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  “A story for all seasons! Don’t be misled by the title and think that this is a book you’ll only enjoy at Christmas time. A Wild Goose Chase Christmas is a story to be savored, no matter what the calendar says. Jennifer AlLee hooked me on the first page and never let go. With an endearing cast of characters, a hint of mystery, and more than a hint of romance, this is a book I’m adding to my keeper shelf. A Wild Goose Chase Christmas comes with my highest recommendation.”


  —Amanda Cabot, author of Summer of Promise and Christmas Roses


  “Jennifer AlLee hit a home run with The Mother Road, but she hit a grand slam in A Wild Goose Chase Christmas. These characters became family with all their quirks and dysfunction as they search for mysterious fortune alluded to in Gran’s quilt. I’m a huge fan of AlLee. Novel Rocket and I give A Wild Goose Chase Christmas 5 stars. It’s a must have for this Christmas!”


  —Ane Mulligan, Senior Editor, Novel Rocket


  “Jennifer AlLee has done it once again—created memorable characters that seem so real you expect to meet them on your next trip to the grocery store, characters so enchanting that you root for good things to happen to them. A Wild Goose Chase Christmas will capture your heart, bring laughter to your lips, and tears to your eyes as Izzy and Max discover the importance of famiy and love during one memorable Christmas season. Don’t miss this one!”


  —Anne Mateer, author of Wings of a Dream and At Every Turn


  “A Wild Goose Chase Christmas by Jennifer AlLee is a heartwarming story about searching for the secret behind a mysterious family quilt, with a heroine who goes on her own wild goose chase. Like many of us, Izzy Fontaine is searching for happiness in all the wrong places.”


  —Julie L. Cannon, best-selling author of Twang


  “A Wild Goose Chase Christmas encapsulates unique family dynamics, quilts, and romance—my favorite subjects! A priceless quilt, and a trove of clues and mysteries, lead to family reconciliation and uncover the real treasure: Love.”


  —Kate Lloy, best-selling author of Leaving Lancaster


  “Jennifer AlLee never fails to deliver a witty and engaging story with characters that feel like family—warts and all! A Wild Goose Chase Christmas is a wonderful story full of poignancy as well as joy. It has just the right blend of Christmas cheer without relying too heavily of the holiday theme to keep the plot moving. A delightful, well-paced story to warm the heart.”


  —Lisa Richardson, Inspired Adventures


  “Jennifer AlLee takes the pieces of her characters lives and arranges them into a beautiful quilt of family love and forgiveness. The characters, from Bogie the Jack Russell terrier to Gramps Virgil, will grow on you with each turn of the page. This is a heartwarming Christmas story to get your season started on merry note.”


  —Martha Rogers, author of the Winds Across the Prairie series


  “I love Jennifer AlLee’s writing and stories about Christmas, family relationships, and old quilts, so what’s not to love? A Wild Goose Chase Christmas has all of these attributes and more. Join her sometimes quirky, always endearing characters on a treasure hunt for a true treasure and discover things about yourself and your family that will help you find your own real-life treasure.”


  —Rose Allen McCauley, author of the novella, “Nick’s Christmas Carol” in Christmas Belles of Georgia
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  Izzy Fontaine was up to her elbows in family photos when the doorbell rang. The sound echoed, joined by two sharp barks and the clicking of nails on the hardwood floor as Bogie rounded the corner, bounded across the room, and slid to a stop in front of the door. The Jack Russell terrier did the same thing anytime someone rang the bell. And every time the door opened and he saw it wasn’t his owner, he slunk out of the room with his head down.


  Izzy looked down at the dog. “I miss her, too, Boy.”


  Letting out a sigh, she dropped the eight-by-tens from her hands, pushed her chair away from the table, and trudged across the room. Who would stop by unannounced? A list of the usual suspects flitted through her mind: Students selling magazine subscriptions? Local proselytizers unnecessarily worried about her soul? Or the man with the pickup truck full of gardening tools who kept offering to rake the leaves from her yard? What she didn’t expect to see through the fisheye lens of the peephole was a senior citizen standing on the porch.


  She opened the door wide enough to stick her head through but blocked the bottom of the opening with her body to keep Bogie from running outside. “Can I help you?”


  The man smiled. “Are you Isabella Fontaine?”


  The rational part of her brain, the part that took copious mental notes whenever she watched TV crime dramas, warned her against divulging personal information to a stranger. But the other part, the part that usually found the best in everyone, couldn’t believe this sweet old man held any danger.


  “Yes, I’m Isabella. But no one calls me that.”


  “What do they call you?”


  “Izzy.”


  The sides of his wiry white mustache rose in a smile. “Well then, Izzy it is. I’m Virgil, and I believe I’m the one who can help you.” With a bit of difficulty he produced a huge ribbontied box from behind his back and held it up in front of him.


  “What is that?”


  “A present for you. From your grandmother.”


  Izzy pulled back as if the box had grown teeth and snapped at her. Two days ago, alone at the assisted living facility, Grandma Isabella had passed from this world to the next. Guilt still gnawed at Izzy for not being there when her grandmother needed her. This unexpected gift only made things worse.


  “Can I bring it in?”


  Virgil’s hopeful question reclaimed Izzy’s attention. She hesitated, but the crack of thunder, followed several seconds later by a flash of lighting across the cloud-filled sky, made up her mind. “Oh. Of course.” She stepped back and opened the door wider. “Come in.”


  With slow but steady steps, Virgil entered the house. His eyes took in the dark wood and built-in cabinetry so typical of a craftsman house. “It’s just as beautiful as Isabella described it.”


  “Gran loved her house.” Only it wasn’t Gran’s house anymore; it was Izzy’s. Six months ago, when Gran fractured her hip and decided to move into the assisted living facility, Izzy convinced herself she was just taking care of Gran’s house, Gran’s dog. Just temporarily. But she couldn’t keep telling herself that. Not anymore.


  Virgil pointed to the heavy oak table in the dining area, strewn with photographs. “Are any of those of Isabella?”


  “They all are.” Izzy shut the door and followed Virgil, passing him and going to the table. “I’m making a photo display for Gran’s funeral and I can’t decide which picture to use. I narrowed it down to these.” She grabbed two photos from the table and held them up for Virgil to see.


  One was a black and white of a young Isabella in a classic dance pose. She balanced on one leg, satin-clad toes stretched into perfect pointe, her other knee drawn up, arms held out in front of her. The rapturous expression on her smooth, unblemished face and the extension of her fingertips gave the impression that she was reaching for her one true love.


  The other picture was much different. It was a headshot, probably taken the last time her church updated the picture directory. She wore a burgundy sweater with a silk flower pinned to it, her silver hair pulled back into a tidy bun. This was an Isabella mellowed by time, her skin etched with lines, her smile content.


  Two pictures representing two very different sides of the same woman. Izzy looked from one to the other and shook her head. “I’m just not sure how she’d rather be remembered.”


  Virgil lowered himself into a hardback chair, leaning the box against one leg. “I think she’d like to be remembered both ways.” He reached out and took the photo of young Isabella. “I know I could never forget her.”


  Just how well had Virgil known her grandmother? Izzy pulled out another chair and sat in front of him. “Were you and Gran … close?”


  Virgil chuckled and waggled his finger at her. “Yes, but not in the way you’re thinking. We had a lot in common. And believe me, when you live in a place like Vibrant Vistas, it’s an accomplishment just finding someone who remembers enough about their past to compare notes.”


  Izzy laughed. “So if you two were such good friends, why didn’t I ever see you when I was there?”


  He swatted his hand in her direction. “You came there to see her, not to meet her doddering friends. I would have been in the way.”


  “Somehow, I doubt that.” Izzy’s eyes drifted back to the box at Virgil’s side.


  His eyes followed hers and he jumped in his chair. “Oh yes, the present. I’m sure you’re dying to get a look at it.”


  “I am curious.”


  He held it out to her. “Careful. It’s heavier than it looks.”


  He wasn’t kidding. She took it in both hands, glad for the warning. Laying it across her legs, she pressed her palms flat on the lid, as if doing so and concentrating would tell her what was inside. The last time she saw Gran, they’d decorated her room for Christmas, even though it was only the first of November. “If Walmart can put up their decorations months early,” Gran had said, “then so can I. Besides, I’m not getting any younger. Christmas is my favorite holiday and I want to enjoy it as long as I can.” She enjoyed it for a week, and then she was gone.


  Had Gran known how little time she had left? If so, why hadn’t she given Izzy the gift then, when they’d been together? Heat pushed against the back of Izzy’s eyes as she looked down at the loosely tied, red satin ribbon, no doubt secured by Gran’s arthritic fingers. Just one more experience Izzy had missed.


  She looked up at Virgil, blinking quickly to keep the tears at bay. “Why did she give it to you?”


  “She knew I’d keep it safe.”


  “Safe from what?”


  “Not what. Who.” Virgil’s voice was low. He leaned forward, elbows to knees, eyes darting back and forth as if he expected to find covert operatives skulking in the shadows. “There are a lot of people who would like to get their hands on that.”


  She lifted her hands from the box. What in the world had Gran given her? “I don’t understand. How could she have kept something valuable at the home without anybody finding out about it?”


  “Not everybody recognizes true value when they see it.” He nodded, impressed by the weight of his words.


  “But what is it?”


  He sat up straight, head slightly inclined. “It wouldn’t be much of a present if I told you. Go on and open it.”


  Izzy grabbed one end of the satin ribbon, then froze. Maybe she should wait. It was a Christmas present, after all. Maybe she should save it until Christmas Day, just so she could share one last holiday with her grandmother.


  But then that wouldn’t honor Gran’s spirit, would it? Gran never could wait to open gifts. She would have ripped into the package then and there.


  The ribbon fell away with a yank, trailing down her legs and brushing the floor. Wanting to make the moment last, she slowly lifted the white box top. Beneath it were neatly folded sheets of tissue paper. She peeled them away, one after the other, until her gift was revealed.


  “Well,” Virgil asked, “what do you think?”


  “It’s a quilt.”


  Izzy didn’t mean for her voice to sound so flat and uninterested. But after the workup Virgil gave it, she expected something a little flashier.


  “It’s not just a quilt.” A hint of scolding tinged his tone. “It’s a family heirloom. That was one of Isabella’s most prized possessions.”


  Izzy looked back down at the quilt. Triangles of different colors, mostly faded and worn by age, seemed to chase one another in geometric patterns, up one side and down the other. Izzy thought back to all the years she’d spent with her grandmother: long summer visits as a child, when she would pack her tiny pink suitcase and stay for a week at a time; so many weekends in her teen years, after her mother moved Izzy and her brother back to California and close to Gran; and those months after Izzy’s accident, when Gran took her in and mended not only her body but her spirit as well. In all that time, Gran never mentioned this quilt. Izzy had never seen it. How important could it really have been? For that matter, how had she managed to keep it hidden from her at Vibrant Vistas?


  Izzy reached across the box and squeezed Virgil’s hand. “It’s lovely. Did she tell you anything about it?”


  His face nearly glowed at the prospect of sharing his knowledge. “Oh yes. This is what you call a Wild Goose Chase pattern.” He ran one finger carefully down the middle of a row of triangles. “According to Isabella—”


  Virgil was cut short by the pealing of the doorbell. Bogie dashed around the corner, nearly crashing into Izzy’s legs as she crossed the room. Then the bell rang again. The dog barked and turned in a circle. By the time the bell rang a third time, he’d added a little jump to the barking and circling.


  “All right, already. I’m coming!” She dropped the quilt box on the coffee table, scooped Bogie up in one arm, and then lunged for the door before the button-happy person outside could strike again.


  Maybe happy was the wrong word to use. The man standing outside, shoulders hunched against the gentle rain that had begun to fall, was anything but happy. Izzy decided to cut him off before he could launch into a sales pitch and become even more disgruntled when she didn’t bite.


  “Whatever you’re selling, I’m not buying. Have a nice day.”


  His palm slapped against the door before she could shut it. “I’m not selling anything. I’m looking for my grandfather.”


  “Your grandfather? What makes you think … oh.” Izzy looked over her shoulder. “Virgil, does this man belong to you?”


  Virgil sighed as he pushed himself out of the chair. “How did you find me, Max?”


  “I got a call from Vibrant Vistas. Something about you paying the shuttle driver to drop you off here.”


  “Who needs Big Brother when you’ve got Nurse Bauer and her minions?” Virgil mumbled as he ambled toward them.


  The rain came down harder, and Max ducked his head as fat drops plopped on him from the roof’s overhang. The soggier he got, the less imposing he seemed.


  Izzy stepped back. “Come in out of the rain.”


  “Thanks.” He swooped into the room, and a glimmer of a smile flashed at her, exposing a dimple in one cheek.


  She closed the door and put Bogie down on the floor. “Stay out of trouble,” she said, scratching his ear. He scampered across the room and settled into a wingback chair facing the door, keeping watch in case any other unexpected visitors decided to show up. Izzy turned back to Max, ready to ask why he’d tracked down his grandfather, but the question died on her lips. He stood in the middle of her living room, staring down at the boxed quilt in shocked silence.


  He pointed, his face reverting to its former unhappy self. “How did you get that?”


  “Virgil brought it. It’s a present from my grandmother.”


  Max shot her a look. “Isabella Randolph is your grandmother?”


  “Yes.” Izzy spoke slowly. “She gave me the quilt.”


  Max shook his head sharply, sending a fine spray of water in her direction. “Sorry, Miss, but she gave it to me first.”


  Virgil groaned. “Don’t, Max.”


  Izzy’s eyes swung from one man to the other. “Look, I don’t know who you think you are, but—”


  “I’m Max Logan, curator of the California Pioneer Museum. And that quilt,” he said, stabbing his finger at the Wild Goose Chase, “is mine.”
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  First, Virgil imagined a conspiracy surrounding the quilt, and now his grandson claimed it as his own. Obviously, delusion ran in their family. Izzy snatched the box up before Max could get any closer to it.


  “The quilt is mine.” She did her best to give him a down-her-nose, I-mean-business look, just like she’d seen her mother do a thousand times. “Since you’re dripping all over my floor, I’d appreciate it if you’d leave.”


  As if they had rehearsed it, Virgil pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and held it out to Max, waving it near his face like a white flag. To her surprise, Max laughed. Not a lot, barely enough to shake his shoulders, really. But enough that she felt foolish over her reaction.


  “Fine. I’ll leave. For now.” He ran the white cotton square across his face and over the back of his neck. “But I’ll be back.”


  Izzy swallowed. “Why?”


  “Because I have a letter of intent from Mrs. Randolph, proving she wanted me to have the quilt.” His brows lowered, obscuring most of his chocolate-brown eyes. “I’ll bring it by in the morning.”


  She pursed her lips, her defenses once again raised by his insistence. “I have school in the morning.”


  Surprise softened Max’s features. “You’re a student?”


  “No, a teacher,” she snapped. Why did everyone always think she was younger than she was? “I have to teach school in the morning.”


  “Oh, well, fine.” He wadded up the handkerchief and stuffed it in the pocket of his slacks. “What time should I come over, then?”


  “You can’t. Not tomorrow. I’m busy after school.”


  He huffed out an exasperated breath. “Doing what?”


  “Finalizing my grandmother’s funeral.” Max Logan was rude and insufferable, and only the fact that his grandfather stood beside him kept Izzy from saying so. “The funeral is on Saturday, and I doubt I’ll want to talk to anyone on Sunday. So Monday is the best I can do.”


  The furrow in his brow deepened, and Izzy steeled herself for his argument. But Virgil intervened.


  “Give it a rest, Max.” He put his hand on the younger man’s arm and gave it a squeeze. “The quilt’s been meandering across the country for a hundred years. A few more days won’t make any difference.”


  Max patted Virgil’s hand, then removed it from his arm. “You’re right. I can wait.” He looked back at Izzy. “I’m sorry about your loss. Mrs. Randolph was quite a special lady.”


  Like a blade between her ribs, his comment brought up even more questions. Why had Gran never mentioned this man? How had the two of them become so close? And did she really promise to give him the quilt?


  “Thank you.” The words came out in a whisper.


  Max nodded. “I’ll be by Monday afternoon, then.”


  Izzy cleared her throat, wanting her next statement to be heard loud and clear. “I’d rather you not come here again.”


  “Excuse me?” Eyes narrowed, head cocked to the side and extended toward her, he resembled Bogie when he saw another dog on television.


  “I’d rather meet you at your office.” It occurred to Izzy that she didn’t know anything about this man other than what he’d told her. She needed to make sure the museum he spoke about, and his position there, actually existed. “You do have an office, don’t you?”


  “Yes.” Max bit the word off, letting her know what he thought of the implication behind her question. Beside him, Virgil snickered.


  “Do you have a card?”


  Without a word, he pulled his wallet from his back pocket, fished out a card, and handed it to her. She shifted the quilt box, holding it against her hip with one arm, took the card with her free hand, and ran her thumb over the embossed letters. Max Logan, Director, California Pioneer Museum. It certainly looked official.


  “I’ll see you Monday, then.” She set the card on top of the quilt.


  “Fine. Come on, Gramps.” He motioned to Virgil with a jerk of his head, then stomped to the front door and yanked it open. The rain was coming down in sheets now. Without hesitating, Max took off his trench coat and held it out to his grandfather. “If you put this over your head, you should make it to the car without getting drenched.”


  So he did have a heart. In a moment, Izzy took in the broad shoulders beneath his sensible dress shirt, his tie knotted looser than it should be and listing to one side. He was a handsome man, no doubt about it. But what did her in was the expression on his face: the softening of his lips, the concern in his eyes as he took care of Virgil, even though Max obviously thought his grandfather had caused a lot of trouble today. And Izzy was sending them out into the rain. Who was heartless now?


  “Wait.”


  Both men turned their heads toward her. She started to put the box down but thought better of it when she noticed Max leaning forward, hopeful that she’d changed her mind. She held up her hand, signaling for them to stay put, then jogged down the hall and rifled through the coat closet.


  When she came back, she held the box clumsily against her chest with one arm and waived an umbrella in the air with her other hand. “Here you go.”


  “Gee, thanks.” Max didn’t seem impressed by her altruistic gesture.


  His grandfather was another matter. “Thank you, Izzy.” Before she knew it was coming, he grabbed her in a hug, squeezing tighter than she expected he could and crushing Gran’s gift between them. Then he whispered in her ear. “Come visit me, and I’ll tell you everything I know about the quilt.”


  Over his shoulder, she saw Max roll his eyes toward the ceiling. He’d heard, but she didn’t want to let Virgil know that. The man was already certain he was being watched. No point in confirming it.


  “I will,” she whispered back. She handed him the umbrella. “Stay dry.”


  He grinned at her. “What’s the fun in that?”


  Max took his coat back and spread it over his head like a tarp. But when he made it to the threshold, he turned around one last time. “Take good care of it,” he said, jutting his chin toward the quilt. “And don’t do anything foolish, like putting it up on eBay.”


  Izzy had a few choice words for him but decided to keep them to herself. She stepped forward, putting her free hand on the side of the door. “Good-bye, Virgil. It was a pleasure meeting you.”


  They walked out and she shut the door behind them. A moment later, she heard whistling, then the opening lyrics of “Singing in the Rain.” Izzy kneeled on the couch, setting the box beside her, and peeked out through the window sheers. Max strode quickly down the driveway, head down and steps sure, toward the curb where he’d parked his car. Virgil trailed behind doing a respectable Gene Kelly impression, swinging the open umbrella like a dance partner and purposely stomping into a puddle. With a chuckle, Izzy fell back against the cushions. What an odd pair those two were.


  Her eyes rested on the quilt beside her. Speaking of odd pairs … why in the world had Gran decided to give her this quilt? If it was a family heirloom, shouldn’t it go to Izzy’s mother?


  “Not if she wanted it to stay in the family,” Izzy said to herself. If there was any monetary value in the quilt, her mother’s first thought would be to sell it, and Gran would have known that. But could it really hold anything more than sentimental value? Carefully, Izzy lifted the heavy layers of material from the box. As she did, a folded piece of paper fell out and fluttered to the floor.


  Izzy smiled. A message from Gran. Of course she wouldn’t give Izzy a present with no card, no explanation at all. She picked up the paper, spread it out flat, and read.


  My Sweet Izzy,


  I’ve entrusted my dear friend Virgil with this family heirloom. The fact that you are reading this means I’ve gone to Glory, and Virgil has given it to you. I’d hoped to do it myself, but obviously the Lord had other plans. You may be wondering why I chose to give you this gift. It is because I believe you are the one person who will truly appreciate it. The quilt holds the key to a treasure beyond price. It has a rich history, and by understanding it, you will have a richer, fuller future.


  I pray the Lord will bless you and keep you until we are together again.


  All my love,


  Your Gran


  Tears rolled unchecked down Izzy’s cheeks. She gasped as the first one dropped from her chin and landed on the quilt, leaving a dark spot on the off-white background. If this was as old as she thought it was, it had no doubt seen its share of tears, but Izzy didn’t want to add to them. She swiped the back of her wrist across her eyes and set the quilt to one side. Gran’s letter hadn’t told her much about the family heirloom, but it had reinforced two very important facts: first, her grandmother loved her. Second, there was no way on earth Max Logan was getting his hands on this quilt.
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  “If she thinks she can keep that quilt, she’s crazy.” Max shook his head and gripped the steering wheel a little tighter. He took a deep breath, trying to calm himself, but the smells of wet leather and Old Spice only made him more agitated. He glanced over at his grandfather. “Why’d you do it, Gramps?”


  The older man fiddled with the heater vent. “Do what?”


  “Why did you take her the quilt? You know full well Mrs. Randolph promised it to me.”


  “I know nothing of the sort. I know you and Isabella talked about it, how it was a historical piece as well as a family heirloom.”


  “Which is why she promised it to me.”


  “No. She didn’t promise you anything.”


  “She gave me a letter.”


  “A letter, not a contract. She considered donating it to your museum. But in the end, she wanted her granddaughter to have it.” Virgil shifted in his seat, angling himself toward Max. “If anyone should understand the importance of family and remembering those who came before us, it’s you.”


  Max let out a sigh. “Of course I do. But that girl—”


  “Woman. Izzy is a woman.”


  With her hair pulled back into a silky blond ponytail, her makeup-free face, and wide, innocent blue eyes, she had looked young, but Gramps was right. She was all woman. Still, it was hard to take her seriously. “What kind of a name is Izzy, anyway?”


  “I think it’s nice. Playful.” Virgil’s hands danced in front of him as if he conducted an orchestra. “I imagine more than one person called her grandmother by that name when she was young.”


  “I’m sure you’re right. I stand corrected.” Max agreed, but only to get off this rabbit trail and bring the conversation back to a more important topic. “What’s eating at me is that Izzy doesn’t even know what she has. It’s an important piece of American history but she probably just sees it as an old bedspread.”


  “You don’t know that.” Virgil’s hands dropped into his lap and he made a tsk-tsk sound. “You don’t know anything about her.”


  They fell silent, but Max’s brain never shut off. Gramps was right. He knew nothing about Izzy. He didn’t even know her last name. If the study of history had taught him anything, it was the importance of getting to know your enemy. Not that he considered Izzy an enemy. But they were two people who both wanted the same thing and only one could come out the winner. It would be smart to learn as much about her as he could.


  “So, Gramps,” he said casually, “what did Mrs. Randolph tell you about Izzy?”


  Max could hear the smile in his grandfather’s voice when he answered.


  “Everything.”
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  Izzy was having a hard time concentrating on cubism, especially since her mind kept going back to triangles.


  “This is Pablo Picasso, arguably one of the best-known cubist artists. But does he look anything like this man?” She clicked a button on the projector’s wireless remote, changing the image on the screen at the front of the room. Several of the students laughed; a few made noises that loudly communicated their negative feelings toward the piece.


  “No way that’s the same guy,” one of the boys said.


  “It’s supposed to be.” Izzy walked up the aisle until she stood beside her desk and faced the class. “This is a portrait of Picasso done by Juan Gris, another popular cubist of the time. I want you to take a moment to study it.”


  Arms crossed, she looked at the picture with her students, trying to imagine what a bunch of teenagers would think about such an unusual piece of art. But she kept zeroing in on the many triangles present in the painting. The background in particular was a series of triangles pointing in the same direction, giving it a feeling of movement.


  Very much like her Wild Goose Chase quilt. The quilt that Max wanted. What was she going to do about Max? Did he really have a letter from Gran? And even if he did, was it binding? Would it give him any claim over the quilt?


  The students started to whisper and fidget in their seats, signaling that the moment of silence had gone on long enough. She clapped her hands and looked back at the class. “What emotions do you feel when you look at this painting?”


  “I feel nauseated.” The remark came from the back of the room. Grant, her class clown and constant pot stirrer. If he wasn’t so gifted, she wouldn’t put up with his antics.


  “Grant feels sick. Duly noted, although that isn’t an emotion.” Grant slouched in his seat as laughter rippled through the room. She pointed at a girl in the front row with her hand up. “Danielle?”
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