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    Dedication




    To any woman who’s ever asked,


    “Does this make me look fat?”—Stop.


    You’re beautiful.


  




  

    1: On the Road Again




    I LOVE ROAD TRIPS. I love driving. I never get to drive.




    Here’s a secret: movie stars miss driving cars. In the heat of the spotlight, my brain has apparently turned to soft scrambled eggs, and I can’t be trusted to drive a car.




    Okay, that’s not fair. I’ve been working so much (too much, Kelly would tell you) that I’m always in the middle of a press tour or on set.




    Tucker Caldwell, my trusty bodyguard, drives when we work.




    We work a lot.




    “Are you awake? You have to be awake to drive in Oregon. They give huge tickets. Trust me.” Kelly Reynolds, the best thing that ever happened to me, looks at me from the passenger seat. She’s tipped her sunglasses down her nose to give me a field fatigue test and now eyes me suspiciously.




    She has her feet up on the dashboard. I resist the urge to tell her to put them down. If I careened off the road and the airbag deployed, it’d be a bad deal for those toned legs of hers. She thinks she’s the worrier, but I’ve read too many horrible true-story scripts—I’m the worrier. She doesn’t even know the half of it.




    I get a little lost looking at the curve of her calf, the way the tendons lead up to the knee, then the thigh leads…




    “I was kidding, but, Andrew? Are you in there? Really, we can pull over, and I can drive awhile. There’s no shame. I know you’re all ‘Andy Pettigrew, invincible bad ass,’ but I like awake bad asses behind the wheel. You’re allowed to rest.”




    I shake myself out of it. “I’m fine. I was just thinking about how much I like to drive.”




    I cast a glance in the rearview mirror and check on Hunter and Beau, Kelly’s boys. Hunter is asleep and probably getting taller even as I watch. He’s thirteen now—I remember being that age, the growth spurt days. My hips ached for a whole year from growing pains. I couldn’t sleep or eat enough to feel satisfied.




    Beau, the younger of Kelly’s boys by two years, has his headphones on and stares out the window, head tilted up, bobbing ever so slightly. I look back at the road and then to the side and realize he’s following the sway and slope of the power lines. They swim in a lazy pattern between the poles when we’re driving this fast.




    I turn back to the road but keep my head facing a tiny bit away from Kelly. I can’t help it; I get a little choked up. The whole “I am king of all I survey” thing? Well, I survey, and I feel full to bursting. I have a family. A beautiful family. I have this girl, this glorious woman to the right of me now, who let me into her life when I probably least deserved it. The last year and a half (plus a month, but, you know, it’s close) have been richer than I ever could’ve hoped.




    Driving ten hours across the desert with these people, it gets me misty. I don’t care if my ass is sore; I don’t care if Kelly packed more than Lewis and Clark probably did—and they traveled this route plus the whole trail from St. Louis.




    I don’t care. I have a family. I love them.




    I don’t know how this could get any better than it is right now.




    All right. If it wasn’t a mini-van I was driving, it might be a hair better. But other than that, it is the Griswold family vacation and Full House all rolled up into one. Without Mary-Kate and Ashley.




    The abundance almost makes me scared.




    I’ve never had so much to lose before.


  




  

    2: Sea of Love




    WE’VE REACHED OUR DESTINATION. The surf pounds into white spray, and the sea tosses restlessly, but I feel peaceful. I feel whole here on the Oregon Coast, a place that makes me happy, surrounded by my family. All my boys: Andrew, Hunter, and Beau. I love the way that sounds, all those names mashed into one sentence. My man and my sons together.




    I’m in the midst of a run on the beach. I can feel sand against my ankles, the wind blasting up from the south. The big storms come in that way, up from Northern California. It’s not a problem, the wind, unless I turn my head to look at something. Then I taste salt and feel grit in my teeth.




    But I’ve taken a cue from Andrew and worn sunglasses today, even though the stormy conditions don’t call for it. They save my eyes from the sand.




    The Oregon coast is cold, the water’s brutally icy, and the weather is often gray and windy—even now, in late June. If you turn your back to the surf, you’re likely to have your neck snapped or be dragged out to sea. I make it sound terrific. The Oregon Tourism Board thanks me. This isn’t some gentle breeze, warm water, sandy spit, wussy kind of Atlantic beach. Here the ocean demands respect. It’s a fighting kind of beauty.




    Though running is my respite, it’s a slog today. The sand, even down by the water’s edge, feels softer than usual, and my sneakers sink more than they should. I probably won’t get far. But I want to make sure I get to Silver Point. I want to check out that house again.




    I do this all the time—I’m pretty sure ever since I was a kid. Whenever I go on walks or runs, I stake out the neighborhood, figure out which house I’d claim as mine. It passes the time. It’s fun to daydream about what the house looks like on the inside.




    We’ve been coming to this part of the coast since before my husband, Peter, died. It’s the Reynolds family spot. Haystack Rock and Ecola Beach with Manzanita to the south: these are the places we visit as pilgrimage to the ocean from the desert of Idaho.




    When we packed up this time, the thermometer at the house in Boise was creeping up on ninety-nine. It’s been a few weeks since school let out, and the weather is already settling in for a long, hot Idaho summer. So we find refuge in rain and cool green forests that meet the ocean.




    Here, on the beach south of the house we’ve rented for the week, huge rocks climb out of the sea. Silver Point has one lone stone monument that rises from the ocean, but the mainland also is solid rock there. At high tide, the Point is impassable. And the beach on the other side is stopped by another large rock field to the south of it, so if I am ever to go to that side of the Point, I always check the tide tables. I get a bit cautious. There’s something terrifying to think of the sea crawling up as the tide changes, and I would be stuck on the rocks, and probably swept out to sea. That’s being overly dramatic, because the tide doesn’t come up in one fell swoop, but if for some reason a person wasn’t paying attention to the sea’s rumbling march, it wouldn’t be a good place to get stuck.




    But I’m running on the “safe” side of the Point, and the headland climbs stonily out of the sea. It’s a dark, wet, solid face of rock as I approach, but the house I lust after perches above it.




    When I’m close enough to find it, it has a new For Sale sign on its deck. A prominent sign, plastered on the house I chose a long time ago, on a run much like this one. My dream house on the coast has a For Sale sign on it!




    This has happened before, from time to time, with a house I’ve taken a shine to, in some neighborhood where I like to run. But in the past, the only allure a For Sale sign has added is the possibility of a walk through and glimpse of the inside on an open house day.




    Here’s what’s different: The guy I happen to be dating—that nice one waiting for me with the kids back at the house we are renting this week? He could snap this house up if I asked. We haven’t gotten so crass as to talk directly about his net worth, but I’m not an idiot. I know he is very good at what he does, and after winning the award he did this past January, he could ask for the price of this house as payment for a few weeks’ worth of work on a movie. It’s a little dazzling to think about his stardom.




    This is a weird quandary. I’d love to show Andrew this house, but just to share it with him. It’s like when Tessa, my best friend in Boise, brings me yet another fluffy magazine to leaf through. I like to show her dresses that are cute. It’s a bonding thing. I don’t expect her to go out and buy them for me.




    But guys—all guys—have a weird need to show off from time to time, especially when it comes to proving how worthy and competent they are at providing. Though I’d love to have Andrew join my ogling and speculating, it’s pretty clear that this house will have to stay my little secret.




    This is evolution, I tell you. Some things, people are compelled to do. I had a moment where I was poised to out-earn my late husband, Peter, when he was teaching at the university because he had to take several furlough days. It cut him to the core. He even thought about picking up another teaching job on the side.




    It’s not sexism. It’s the drive to take care of your own.




    Andrew is new to the game, but he’s not immune. I had to impose a Lego moratorium on Hunter and Beau a few months ago. I forbade Andrew to buy any more Legos before we were buried in them. But he liked that he could take care of what the boys wanted.




    I have money of my own, but it’s pretty ridiculous to even have a money discussion with Andrew. It’s important to me that I still have my little nest egg. I don’t like complete dependence. It makes me uneasy. And I think Andrew understands that.




    Oh, but a gorgeous house like this…It’d be a grand gesture, and I think he would love to snatch this up, slap a shiny bow on it, and gift it to me.




    Nonetheless, the second I start asking Andrew for things, material things, I’m afraid we’ll have turned our relationship into something really cheap and really nasty, bordering on payment for services rendered. And what we have is way too precious and special to cheapen it like that.




    Still, I take a break from running to stalk the house.




    The roof is peaked above an A-frame with three stories of large plate-glass windows. The weathered gray roof echoes the deck that stretches across the front of the house and wraps around it on both sides. Like a lot of the houses here, there are tempered glass panels enclosing the deck, breaking the relentless wind. There’s a two-sided fireplace, with Adirondack chairs surrounding it on the deck. I imagine the interior side of the fireplace has a big slate hearth and overstuffed pillows on a plush rug with a distressed leather sofa and lived-in, beaten-up side chairs. All very Ralph Lauren: tired and worn but incredibly expensive, the preppy thing goes to the beach. Nothing ostentatious. Lots of weathered gray, sun-washed blues, stormy grays, driftwood whites.




    I don’t know how long I’ve been standing, gawking at the house, when someone grabs me by the waist.




    “Gah!” I jump out of my skin. “Damn it, Andrew!”




    He howls with laughter, picks me up, and spins me in a circle. “Hey! What are you daydreaming about? I could have been a grizzly bear sneaking up on you.” He throws an arm around me and kisses me.




    “No grizzly bears on this beach. Did you follow me down here? It’s kind of a trek.” I know I haven’t been running very fast lately, but I didn’t see him tailing me.




    “Naw. I took the car down to get a cup of coffee at Sleepy Monk. I needed high-octane something this morning. This gray is harder core than LA’s marine layer.”




    I look for the coffee cup. “Where is it?”




    “Oh, I downed it already. There’s a tea for you in the car if you want a ride back.” He dances around a little. “I parked at the beach access a block up from here.”




    “Are you cold, LA baby?” I can’t help but tease him. He and his fellow Angelenos operate with this weird expectation that all other places in the world have the perma-weather that they do: sixty degrees, no matter what time of year. Suspended animation of the jet stream or something.




    The first day we were here, he wore his hoodie and got absolutely soaked to the bone. Today he’s still got his hoodie on (I swear it’s his security blanket, his “wubbie”), but he’s added the Merrell shell I bought him in Portland and insisted he pack.




    “Come on, I’m wet and cold, and you’ve been running, so I can suck all the body heat off of you when we get back.” He smiles at the thought.




    “It’s just as well. I might as well be running in oatmeal. I think I got passed by a sea tortoise.”




    “I’ll make you some brunch. I cooked bacon for the boys already.” He turns me around on the sand and points me toward the beach approach. He casts a casual look at the promontory above us before we trot to the car. “Nice house.”




    We hustle to the car. Andrew cranks the heater.




    “This is silly,” I tell him. “You basically drove down the block to get me. I could’ve run back, you know. I need to redeem myself for weeks of crappy runs.”




    “I missed you. Time to come home, pet.” He grins at me.




    “Stop. I’ll blush.” I love it when he flirts.




    “I hope so. There’s a nice color to your cheeks right now, though. Nothing like a little sand blasting to give you a rosy glow.” He turns on the wipers. “Everyone’s allowed an off week or two. Maybe you should cross train or something. Yoga, maybe.”




    I sigh. “Maybe this is me getting old.”




    He shakes his head. “Oh lord, here we go. I will now say my required line: ‘You’re not old, you silly gorgeous young thing you.’”




    “That sounds mean.” I needle him a little.




    “You sound ridiculous. You’re thirty-seven. That’s young, and I’m tired of the ‘old’ thing. It’s a little insulting. You’re insulting my hot girlfriend.” He pulls a cup from the console. “Now drink your tea.”




    I take it, trying to pull the warmth of the tea into my damp and stiff fingers. “Thank you.”




    “You’re welcome. And change the subject.”




    “What are the boys doing?” We pull into the driveway. The rain comes down harder. Looks like it’s an inside day.




    “Hunter was watching TV and eating a gigantic bowl of cereal. Beau was on your computer. I think he had nuclear launch codes or something.”




    “Ha ha.” This is part of the beach routine. Hunter and Beau laze in bed until mid-morning. Beau hasn’t declared a no-pants day yet, but I suspect one of these rainy mornings, he’ll decide to spend the whole day watching TV and eating cereal out of the box in the loft of the house we’ve rented. It’s not a vacation until someone stays in PJs from sunup to sundown.




    I get out of the car and make a break for the house.




    Andrew follows me inside, and it hits me right away. The smell of bacon. I gag. My stomach turns over; I swallow hard.




    “Mom?” Concern washes over Hunter’s face for the two seconds I see it before I run for the bathroom to puke my guts out.




    The cold bathroom tile floor feels so good under my hands. It’s actually a relief to throw up.




    There’s a knock at the door. Andrew’s voice filters through. “You okay?”




    “Come in here.” The moment of relief has passed. Something is wrong, and I start to run through what it might possibly be.




    Andrew comes in, a blanket in hand. He kneels and wraps me up. “What’s wrong? Flu?”




    “No. I don’t think it’s that. I can think of two things. One is remote and horrible, and the other is less remote but kind of shocking.” I let him help me stand up.




    “Which one do I want to hear?” He looks at me in the mirror. I try to avoid looking at the greenish sweaty face reflected back at me. His face is all clean lines and beautiful worry. When I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror, even when I’m not vomitous, I am a sideshow mirror of weird postures and grimaces. I don’t think Mr. Movie Star has an awkward pose. I’ve yet to see it, and I’ve been staring at him a lot over the last nineteen months. (Who’s counting? Oh, that’s right. I am.)




    “The first one can’t be true. It’d be that I have cancer, like Peter did. Nausea can be caused by tumors.”




    “Well, that idea is shit, so let me hear the second one.” Andrew is deadly serious now.




    “I’m pregnant.” I gulp—I hear myself do it.




    “Really?” He smiles.




    “My runs suck, I’m tired as all get out, and smells make me hurl.” The idea starts to sink down from my brain into my body, and I feel tears begin to climb up to my eyes.




    “But we always use protection.” His voice sounds lighter, higher.




    “There’s always that percentage. Read the directions, the pamphlets, there’s always the possibility. I thought my period was late because it was getting less predictable—you know, because I’m getting older. Maybe not.” The more I talk, the sadder I feel.




    “How late?”




    I think. It’s been a while since I’ve had to keep track of this kind of stuff. “I guess beginning of May.”




    He smiles. “June got away from you, huh?”




    “I just never…” I trail off.




    Hunter and Beau will freak. A baby. My life will be turned upside down for the next four years. And the boys have been so wonderful, such little men. So much fun to relate to.




    Andrew looks at me. “Why are you crying? Isn’t this a good thing?”




    I shrug. “I don’t know.” I can’t say anything. I can’t.




    He looks hurt. “Don’t you want a baby with me?”




    “We’re not married. I’m almost thirty-eight. I’ve been done for a while with being huge and babies and diapers and tantrums and no sleep. I made it through that stage seven years ago. Seven, Andrew! The boys are eleven and thirteen. Hunter’ll be fourteen in September. To go back to it now…the thought is just exhausting.” I pull the blanket around myself and check to make sure the bathroom door is shut tight. I don’t want either son to overhear this conversation.




    Andrew is quiet for a minute. “We should make sure. We’re talking about something we don’t even know yet. We’re talking about nothing, as far as we know.”




    “It could be a bug. A virus,” I say, but I know it’s not. The second the idea formed in my brain, every part of me had that shocking realization. When someone describes how an idea “dawns” on you, this is what she’s talking about. The sun rises, and it only sets in one direction. Not the other way, not ever.




    “We’ll run into town for the test. Then we can have this discussion.” He pats my hand. “I’ll tell the boys we’re going in for milk, see if they need anything. It’s a rainy, lazy day anyway. They’ll probably be happy not to have to get fully dressed.” He sounds chipper. But as he turns, just for the briefest second, I see a look of sadness.




    He’s disappointed in me. I think he was excited, and I shut him down so quickly. He’s never had a child.




    I’m such a bitch.




    “Andrew, wait.” I squeeze his hand. “Listen. It’ll be good, either way. No matter what.”




    “Remember, this is an amazing gene pool you’re swimming in,” he tells me. “Imagine what a kid could be like with us for parents! An astonishingly good-looking professor of literature! An Olympic runner who does soap operas!” He flashes his smile and goes to tell the boys we’re going into town.




    I wash my mouth out, brush my teeth, comb through my hair, and put it up in a new ponytail. In the mirror, the green tinge in my face seems to have subsided. It’s been replaced with an exhausted look. My thirty-seven-almost-thirty-eight-year-old face is pale and tired.




    Slow down, Kelly. Breathe. I walk out into the living room and see Beau. He’s wearing an impossibly small pair of shorts and an old soccer jersey. This is what I get when I let him pack for himself. He wants the independence.




    I was so close. Am I starting all over again? Really?




    I give his shoulder a little squeeze and glide out to the porch, escaping the bacon smell. The rain blows sideways. I feel wet tendrils of my hair immediately crawl into my mouth, whip into my eyes, and plaster my neck, driven out of the ponytail I just reset not two minutes ago.




    But the cold, wet air feels fresh on my clammy skin. I try to breathe in as much of it as I possibly can.




    “Come here, pet.” Andrew is behind me, and he pulls me into him, wrapping his arms around me in the sideways rain.




    “I’m sorry. Let’s go get the test and start over.” I tell him as I turn around and hide from the salt and spray in the folds of his coat. I smell him, a little Old Spice and his unmistakable Andrew smell, a faint hint of musky sweat, feel his breath on my neck.




    “Let’s go.” He tilts my face up to him, kisses my forehead.




    We drive to the Tolovana convenience store. Elvin, the Bosnian owner, comes to the door and holds it open as we rush in from the rain.




    God love him. It suddenly strikes me that if we were anywhere else in the world and Andy Pettigrew, movie star, strolled in and bought a pregnancy test with his live-in girlfriend, we’d be sunk.




    But Elvin, he would never tell a soul anything. His smile is broad and warm under his spidery mustache. He’s maybe twenty-two. His dad died late last year of a heart attack, and Elvin came home from Oregon State with a new degree in marketing and a business to run all of a sudden.




    “Kelly and Andrew. Why are you out in such rotten weather?” There’s the tiniest trace of a foreign accent in his speech. The only other clue to his heritage is next to the “We ID under 39” sign under the glass at the counter: the bumper sticker that says “Srebrenica 1995.” It’s a reminder of the turmoil that brought his family here in the first place.




    Andrew looks positively placid. What an actor. This might be the performance that deserves a nomination. “Junk food. Possibly doughnuts. And a few other little odds and ends.”




    I roam the aisles for a few moments, praying and hoping that Elvin actually carries pregnancy tests. Otherwise we’ll relive this ordeal in each little market farther north on the coast of Oregon until I may possibly die of the stress.




    But, thankfully, there are two, snuggled in next to condoms, adult diapers, and stacks of kindling for beach bonfires. I check the expiration dates and pick both of them up.




    “Are you ready?” Andrew looks at me, smiles as he puts three Gatorades and a bag of white powdered doughnuts on the counter.




    “Yep.” My voice is a tiny peep. I place the tests next to his pile.




    And what happens next is an absolute miracle. Elvin looks down at the tests, looks up at me, and comes around the counter to give me a hug.




    “This is good, right?” He looks me right in the eye.




    I start to cry, but I can feel the smile on my face, and it’s true and very wide. “If we are, then, yes, it’s very good.” I hug him tightly.




    Leave it to me to have the first bonding moment of my pregnancy with the c-store owner, not Andrew. Kelly Reynolds, the complete and total social failure, as usual.




    Andrew pays and slips an arm around my shoulder. He squeezes me tightly. “Mum’s the word, Elvin. It’s you, me, and Kelly for now.”




    “I give you my word, Andrew. The Reynolds family, they’ve been here every summer since when I was in high school, and Hunter and Beau were just little. And you, the big movie star, we’ve kept your secret, right? This one’s the same, I promise.” He gives us a thumbs-up for good measure.




    We drive back to the beach house. Andrew holds my hand the whole way. Now I do feel a little excited. There are lots of good things about this. Pregnancy is just nine months. I’d never even considered that Andrew and I could have a child together. “You know, Andrew, the path of us just got a lot longer, if this is true.” I watch his eyes, which are fixed on the rain, the windshield, and the road ahead.




    He grins. “And what do you think of that?”




    “I think I like it.”




    “I think I like it too.” He turns his head to look at me, and his grin is even wider. He squeezes my hand.




    We get back inside to find the both boys in the kitchen. Hunter has the frying pan out, and Beau cracks eggs into a bowl.




    “Hey, guys.” Andrew comes to Beau, gives him a side squeeze. “What’re you making?”




    “Scrambled eggs, the only thing we can make.” Hunter digs through the drawers for a spatula.




    “Not true. I can make macaroni and toast. Speak for yourself.” Beau always bristles at any hint of dependence. He’s determined to be his own man.




    Hunter snorts. “Yeah, you’re a regular Bobby Flay.”




    “I don’t even know who that is.” Beau shoves him.




    Andrew intervenes. “I like the teamwork here. Can we just stick with that and skip the fighting? I’ll wash dishes if you can get along.”




    Andrew’s found a way to help parent without parenting. The boys don’t see him as a father figure, but they respect him as an adult who loves them and wants to help. He’s the cool guy in the house, but he never wavers on house rules, always backs me up when the boys chafe at responsibilities. I am lucky.




    He shoots me a look over the boys’ heads, nodding in the direction of the master suite.




    Two seconds before I ask what he’s waggling his eyebrows for, I remember the tests sitting in a bag on the kitchen table.




    Hunter stands at the refrigerator. “I thought you guys went into town for milk. We’re still out.”




    Andrew stalls. “Oh, yeah, that…” Here’s hoping Andrew’s acting can get us out of this. I let him handle it and make for the bathroom.




    I use both of the sticks and stand at the bathroom counter, staring at pink lines. There’s a knock on the door.




    “Yes?”




    “Let me in. I want to see the official results.” Andrew nudges the door open.




    “Not much to see yet.” I hold up one of the sticks. There’s still nothing in the second window.




    He picks up the other one. “What am I looking for? And does this have pee all over it? Because now maybe I don’t want to hold it.”




    “I have good aim; don’t be gross. You’re looking for another line in the second box.”




    “You mean like this?” He puts an arm around me and shows me the stick in his hand. It has lines, lines in both windows, pink and clear as day.




    We’re pregnant. Officially. I look at him, and he picks me up in his arms. He kisses me hard, and I smile under his kiss.




    Beau is at the door. “What? What’s going on?” Andrew didn’t shut the bathroom door. Beau stands there, curious.




    Now I panic. “Umm…” Are we telling them now? How are we doing this?




    Andrew takes charge. “Come on out in the living room. We have something to share with you and your brother.”




    “What?” Beau wants to know now.




    Andrew puts a hand on his shoulder, steers him to the living room, sits next to him on the couch. Andrew’s face is still completely neutral, relaxed.




    Hunter has a plate of eggs and brings it to the coffee table. “What’s up?”




    Andrew starts. “Well, boys, I’ve been with you all for a while now, and I just want to tell you again how much I love both of you. And you know how much I love your mom.”




    Hunter looks suspicious. “But what?”




    “But nothing. We have some news.” Andrew looks at me. I guess it’s my turn.




    “Guys, I’m going to have a baby.” I sit down on the other side of Beau and give him a squeeze.




    Hunter smiles. “Really? Cool!”




    “It’s really, really early, so it’ll be a while before we tell anyone.”




    “How come?” Hunter is still smiling.




    “Sometimes babies have a hard time early in the pregnancy, so we need to make sure everything is fine before we tell a lot of people.”




    Beau stands up. “How come you didn’t ask us first?” His brow darkens.




    Uh-oh. “Oh, honey, sometimes things just happen.” I don’t know if I want to say that we weren’t planning on the baby.




    “Sometimes we have to see if things can happen before we tell you too. It’s not always a sure thing when you’re having a baby.” Andrew smiles up at Beau.




    “I don’t want a little brother.” Beau frowns, and tears well up in his eyes.




    “Beau, it’s going to be fine.” I don’t know what to say. It’s been a long time since I’ve had to have a conversation like this. And Hunter was a little, little boy. Beau’s got a lot more awareness than a toddler.




    “No, no, it’s not. I don’t need a younger brother. I like the way things are right now.” He runs out of the room to his bedroom.




    I start to get up, but Andrew puts a hand on my knee. “Give him a minute.” He turns to look at Hunter. “What about you, Hunter? How are you with this?”




    Hunter shrugs. “I don’t know. I think I like it. I’m happy for you guys.” Something dawns on him. “You’re not married. Do you need to get married? Wait. This means—never mind.” He grins for a second and then picks up his plate of eggs. “I’m not thinking about that part—more than I need to know about my mom.” He gives me a peck on the cheek and offers Andrew up a fist bump. “I’m going to eat in the TV room.”




    And he’s gone.




    “Andrew, poor Beau.” I feel confused and cloudy, and tears threaten to choke me up.




    He pats my leg. “Change is hard. This is huge. He doesn’t have to love it right now. Don’t push him. We’ll just love him up, and when the baby comes, we’ll love him up then too. It’s going to be different. I promise I won’t sugar-coat it for him. But I suspect when there’s a little somebody who worships the ground he walks on, he’ll start to feel differently about it.”




    “That could be true.” Beau will be a spectacular big brother. I can see him now, doting on the little one. It’ll be amazing to watch. “He’ll love having a little brother.”




    Andrew chuckles. “A brother, huh?”




    “Just a hunch.” I feel a smile forming at the thought of another little guy toddling around.




    “Or, an assumption. So, on to Hunter’s question.” Andrew looks at me, steady and clear blue eyes searching mine.




    “What?”




    “Do we need to get married?” He holds my gaze.




    “I hadn’t even thought about that. I don’t know, Andrew.”




    “Well, just for the record, I’m game.” He leans forward and kisses my bottom lip, gives it a little nip, sending a shiver down my spine.




    “Actually, I do think I know what I want.”




    “Yes?” He’s curious.




    “I want to call a time out on this discussion. I want a real-deal proposal. I want it to be a surprise, and I want it to happen when we have time to plan whatever amazingly cool kind of wedding we want.”




    “If we’re having this conversation, you’re not going to be very surprised that I propose. Clearly it’s something I want, and you don’t seem opposed to it, either.”




    “I know that. But when Peter and I decided to get married, we had a very similar, very practical discussion, and then he took me to pick out my ring. This time, I want you to surprise me. Nothing practical. So, time out. This conversation never happened.”




    “I can get on board with that. I will hunt down the Eye of the Tiger and give it to you while we are in a hot air balloon above an active volcano. When you least suspect it. We’re going big. Very big.”




    “The baby takes first priority right now. You’re not allowed to propose to me while I’m huddled over the toilet, sick as a dog. And no proposing while I’m in labor. I will kill you if you do that. I guarantee.”




    He gets up to go do the dishes the boys have left. “I promise. None of that. Now leave me to my creative thoughts. I’m thinking about a trained monkey or possibly Donald Trump. Maybe a marching band.”




    I stick my fingers in my ears. “Not listening. We’re not having this conversation. You’re going to surprise me.”




    He laughs and kisses me on the forehead as he heads for dish duty. “What were we talking about? I’ve forgotten.”




    All this change coming at me so fast, and just when we were settling into being a family. It wasn’t until after Andrew’s rehab that we were even officially and publically a couple. That’s only been about a year. So much for a nice boring stretch of just living and existing and enjoying the status quo. But I can’t help but smile. Nothing ever stays neat in my life. Messy is how we do.


  




  

    3: Firework




    A FEW DAYS LATER WE DECIDE, in light of my recent frequent puking, not to go into town for the 4th of July parade. But Cannon Beach allows fireworks on the beach at night, and I’m surrounded by pyromaniacs. So, that’s the grand plan for Independence Day: hang around and grill assorted meat and then light stuff on fire and watch the Oregon wind whip the flames out as soon as they’re started.




    “You don’t have to come down with us. You could watch from the deck if you want,” Hunter tells me.




    He’s not trying to be helpful. He’s trying to get rid of me. I’m not dumb. I’m the mom that doesn’t want people’s fingers blown off. This tends to put a damper on all sorts of outlandish and literally explosive ideas.




    “I’m coming. Nice try, though.”




    “Andrew’s coming with. He can handle us.” Beau packs up the beach chairs and the clever Oregon beach invention, the wind break. It’s a portable big screen to huddle behind when the wind tries to scour off the first layer of our faces. Though at sunset, the wind seems to be calmer than it has been in a few days. The sun leaks through the gray and turns strips of ocean hot pink, streaking clouds with fuchsia and orange.




    I shake my head. “I was going to take some pictures. And you don’t need adult supervision; you need female supervision. Andrew’s as much of a guy as you two—he wants to set stuff on fire too.”




    “Not true. I want to blow stuff up.” Andrew walks out onto the deck with a bag stuffed with towels and blankets. A few hours ago he and Hunter dragged and lugged and carried wood for the fire down to the high, wide sand at the top of the beach.




    “You’re not helping.” I look him up and down. I swear, he always makes an entrance. He’s just wearing old, worn jeans and a red long-sleeved T-shirt, but it’s the way he wears them. His broad shoulders, the ease with which he carries his lanky frame, the mischief in his blue eyes. I’m biased, but he’s just so damn handsome.




    “Are you going to come with us?” Beau looks annoyed.




    “At least for a while, yes.” I give him a little hug as he shrugs, resigned that the party pooper will be coming.




    Hunter isn’t so subtle. “Well, dang. There go the M-eighties.”




    “They’re not even legal. Who bought M-eighties?” I cast a scolding look at Andrew.




    “Hey, is that my cell phone ringing in the kitchen?” Andrew smiles slyly and drops the bag of stuff on the deck, making his escape.




    After much hauling of chairs, blankets, fireworks, hot dogs, and s’mores supplies, the whole Pettigrew/Reynolds family unit settles down around a bonfire on the beach. Hunter obsessively stokes it, adding kindling and bits of newspaper. Beau lights sparkler after sparkler.




    “Andrew! Watch this one and see what I’m spelling. See if you can guess.” Beau takes a punk and touches it to the tip of the sparkler. It sets off a shower of sparks, and Beau swings the sparkler in the growing darkness.




    “I think you’re spelling July.” Andrew sits with his arm around me. I snuggle into his warmth. The wind comes and goes, but the air cools at our ankles. I shiver at the conflicting sensation of warm and cool, the fire and the wind.




    “Yes! You’re good at this.” Beau lets the sparkler go out.




    Andrew motions to the big wrapped box of fireworks. “Why don’t you and your brother get the main-attraction fireworks out?”




    Hunter hears this and leaps up. He bounds like a puppy to the box. He and Beau drag it away from the circle of the bonfire, begin to tear the plastic off of it.




    “Oh, boy. I may go back to the house. This part is all about you menfolk and your evolutionary obsessions.”




    I make a move to see if I can get up.




    “Wait.” Andrew pats my knee. He turns in his spot, faces me.




    “What?”




    He reaches in his pocket for something. “Before we blow ourselves up, I just wanted to give you this.”




    He pulls out the twist tie from the hot dog bun package. It’s twisted in the shape of a ring. “Kelly Reynolds, will you marry me?”




    I laugh and hold out my hand. “Where’s the Eye of the Tiger?”




    “I’ve arrived at a brilliant idea. I’m going to propose multiple times—so many times you can’t stand it. And you won’t be able to tell which is the official, last ‘real’ proposal. It’s a perfect fake-out.”




    “And you’re doing it this way because?”




    “Because I kind of ruined the element of surprise the other day, and I feel bad about it.” He holds out the twist tie. “Will you marry me?”




    “Am I supposed to say no until I like the proposal or say yes all the time?” I fold my arms across my chest, give him a little grief.




    “I hadn’t thought that part through, to be honest.”




    “Well, this time, I’m saying yes. But don’t count on it each time. You must woo and wow me with your novel approaches. You should remain on your toes.”




    “I can do that. But you have to say yes more emphatically than that.”




    “Okay. Yes, Andrew Pettigrew, I will be your wife.” I hold my left hand out with a flourish.




    He slides the twist tie on it. “Excellent. Oh, and you have to wear whatever ring it is until I give you the next version. That’s a rule, too.”




    I shake my head. “You’re crazy, but I’ll do it.”




    “You love it.”




    “I love you.”




    He stands and helps me get up. “And I love you. Now go inside so we can blow stuff up.” He kisses me, wraps the blanket around me for better walking, and gives me a playful pat on the butt to start me up the beach to the house.


  




  

    4: How Do You Solve a Problem Like Maria




    “I THINK IT MIGHT BE BEST to tell my mom in person.” Andrew says this as he crunches on an apple in the Red Carpet Lounge of the Portland airport. It’s the second week of July, we’re headed to New York for rehearsals on Andrew’s new movie, and he drops this bombshell on me.




    “What?” I think I just choked on my ginger ale.




    “My mom. Telling my mom. I think we better tell her in person.”




    “Are we doing that already? I didn’t tell my folks about the boys until we were out of the first trimester.”




    “If she hears from a tabloid, I’m dead. She’ll send my dad out to LA to kill me. Or hire a mafia hit squad.”




    “She’s not like that.”




    “You’ve never met her in person. Talking to her on the phone does not count. My mom is…” He sighs, takes another bite of his apple. “Complicated.”




    “You hardly say anything about her. Your sisters are nice. You’re mostly well-adjusted. Your dad’s still married to her. She has to be at least somewhat normal.”




    “Look, let’s you and I hash out a way to go see her.”




    “What, you mean now? Go see her now?”




    “The boys are flying to see your folks. We’ve got a couple days before I absolutely have to be in New York. We could change our flights right now…”




    Which is how I ended up driving a rented Prius through the Pennsylvania green farmland on this Thursday night. It’s hot, sticky, and the bugs are yelling from the jungle-thick brush that lines the road. The sky is inky black, and the air smells like rain.




    I’m driving so Andrew can get a hold of his folks. He tries to text his mom again.




    “She has a smartphone. This is ridiculous.”




    “She wants you to call her. She won’t text you. You’re supposed to call and tell her we’re here. Or she’s very pissed about the late notice and is punishing you.”




    Andrew sighs and tosses the phone on the console in front of him. “It’s probably all of that. Dad was fine with it.”




    “Your dad is a guy. Guys don’t realize what kind of cleaning is involved in house guests. You have created a huge trauma for her.”




    “You mean we.” He points a finger at me, then at him. “We’re in this together.”




    “Yes, and I want to thank you again for that. She’s going to flip out when she finds out we’re having a baby. But first, she’s just going to be plain mad about the inconvenience.”




    “I offered for us to stay in a hotel.”




    “No mom is going to tell you to stay at a hotel. Even if it would be easier.”




    “Hey, you just missed the turn.”




    “Hey, I’ve never been to your house before. Geez, Andrew!” I slow the car down, look for a wider spot in the road, whip a U-turn, and make a wild left into the development.




    I drive through the neat, colonial-style subdivision. The houses all look vaguely the same: brick and white wood trim, shake roofs, everything very orderly. The macadam road gently winds its way through tall pine trees. I can’t help but feel like these roads could be the same ones Peter and I drove when we were first married.




    I’ll admit it; the East Coast makes me break out in a cold sweat. Okay, I love New York. It’s just the rest of the eastern seaboard I hate. My time in Virginia has Peter’s fingerprints all over it, and it brings back too much from my “other” life. It was the beginning of a tough road, but I didn’t know it then.




    Plus, the girls I knew here in college were all about pearls and flats and matching handbags and no white after Labor Day. I don’t wear white, ever. It shows stains. I don’t like pearls. I fit better other places. I’m more messy snow and dirt trails and running clothes.




    “Are you listening?” Andrew pokes me.




    “What?”




    “Next house on the left. Casa Pettigrew.”




    I slow the car. “The beige one?”




    “That’s the one. There’s Dad.” Andrew sits up, carries his shoulders a little straighter.




    Ugh, parents. How nerve-racking can they be? Peter’s were very polite, and they also lived in upstate New York, which helped. Good fences make good neighbors; multiple-state buffers make good in-laws.




    And my parents are very sweet. I love them very much, but everything with them takes about twenty minutes longer than it should. Talk about nerve-racking—calling them to tell them I was having a baby? They always put me on speaker, and this time, I got to hear all of their reactions in gory detail when I sprung the news. Mom started crying, and Dad wanted a detailed run-down of the risks since I was, “you know, getting up there in age.” As if I needed a reminder about that. But then Mom called me Bug and got excited about making something special, maybe a quilt, for the baby and then started crying again when she realized it was Andrew’s first time as a dad, and then she started reminiscing about Dad’s reaction when they found out she was pregnant with me. That phone call forced me to lie down with a damp washcloth over my eyes. A rollercoaster of emotion all carried out via cell.




    We park and get out. Andrew strolls to his dad, puts out a hand for a shake.




    We’re huggers, my family. It always makes me sad when a dad doesn’t hug his son. Maybe it’s just me.




    “Kelly, so good to see you again. How was your flight?”




    “Hi, Hugh. The trip was uneventful, so that’s good.” I get a little hug.




    He looks at Andrew. “Your mom’s so excited to see you. We were really surprised to hear from you, to hear you were coming.”




    I can hear the code in that: What are you doing here? You never call. You never visit.




    “Is she inside?”




    “Of course.” Andrew’s dad says this with a touch of sadness. That’s what it sounds like to me, at least.




    We walk in without the bags, and I resist the urge to stay out at the car and putter. We have to be a team on this announcement, this visit.




    Andrew’s dad opens the front door. A brown and white Papillion comes skidding around the corner and barks in little shrill yaps. Hugh scoops it up. “Hush you, Barnaby.”




    “New dog?” Andrew reaches out to scratch its chin. It nips at him.




    “Your mom was lonely.” He turns and calls to the rest of the house. “Maria! They’re here!”




    Andrew walks past him, strolls into the kitchen at the end of the front hall. “You painted in here. I like it.”




    “We had to take out that magnolia in the backyard too. It was rotten in the roots.”




    “Huh. I liked that tree.” Andrew sifts through the mail on the table. There’s a weird disconnect. He’s at ease here, like he’s just come in to grab a glass of milk out of the fridge, but the conversation with Hugh bumps and stalls like an old car smoking and sputtering down the road.




    “Andrew!” Maria comes into the kitchen with her arms out.




    “Hi, Mom.” He comes to her, hugs her for a good long squeeze.




    I’ve never actually laid eyes on her. Hugh’s been out to LA for some special occasions since Andrew and I started seeing each other, but Maria has never flown on a plane. Ever. I’ve yet to get the story on that.




    Maria has a red cable sweater over her petite frame, with pearls at the neck and khaki slacks. Her dark hair is bobbed neatly below the ears. She wears patent navy flats.




    From what Andrew has said, she doesn’t go out much. She doesn’t like to drive. She goes to the grocery store and church and the country club—that’s about it. But looking at her, you’d think we were headed to dinner downtown, even though it’s more like bedtime.




    “You must be Kelly.” She clasps my free hand with both of hers, gives it a gentle shake. Not a hugger either, I guess.




    “It’s wonderful to finally meet you, Mrs. Pettigrew.” I feel like a last-name basis goes with a shake over a hug.




    “Please, it’s Maria. Would you like a glass of water?”




    She pulls out a chair at the kitchen table for me, and I sit. I am the obedient, gracious girl who just got knocked up by her son. This is going to be painful.




    “That’d be great. Airplanes always dehydrate me.”




    “It’s especially important now,” Andrew says.




    “What?” I shoot him a scrunched-up-face look. Give us a minute before you kill them with this news, big guy. Yikes.




    “Summer in the land of humidity.” He mouths “stop” to me when she turns her back to get a glass.




    “How’s the biz, son?” Hugh stands behind the chair next to me, but I’m the only one who has sat so far. I feel short.




    “Good, Dad.”




    “What’re you up to? Any big deals in the works?”




    “You know Jeremy; he likes to keep me busy. I’m on my way to New York. We’ll start shooting in a couple weeks.”




    Maria brings me the water and sits across from me at the table. “What will you do while Andrew is gone, Kelly?”




    “She’s going with me, Mom. The boys too.”




    “Really? How nice.” She smiles, no teeth. The way that really just came out sounded pained.




    “I couldn’t pass up a chance to show the city to everybody. Remember the first time I went with Todd and his folks? Maybe the boys will love it as much as I did.”




    “Uh-huh. And where are they right now?”




    “In LA with my parents. Getting some quality grandparent time,” I explain.




    “Speaking of grandparents—”




    Oh God, here he goes.




    “Oh, you should see little Avery. She’s adorable.” This is Lizbeth’s daughter, Andrew’s niece. Mama Pettigrew already has grandkids.




    “I bet she is, Mom. We’re pregnant.”




    “What?” She sets her glass of water down with a plunk.




    “We? Who’s we?” Hugh sounds confused.




    “Kelly’s going to have a baby, Dad. With me.”




    So much for this going well. I guess Andrew decided to take the Band-Aid route. It’s news that just needs to be torn off.




    “When are you due?” Maria looks right at me, and I feel a chill.




    “We’re not super sure yet—we just found out ourselves,” I tell her. “We wanted you to be one of the first to know and didn’t want it to get to you some other way.”




    “Are you going to get married? And what about a pre-nup?” Maria’s eyebrows knit together in a deep V.




    Andrew just looks tired.




    “Don’t just go getting married because of the baby.” Hugh’s voice is louder, annoyed.




    Guess I won’t show him my hot dog twist-tie engagement ring. I feel positively frozen now.




    “We’re not going to do that thing where we have a conversation about someone in the room as if they’re not here, are we?” Andrew stands behind me and puts a protective hand on my shoulder. “We’ll get married when we want to, before or after, whatever we choose. And I’d write her a check with all my money right now if she wanted it. This is it. Kelly’s the one.”




    He stops, and we all remain sitting or standing, quiet. I can’t help but smile at his words. I really want to give him a big fat kiss. But I’m going to hold still and stay silent instead. I sure as hell won’t be the one to say anything next. I’m staying as far out of this as I can.




    Man, am I sick of Andrew defending me to other people. First, co-star Franca and Jeremy the agent, now his parents. Am I that much of an albatross around his neck? I guess I had to defend him to my folks and Tessa when we went through his rehab, so maybe we’re almost even.




    Maria picks up both water glasses and goes to put them in the sink. “We’re very happy for you, son. It’s a big step, that’s all. I’m sure Kelly can tell you that.”




    “Of course. Of course it is.” That’s all I get out. I dazzle with my articulate speech under pressure.




    “Mom, Dad, I love you both to pieces. Hear me when I say that this is good. I’m happy and healthy—the healthiest I’ve been since I went out to Hollywood, probably. It’s been more than ten years, and I’m ready for this. And I care about you and love you, which is why we’re here, telling you the news.” He walks to the sink, puts his hands on his mom’s shoulders.




    She turns around. There are tears in her eyes. “I guess I just thought at some point you’d come back. Come back home, settle down here. Now you don’t have a reason to.”




    “A reason to come back? I’ll always come back to visit with my family, Mom. I know it’s been crazy, but things will eventually slow down.”




    “No, they won’t. Kids mean you’ll be busy. Your sisters are always too busy to come home.” She takes a tissue from a box on the kitchen counter, dabs at her eyes delicately.




    “You could come see me, Mom. Dad’s been out. Maybe it’s time you get past the flying thing.”




    “We’re not talking about me. We’re talking about the fact that you’re starting a family with a woman who’s already been married, has already had kids, isn’t in your business, doesn’t have money of her own.”




    I swallow hard. Don’t take that bait, Andrew. She’s your mom; don’t do it. “Maria, it’s okay. This is big news for everyone. I love Andrew with all my heart. I promise.” Maybe this will stop him.




    “Mom, would you like us to stay or should we head on toward New York tonight?”




    Her face goes blank. “What?”




    “If you can’t give me credit for choosing who I love, and for having a brain in my head, maybe we should move on tonight.”




    Hugh slaps the newspaper in his hand down on the table. “All of this is ridiculous. We’ve stayed by your side from the time you left for LA, through the soap opera jobs, through your ups and downs, through rehab, through all of it. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves and say things we’ll regret later.”




    “And Kelly’s been with me through the worst of it too. We’re a package deal. Me and Kelly and Hunter and Beau and the baby. That’s the way it is.” Andrew takes her hand. “We’ll come visit. But you could come out to see us too.”




    “Andrew…” She puts her other hand on his, squeezes it.




    “Please, Mom. Please.” He looks at her.




    “Just give me some time.” She lets go and walks out of the kitchen.




    Hugh looks at me. “It’s a lot to digest. That’s all. I’m sure it’s all occurred to you too.”




    I think he’s campaigning for some help here.




    I nod. I don’t know these people. I don’t know the family dynamic. I do know that family is complicated. It just is.




    Hugh turns to Andrew. “Son, please stay tonight. You know your mother. You brought up the flying thing. You can’t expect a good outcome when you do that.”




    “It’s been the elephant in the room forever. Now she won’t even go to the mall, Lizbeth said. Someone has to say something about it.”




    “Well, that someone doesn’t need to be the son who never comes home, unless it’s to drop a bombshell like a pregnancy-out-of-wedlock on us.”




    “Twenty-first century, Dad. It’s the twenty-first century. I don’t even think the word wedlock is still in the dictionary.”




    Hugh pinches the bridge of his nose. Funny, I’ve seen Andrew do that too. They look a lot alike, especially through the eyes and cheekbones. I always thought he might look more like his mom. Hugh finally says something. “Let’s all get some sleep. Give your mom the morning, at least. Let this sink in. Don’t go storming off.” He puts a hand on Andrew’s shoulder, tilts his head and raises his eyebrows. “Okay?”




    Andrew relents. “Okay.”




    “I’m going up. The sheets are clean on the bed in the guest room. See you in the morning.”




    Andrew sits at the table with me for a minute. “Want to leave? We can just go. Say the word.”




    “I’d love to take off. But you know we need to stay. They’re your folks, Andrew. They always will be. You need to give them a chance.”




    “I knew you’d say that. Want a cup of tea?” He gets up to look through the cabinet.




    “Show me around. Where’s your old room?”




    “Down the hall.” He points.




    “Let’s go.” I stand up and take him by the hand.




    He walks me down the hall. There are tons of family pictures hanging: he and his two sisters, all towheaded, posed in a little circle in front of a fountain; the family in front of Niagara Falls; Andrew and his dad with fishing poles.




    “Look at all these memories. You look like the perfect family.”




    “Oh, I learned to be an actor from somewhere. I’ll tell you all the sordid details someday when we’re trapped together in an elevator for hours or something.” A trace of bitterness clings to his words.




    We stop at a panel door. “Here it is, the famous lair of Andrew Pettigrew, boy wonder.”




    He swings the door open. I step in to a sewing room. “What?”




    “I told you, my mom converted my room the second I left for LA. No shrine to Andy Pettigrew in here.”




    “Aw, that’s kind of sad.” I look at the sewing machine, the card table in the corner, the rolls of gift wrap hanging on the wall, organized by holiday.




    “They had faith in my success, maybe…knew I wasn’t going to come crawling back a failure.”




    “So much for having sex in your childhood bed.” I elbow him, trying to get him to smile.




    “Now that is a bummer. I could make up for all of the failed attempts in my teen years.”




    “Not a lot of luck with the ladies?”




    “Todd was the ladies’ man. I never really figured it out.”




    “Your fans would be shocked.” I turn around, plant a kiss on his lips, and smack his butt.




    “Watch it, girl! This is a wholesome and decent family’s home.”




    “I’ve been corrupted by a Hollywood lothario. Can’t help it.”




    “I’m not going to get up to no good with you in a sewing room. Not gonna do it.”




    “Well, let’s go look for a more suitable place.” I wink and lead him out the door.
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    I don’t sleep much. A guest room in a strange house, Andrew tossing and turning next to me, and absolute terror for the awkward morning that awaits keep my eyes wide open. I can’t imagine how the next talk with Andrew’s parents is going to go.




    I’ve never been much for confrontation. It’s so much easier to run in the opposite direction. Andrew never seems afraid to have the big conversations, and I admire that about him. I wonder if the movie business requires a certain boldness. Andrew would be trampled by all the hungry actors looking for a break if he weren’t able to hold his own and speak his mind, I suppose.




    It’s a relief when he sits up on his side of the double bed before seven.




    “Are you up?” he whispers.




    “Never really went down. Not a good night’s sleep.” I sit up too and cuddle into his back, strong and broad under the white T-shirt he slept in.




    “Let’s go down. I have an idea for the olive branch.” He stands and slides on his jeans.




    “Thank God for that. I spent a good chunk of the night trying to find a way to redeem myself.”




    “And?”




    “I got nothin’.”




    “Get dressed, because I’m taking you and the fam-damily golfing.”




    “What?” Maybe I’m not awake yet, because I think Andrew just said we were golfing.




    “Golf. My folks love golf. I’m going to fix this.”




    “I thought your mom didn’t like going out.”




    “The country club she can manage. I try not to ask too many questions.”




    “I don’t golf. I haven’t since my grandmother got kicked out of the Sevier County Country Club.”




    “What was that for?”




    “She said it was okay that the four-year-old French twins wore Speedos in the country club pool. The rest of the social committee thought it was immoral.”




    Andrew stretches and runs a hand through his messy brown hair, ruffling it more into place. “Scandal. Well, Hugh and Maria like golf, and I’m decent at it, and you can whack the ball around and drive our cart.”




    “And then we leave first thing tomorrow?”




    “It’s the best I can do. I can’t push the visit any longer. I have a movie to shoot.”




    I stand up and give him a kiss. “Golf is a brilliant idea. Otherwise we have to stare at each other for a day. Might as well have a purpose.”
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    Andrew can be a charming guy, and a persuasive one too. At a rather frosty breakfast, he talks his mom and dad into a round of golf at the local country club. Hugh is a member, but Andrew’s called in some favors too, so we’ll get a prime tee time and any other first-class perks he can think of.




    We drive in Hugh’s Cadillac to the club. I keep quiet, finding the Pennsylvania countryside intensely intriguing, in hopes that I can keep from making anyone cranky before we even get there.




    The golf pro’s arranged everything for us, so in swift succession we have clubs, carts, and arrive at the tee box for the first hole.




    Maria wears a cute pink and green outfit with a matching windbreaker. Her golf glove is worn smooth on the palm and fingers. She knows what she’s doing on the course, obviously, and her straight, long drive down the fairway is further proof of that.




    Andrew’s good at everything, so he’s next and pounds the ball down the course.




    Hugh whistles. “I thought you didn’t like golf, son. That was quite a drive.”




    “I don’t like it much. But producers love it. Deals get made on LA courses.” He hands me a driver from my borrowed bag of clubs, and I say a silent prayer.




    I step up to the tee and try to channel my grandma’s abilities. “You all might want to look alive,” I joke, but for a split second I pray that I don’t bean Andrew’s mother. I’d be done for sure.
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