. When he’d crashed his boat during the tail-end of the race, Lola had forced Christine to the hospital to check on him. When Tommy had awoken, he'd been a bit too groggy to speak. She’d taken his hand and told him everything was all right; he would be okay. In his haze, he had called her an angel.

      “No. Not at all,” Lola answered. “Most of the time I was there with him, he slept. I felt bad for taking up the space by his bed when I knew Stan wanted it. And it’s not like I could pester Tommy with questions right after the accident. I’m curious, but I’m not a monster.”

      “Fair enough,” Christine said. She arched her brow and slid her spoon through her chocolate mousse ice cream. “Still, you seemed into him. Weren’t you?”

      “There’s the boat!” Lola cried. Her heart leaped into her throat. There, coming out of the strange fog of the August afternoon, was the traditional ferry boat that took tourists from Falmouth to Martha’s Vineyard.

      “Well, that is one way to avoid the question,” Christine said, heaving a sigh.

      “There’s no answer to it. It was all business. That’s all,” Lola returned.

      Christine collected their empty cups and disposed of them in the nearby trash can. They then snuck up toward the edge of the dock, where they could see the first glimpse of Audrey atop the boat. To their surprise, someone who could have been Audrey’s twin stood beside her, grinning and waving madly.

      “Amanda!” Lola and Christine cried in unison.

      When Amanda and Audrey hopped off the boat, Christine and Lola showered them with hugs and kisses.

      “You sneaky girl,” Christine said to Amanda. “Your mom is going to lose it.”

      Amanda blushed. “I know she’s been extra tired lately. I just wanted to come out and check on her.”

      “She’s tired, but she’s also more fashionable than ever,” Lola affirmed.

      “What do you mean?” Amanda asked.

      “You’ll see,” Lola said with a wink.

      Lola and Christine helped the girls with their bags, then slipped back into the car. Audrey and Amanda talked excitedly about this, their “secret scheme,” and told Christine and Lola that Audrey had even gone to Newark for a day to meet Amanda’s fiancé, Chris.

      “I guess we’re really becoming a family now,” Lola joked as they entered the driveway.

      Scott and Zach were toward the side of the main house, both shirtless and working on the last of the added rooms. Christine leaped out of the car the second Lola turned off the engine and rushed toward Zach, wrapping her arms around him and dotting a kiss on his back.

      Amanda was mesmerized. “I can’t believe how quickly those rooms went up!”

      “Scott has worked tirelessly,” Lola said. “He knew we needed the extra space, said he would do it, and kept to his word. Imagine that.”

      “He’s one of a kind in the male world,” Audrey laughed.

      Lola entered the house just after Amanda. They found Susan stretched out on the couch, the hair of her red wig splayed out on all sides of her face and across a bright white pillow. She looked beautiful, like a queen. Amanda shrieked.

      “Mom! You look beautiful!”

      Susan’s grin was infectious. She swept her arm out to the side and gestured for her to come and hug her. “You didn’t tell me you were returning to the Vineyard!”

      “Aren’t I allowed to surprise you?” Amanda asked.

      “No. Who told you that you could do that?” Susan returned.

      Susan lifted herself gingerly from the couch and reached down beneath the coffee table to bring out several interior design magazines. “I have been thinking all day about how we should decorate the bedrooms now that they’re nearly finished.”

      “That sounds like fun!” Christine said.

      “Mom has loads of interesting decorations up in the attic,” Lola affirmed.

      “I thought of that, too,” Susan said. “Stuff Dad put away over the years. And I thought we should paint one of the rooms a lilac color. Mom’s favorite.”

      “That goes without saying!” Christine said.

      “Scott agreed to bring over some beds from the Inn, some spare ones we keep in storage,” Susan continued. “He said we’ll be able to have people sleeping in there possibly tonight. Amanda, I always said you had decent timing, but this takes the cake.”

      “Ha. I try,” Amanda said, smiling at her mother.

      Later that afternoon, Susan said she had enough energy to hit up a few home improvement stores on the island to buy paint and other supplies to start the design of the new bedrooms. Lola, Audrey, Christine, Susan, and Amanda piled into the car. She had a blast at the store, inspecting paint colors, considering wallpaper, and asking questions like carpet or hardwood or laminate. How would they light the rooms since it would still be another few days before Scott could route the electricity? What curtains should they choose?

      Time went by swiftly. Before long, all five Sheridan women were famished and ready to return home. They loaded up the supplies they had bought, then stopped at the grocery store to buy groceries for dinner. They decided on eggplant parmesan since Audrey suggested if she saw another burger that week, she might scream.

      At the house, Wes, Zach, and Scott sat on the picnic table, each nursing a beer. Wes was in the middle of an old story about his youth, talking about how the island had had a long-standing history of deafness. “It was a genetic thing,” he told them. “Although back then, nobody really knew that so much. It was just considered a Martha’s Vineyard trait.”

      “Fascinating,” Zach said. “I can’t imagine that. Probably a lot more people knew sign language.”

      “Yes, indeed,” Wes affirmed. “In fact, my mother’s grandmother was deaf, so my mother knew a bit.”

      “Wow. I didn’t know it was a family thing,” Christine said as they walked out onto the porch.

      “Yes,” Wes said. “I thanked my lucky stars that none of you girls were deaf. However, I have to think that even deafness is a kind of gift. Apparently, my great-grandmother could paint the most beautiful pictures. I asked my mother where these paintings ended up, and she said many of them were lost in a fire years ago. Such a regret.”

      Again, Lola and Christine locked eyes, amazed at the things their father still remembered.

      Back inside, Lola and Christine began to prepare dinner while Susan and Audrey collapsed on the couch together. Amanda crossed her legs in the center of the living room, poring over another wedding magazine and speaking again about venues and flowers with her mother. She’d taken a liking to their cousin, Charlotte, and her daughter, Rachel. They ran an event planning company and had informed them of countless options on Martha’s Vineyard for the following summer.

      Again, Lola felt fear rise up from her stomach. All this talk of what would be, what would happen next. The certainty was overwhelming.

      How could they possibly know that Susan would make it out of this?

      Scott and Zach prepared the two new queen-sized beds in the two new bedrooms while the dinner was cooked. The women listened to them grunt and argue, albeit mildly, about what steps to take next.
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