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Prologue



“I declare, Carrie, a whistling woman and a crowing hen are neither fit for God nor man.”


I immediately skidded my bike to a stop on the gravel at her feet and slowly petered my whistle out before replying, “I’m not quite sure I understand what that means, Grandma.”


“In other words, honey, feminine women don’t whistle and hens don’t crow, so it’s best not to be heard too much as a woman.”


Each time I whistled after that, I would quickly bite my lip and finish it up with a defiant sigh. All the while I was thinking, One day I won’t bite my lip anymore.





Part One:
West Virginia



Montani semper liberi. “Mountaineers are always free.”
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Tides of Change


Never take counsel of your fears.


—Thomas “Stonewall” Jackson, born January 21, 1824, Clarksburg, West Virginia


My feet seemed to be possessed by some unknown villain from the outside world. They were having their way with me once more, frantically twisting my chair from left to right and back again. The smell of a storm approaching through the cracked office door kept me oblivious to the drops of hot coffee falling in my lap with each nervous squirm. The more I tried to settle my feet down, the more they felt the need to put my body on a jittery merry-go-round ride.


It had been three weeks since Asheville had seen rain, which was causing a hungry brown hue to climb up the surrounding mountains. I was trying my awfullest to read my friend Charlie’s e-mail, but the damp fragrance outside was sending me back. All my meditation lessons were not working; I just couldn’t stop retracing the rainy day I had met Ryann four years earlier, in Bluefield, West Virginia, at Ira’s Coffeehouse. I recalled it had been the first rain in April—the kind that has a distinct smell of washing away the old and bringing in the new.


Now, I grabbed the armrest on my chair and arched my back as I hummed with my lips closed tight, trying to hush these frustrating voices from the past. It was one of those times when you want to forget all the secret places you’ve been—but I couldn’t forget. All I could do was peer outside and let the feelings have their way with me once again. Why was it that year after year I was unable to lock up my rainy-day bouquet and keep it hidden deep inside? More appropriately, I should call it my crying demon, which crept hauntingly from my deepest innards during each looming spring rain, possessing one mission: to torture my heart.


From: Carrie


To: Charlie


Subject: Thank You/Happy 40th


Charlie,


“We are all travelers in the wilderness of this world. And the best we can find in our travels is an honest friend.” —Robert Louis Stevenson


I am so very thankful we met on our life journeys. Just think, I never would have run into you if I hadn’t picked up the wonderful habit of road biking. I’m glad you’re twenty-three years older so I was able to catch up to you and gab your ears off on my first ride in Asheville. If you were my age, I never would have caught you!


Thank you for all you do for the boys and me. It helps in so many ways, and I want you to know how much it is appreciated. Carrie


From: Charlie


To: Carrie


Subject: Thank You/Happy 40th


Carrie,


I know that these are not easy times for you and turning forty is not exactly wonderful. You tend to underestimate your abilities and yourself in general.


I just want to say again that you have movie-star looks and a wonderful, caring personality—with wit, charm, intelligence, and the emotional center to see your way through anything that comes up. I am absolutely sure you will find a soul mate to enjoy the rest of your life with, when you are ready.


I get great pleasure from helping just a little and your boys are really fun. You should be very proud of what you have accomplished; you must have done a wonderful job as a mom in their first years.


Incidentally, I was in the bike shop and noticed that Jeremy has shaved his beard and put some grease on his unruly hair and combed it back. He was the one that asked if you were unattached. Don’t forget to bring your bike to the bike shop to have them look at the fork.


It has been a blessing to get to know you and watch you grow during this difficult period.


Take good care of yourself, and don’t let the “flusters” bother you too much. We all get them.


Charlie


This e-mail came before Charlie knew the extent of my difficult period or the deep-rooted secret I kept hidden somewhere behind my left rib cage. Each time I allowed my mind the freedom of venturing back, it felt like a piano tune rapping against my sternum, trying to break free and let the world know who I really was.


Charlie knew only that I was going through a very unclear and troublesome divorce that had sent me back to school to pursue a physical therapy assistant degree. His entrance into my life had taught me that people enter our lives to fill a need—that we are absolutely not alone in this world if we only follow with an open heart, and that happiness and sadness do a bit of a waltz with each other throughout our lives. Some choose to make changes; others freeze without ever letting the piano tune escape from their chest.


I had begun to understand that acceptance of change is the only aspiration for true living. Throughout the course of my difficult divorce, my mind, heart, and soul were challenged to their greatest maturity. But I prided myself on saying, “I will never grow up,” so of course it was that much more difficult to go through.


When I met Charlie in 2004, I was living in Asheville, North Carolina, with my husband, Sam, and my two sons, Nelson and Quinn, but I had left my heart behind in West Virginia. The moment I first let my heart contemplate abandoning my home and my family had been in 2000, when I was thirty-four. My existence then seemed so simple to me—or maybe I had just come to understand time as a temporary illusion, twisted with reality in every moment.


For a while I was able to find peace of mind, even with multiple moves from city to city while my husband pursued his medical career. Our last move before Asheville was to Bluefield, West Virginia, where my husband started his family-medicine residency. From the outside, my life must have looked like a well-rehearsed orchestra. After all, this was what the world wanted to see: a beautiful woman who effortlessly took care of her doctor husband and their two male offspring without getting lost in the tangled maze. It seemed as though I was trying to achieve perfect harmony in the chaos of everyday living. I was lost, but I was much too busy holding things together to acknowledge it. My mind was teetering on the edge of considering that I may want to walk away from my marriage, but fear always seemed to engulf my hallucinations of a life without an intact family. It didn’t matter how many times I told myself I was strong enough and I could leave; I would turn a corner and see the illusion of both my sons’ blue eyes full of tears, looking directly into mine, pleading silently, Don’t break this family up … please, Mom. So I would pull up my big-girl panties and settle back into life as I knew it, keeping my crumbling-family thoughts hidden deep inside.


I remember the rainy day in West Virginia when Ryann Garrison walked into Ira’s Coffeehouse with intensely radiating confidence. At that very moment my heart began to slip—the damp smell of rain, coffee brewing, chatter and laughter in the background. I was calmly reading my book on the striped red couch in the corner of the room with local art cast along the wall behind me. Sipping on my coffee, paying no mind to anyone else as the intense thunderstorm arrived, taking away my light summer rain.


It’s easy to recognize a fellow cyclist from her tan lines, which usually end above their ankles and at the beginning of their wrists. Ryann had those, and she walked with a confidence I knew would translate to stability on her bike when she stood up to push her pedals forward, in hopes of conquering a mountain or playing chase with her fellow cycling buds.


Curiosity got the best of me, so I stood up and made a point of interrupting the transaction that was about to take place. Speaking from across the room as I walked closer to Ruth, one of the sisters who owned the coffee shop, “Do you have any idea where I might find a bike shop in the area?”


“No, but she may know,” she answered, pointing at Ryann. “She’s always riding a bike.”


I looked at both of them with hope in my eyes and replied, “Well, I’m in desperate need of a bike rack for my car.”


Ryann quickly took it upon herself to answer. “There’s a bike shop about an hour from here, in Blacksburg. I go over there at least twice a week; I could possibly pick up a rack for you.”


I became silent for a moment as my thoughts began to stir and my heart fluttered, thinking, as I always did, How could a stranger offer to do something for me? Silence was all I could muster up. For as long as I could remember, I had found it impossible to let anyone else help me without an overwhelming feeling of guilt. When I was growing up, my parents always made a point of saying, “Take care of your own business.” So, rather than agreeing, I had to give an unsure reply: “Why do you go over to Virginia that often?”


“I own a business over there, and I mountain bike at Pandapas Pond.”


Still staggering with hesitation, I said, “Oh … I guess in that case, it wouldn’t hurt. When are you going again?”


“I’ll be going next Tuesday.”


“Sounds good to me, but only if you’re positive it won’t be out of your way.” In my mind, I added, I hope she says it’s fine, because I was experiencing a vast, unknown, queasy feeling that was pulling me to her.


She stuck out her hand as a gesture for an accepting shake and said, “It won’t be any trouble. By the way, my name is Ryann Garrison. Who are you? I don’t think I’ve seen you around here before.”


I reached for her hand and shook it with a warm firmness. “I’m Carrie Highley. I’ve just moved here with my husband and two boys.” It was a good handshake, one that for a moment put to rest the magnetism that was going on between us. I didn’t want to let go but I gradually did.


We exchanged numbers next and that was it—no more teetering on the edge or debating with my heart or mind. Soon after that, back in that little town in West Virginia, I lost the control I thought I had on that rainy day; it fell with the drops and washed away.
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The Garden


I feel it is healthier to look out at the world through a window than through a mirror, otherwise all you see is yourself and what is behind you.


—Bill Withers, born July 4, 1938, Slab Fork, West Virginia


I could see spring running into the hills of West Virginia as they became green. The mountains there were sharp, resembling the new world that was beginning to haunt my days and dreams at night. The bike-rack encounter was the start of a very stimulating but frightening relationship that included a dangerously high price.


From: Carrie


To: Charlie


Subject: Thanks, as always


Charlie,


Thanks for listening to my tales of woe last night. Your insight was really helpful. You are a wonderful friend. Thanks again for all your help. I cannot begin to tell you how much it means to me. I hope that my small dinners and veggies from my garden repay you a bit.


Carrie


From: Charlie


To: Carrie


Subject: Thanks, as always


Carrie,


Can you please peek at the brand of balsamic vinegar? I think it gave your dressing an extra fabulous flavor.


Anne and I always enjoy your fresh veggies and fresh conversation. Thank you again for dinner.


Charlie


I was tending my makeshift garden when the phone rang. I say “makeshift” because it seemed that every time I had just begun a garden, the following year, month, day, or whenever it occurred to him, my husband would walk in the front door and say, “I’m moving. Are you coming?” Too many times I tried arguing back without success. Plus, I had two small children in tow and a life without a career. So eventually I learned to sigh out, “Where to now?”


This latest move, to Bluefield, West Virginia, would mark move number thirteen. My boys had been in a different school every year since they started attending preschool. With each passing year we would walk in to register at yet another school, office, and county and maybe, if we were really lucky, a new state. Sam had a special bumper sticker on his blue Buick—the boys called it the “comfy-couch car”—that read NOT ALL WHO WANDER ARE LOST. I always felt like we had something of a scarlet letter; the secretaries would look down, scan the boys’ files, and see all the different schools, including one year of homeschooling, and more often than not they would look back up at me with a bit of judgment laced with sympathy. Every now and then, if they gave me an extra-long stare, I’d smile with a wink and say, “We’re not in the military, and last time I checked we didn’t have any drugs on board.”


Back to the phone call: while I was in my garden, my cell lit up with Ryann’s name. Feeling a bit of tempestuous intrigue meander through my body, I picked up the phone with my sweaty, dirt-covered hand and uttered “hello” at the same time I stumbled over my tools.


Ryann replied instantly: “Hi. It’s Ryann. I have your bike rack, and I was wondering if I could drop it off now.”


The sunshine in her voice filled my heart. Even if I had been busy, I would have made myself unbusy to spend the afternoon—or even a moment—with her. Still, I was perplexed by the feelings I was having. She was thoroughly stirring me awake while making me absolutely dreamy-headed. How could this be happening to me when I didn’t even know her?


With a bit of hesitation in my voice, I answered, “I’m not busy … no … sure, come on over.”


“Where do you live?”


“At 101 College Ave.”


“Really? I lived on that road a few years back. Well, I’m out the door and on my way … should only take a few minutes.”


“Wait … when you get here, come around back to the garden. That’s where I am. I’m trying to get it cleaned up to plant some spring lettuce.”


“Okay,” she said, and hung up.


I put the phone back on the grass border encircling the garden and wiped the sweat away from my forehead. Returning to the dry, malnourished soil, I concentrated on the rows. Dust crawled up my legs as my spade tangled with the earth.


I was so focused on what I was going to say that I didn’t even hear her car pull up. Ryann was quiet as she came down the steep hill along the worn path between the ivy, and was already close in my space, by my side, before she said, “Hello.”


Her abrupt voice startled me; my hand shook and dropped the rocks I was in the process of removing. I turned 180 degrees to look up at her.


“Hey, that sure was fast.”


“Well you’re only a few short blocks away from me,” she answered quickly. “I live on Locust Street, just a little past the elementary school.” Then she bent over slightly and pointed at my forehead. “You have some dirt there.”


Trepidation engulfed my heart, then my body, as I awkwardly stumbled to get to my feet and wipe the dirt away. She stepped back and put her hands down beside her thighs. There was a moment of pause and silence as we locked eyes, trying to reach each other’s stories—both of which were just too deep and tangled to tell on that spring day in West Virginia.


Finally, I said awkwardly, “Good—I had no idea you were so close.”


My “gaydar” was alive and well. I wished I could just touch her in some way to let her know I understood. As I reached for the rack in her hand, our fingers brushed each other’s for a moment that seemed to last for an eternity. In that moment I felt a quiet ease between us, born of our knowing we had a common home—one that we had both pushed deep into a closet so we could take care of our families.


“Thanks,” I said cheerfully.


“You’re welcome. It was no problem.”


“Now I’ll be able to join you mountain biking in Pandapas.”


“I’m going this coming Tuesday; I go every Tuesday around ten. I could swing by and pick you up.”


Excitement passed through me again. Without thinking about what the boys or Sam might have going on, I said, “Sure—it would be great to get out and ride! It’s been months since I’ve been on my bike, though, so you may have to wait on me.”


She smiled happily and said, “I don’t mind waiting. It’s a date. I’ll be here on Tuesday a little before ten and we can load up the bikes.”


As we turned to walk back around to the front of the house, I rolled my whole hand over her shoulder softly and said, “I’m really looking forward to it. I’m sure it’s going to be lots of fun.”


There are times in life when you can feel the chemistry you have with another person floating in the air, whether it’s enchantment or loathing. This was definitely enchantment.


The rest of the day passed in a confused blur, and I prayed for night to come. But when it finally did, I experienced the loathing toward Sam that had been plaguing me more and more in recent months. Whenever I woke in the night, my mind raced like a hamster on a squeaky wheel: Should I leave? How could I ever leave? How many people would I hurt if I did leave? Am I willing to come out and lose everything? Where do you find the courage to love someone so intently and with that same heart choose to hurt them? How is it possible to look into their eyes and do this? All night I went round and round with these thoughts, hoping for happy dreams to take my tormented mind away to a safer place.
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Pandapas Pond


Diversity doesn’t mean black and white only.


—Henry Louis Gates, born September 16, 1950, Keyser, West Virginia


Before my sons were born, I didn’t realize how much my love of speed and play would wear off on them. But I should have expected it—after all, I dragged them in a cart behind my bike from the time they were strong enough to hold their heads up. I started out with a single cart for Nelson, then progressed to a double when Quinn came along. I pretty much forced the love of motion on them.


From: Carrie


To: Charlie


Subject: Being a mom!


Charlie,


Oh my goodness, I don’t know how much my heart can take. I came home to Nelson and Quinn on my old Razor scooter. They were taking turns riding it down from the top of the mountain. Who knows what the top speed they reached was? I’ve ridden my bike down from up there, and I get up to forty miles per hour. Quinn came around the corner as I was coming up to pull in the driveway. I tried my best not to have a heart attack.


I hid my scooter. Oh, to be a mom takes patience.


Carrie


From: Charlie


To: Carrie


Subject: Being a mom!


Carrie,


And who owned the Razor scooter? I am sure you never went too fast on it, just like you never go fast on your mountain bike. If they did not wear a helmet, you have reason to complain.


Charlie


Tuesday arrived quickly, and Ryann pulled into the gravel driveway with her Subaru at 9:53 a.m. I heard the jangle of gravel under the tires as I replaced the top on my CamelBak. I put my helmet under my arm, grabbed the rest of my gear, and ran to the front door. Stumbling with my nervous energy, I tripped over the front threshold and dropped my helmet and gloves on the front porch. Amid this blundering behavior, all I could think was, I can’t wait to get into the car with that West Virginia redhead.


As I was collecting myself and my items, Ryann rolled down her window and yelled, “Walk much?”


All I could think to do was look up and smile as big as my mouth would let me, giggle a little, and hope this would ease the embarrassment of yet another awkward moment in front of her.


Ryann jumped out and helped me put my bike on her rack and we strapped it down together. I put my shoes, change of clothing, and CamelBak in the backseat, and then we got in the car, backed out of the driveway, and headed toward 460 East and Pandapas Pond.


A restless silence took over after the first few miles of the trip as we sat side by side. Finally, deciding to break the ice, I asked, “How long have you lived in Bluefield?”


“All my life,” she replied. “Born and raised here.”


“Wow, you don’t see that very often, someone living as an adult in their hometown—or maybe it’s just I’ve moved so much and haven’t been back to my hometown in years. All I wanted to do was run from Greensboro and never look back. I guess I just wanted to see what the rest of the world had to offer. The South is kinda tight and stuck in its ways.”


Ryann turned and glanced at me pointedly for a moment. I looked at her but quickly turned away from the awkwardness to look down at my feet. I was hoping she wasn’t feeling my desire, but just in case, I decided to distract her. “What about your family? Any brothers or sisters?” I asked.


“I had two sisters, but they both died at a young age.”


“Oh, really?” I replied, my voice full of sympathy. “How?”


“One committed suicide, and the other died at the wheel of a drunk driver.”


What do you say to someone who has suffered something of this magnitude? The usual human reply: “Ummm … I’m sorry”? In the never-ending abyss of words, is there one that can top “sorry” or make it all better? No—especially not from me, someone without the personal experience that might have helped me feel the real empathy I needed at that moment. So I offered the typical response: “I’m sorry.”


“It’s okay,” she said, with a flat but sure affect, as if she had heard that reply a million times before. Her demeanor didn’t change; I guessed she had eventually learned to live with loss and thought there wasn’t any use fussing over it.


“What about you?” she asked. “Do you have any brothers or sisters?”


“Yes, I have two sisters and one brother, all alive and well.”


“So do any of them live back home in Greensboro?”


“No, we’re pretty much spread all over the East Coast. One in Key West, one in DC, and the other Atlanta.”


“That sure is a lot of distance between you all. I guess you don’t get to see each other too often.” She sounded surprised.


I looked out the window and replied with a somber, flat “no.” My siblings and I had been close as kids, but now the abandoned emotions between us were almost as wide as the miles separating us. Busy grown-up lives have a way of doing that—teaching you to buckle down and be responsible in the here and now, leaving little time to pay attention to family far away. Also, the distance between us helped me keep hiding the secret I didn’t know how to reveal.


Turning back to look at Ryann, I smiled—I was tickled to be in the car with her. My thoughts and dreams for the last week had been centered on this moment; now that it had arrived, I was like a kid in a toy store. We were soon so caught up in conversation that I didn’t feel the hour slip away, and before I knew it we were pulling into the large gravel parking lot at Pandapas.


We got out of the car and quickly unloaded our bikes. There were only a few other cars in the lot, which meant we would have the trails all to ourselves. We could jump and play without worries of running head-on into someone around a switchback. I knew it must be a whole other story on the weekends, when the lot would be full and the trails congested with people.


I wasn’t sure which one of us was more excited, but the second we had our bikes off the car, we both were struggling as fast as we could to get our CamelBaks and shoes on. After we were dressed I offered to pump the tires up, making sure to put in the right amount of pressure to hopefully avoid a pinch flat over the rocks. Finally dressed and ready, we were on the trails by a little after eleven.


As we took off on the first downhill, I looked at Ryann’s extra-muscular thighs, which resembled a thoroughbred stallion’s legs, and I gulped, overcome with the sinking feeling I was going to have trouble keeping up. She naturally took the lead on the single tracks. I would soon come to learn she was a born leader at work and in her social life.


I have a competitive nature, so it hurt my ego to have to chase Ryann along the rocky paths. When I called out to make sure she knew I was right behind her, each word required its own labored breath: “I’m … coming … don’t … you … worry … about … me … I’ll … catch … up.”


I was able to keep up on the downhills, but when we got to the uphills it was a different story. Ryann was an excellent climber: on the first ascent, she nimbly climbed over the rocks and up and around the bend in the trail, and before I knew it she was out of my sight. I huffed and puffed, sucking all the air I could squeeze into my lungs as I chased her. I was able to play catch-up on the downhill because of my lack of fear, but she left me behind again on the next uphill.


We were about an hour into our ride when I came around a bend in the trail after some pines and found Ryann off her bike, inspecting her back tire. I skidded in the gravel a bit, before stopping abruptly beside her, just to put on a little show. I wanted her to know that I had this whole biking thing down.


“I have a flat,” she said with a tinge of anger in her voice.


“I’m kind of glad you do. It will give me time to catch my lungs and legs up to you.”


She turned up the right side of her mouth, then the left, and let out a little championship giggle through her slightly opened lips. Her eyes had an intriguing twinkle and just enough crow’s-feet around them to tell she had an interesting story set behind them. I would try my best not to love her giggle, red hair, freckles, and amazingly strong appetite for life, but I already suspected my might would not be sufficient. There are people in life who radiate spunky positive energy without effort—natural human magnets. Ryann was one of those special people, and in that moment, I knew that biking with her would change me and the course of my life forever.


Realizing that we would be there for a few minutes, I let out a sigh of relief—and anticipation. Not only would I benefit from the much-needed rest while Ryann changed her tire, but the break was the perfect chance to spend more time with her, witnessed only by the eyes and ears of nature. In one swift motion, I swung my right foot over my saddle and landed on the ground. With a quick jump in the air and delight in my voice, I said, “Let’s get that tire changed.”


After changing the tire, we rode for another hour through creeks, rhododendron thickets, muddy, rooty paths, and gravel fire roads. I was grinding in high gear on all the flats and on downhills. On the climbs I was in my granny gear, spinning as fast as I could in hopes I would gain on Ryann. My muscles were working overtime, beyond their strength and ability; I could feel my legs quivering with fatigue on the downhill sections where I was able to coast a bit. But there was a fire inside me keeping me going. I wasn’t sure where it was coming from, but I was pretty confident that Ryann was the warmth and oxygen I was chasing to sustain it.


At the end of the ride, we were covered with specks of mud from head to toe, and my socks and shoes were soaked. We had both had the foresight to bring a change of clothes, and we took turns going into the woods to change.


“You go first; I’m going to clean my face with my towel before I change,” I said, digging around in the backseat for my things.


She made her way down the short bank into the woods before disappearing from view and yelled over her shoulder, “Would you like to go into Blacksburg to eat at Gillie’s?”


I had been to Gillie’s—a really yummy, eclectic vegetarian restaurant in Blacksburg, Virginia—many times with the boys and Sam, and the thought was appealing. But, looking at my watch, I realized I shouldn’t go. “If I go into town now, we may not get back in time for me to pick the boys up from school,” I hollered back.


“I could call my sitter, Chelsea,” Ryann replied from behind the shelter of a few rhododendron bushes. “She can get Alex and the boys at school and take them to my house until we get home.” Ryann’s son, Alex, was in the same class as my younger son, Quinn, and Nelson was two grades ahead of them. Ryann’s husband, Jim, worked long shifts as a public defender and was rarely available to help with childcare, so she relied heavily on Chelsea.


I agreed without hesitation, though inside I was having a cowardly sort of guilt for not overcoming my desire and saying no. It would be the first time I was not at school for the boys. But I felt like being selfish.


“I’ll call Sam and have him pick them up from your house after he gets off work. They can go have dinner together.”


“Okay, sounds good. We’ll get changed and head that way.”


[image: image]


We had a wonderful, stimulating conversation at Gillie’s—unlike what my conversations with Sam had become. The history he and I had together taught us to understand our encrypted language of togetherness—the language of Sam and Carrie. We both accepted how we took each other for granted because the thought of leaving each other created too much agony. Over the course of our twelve-year relationship, we had developed a pattern of pseudo togetherness that disguised how little connection we actually shared anymore. We maintained the charade because the alternative—splitting up—was too scary and agonizing for either of us to consider.


I got home just before dark, when the stars were peeking through the night air and the crickets had just begun to play their tune. My body was spanked and beaten; I barely had enough strength to help Ryann get my bike and equipment onto the front porch.


I turned to look at her as she was closing her car door. “I’m tired,” I said, rolling my shoulders.


“But it’s a good tired,” she yelled out the window, already backing out of the driveway. “Let’s plan on it again next Tuesday.”


“For sure, I can’t wait!” I said before turning to the front door, where I paused for a moment. I could hear giddy little-boy laughter mixed with shuffling seeping from under the door. It was the familiar sound of Sam, Nelson, and Quinn wrestling together on the floor in the den.


I looked back to watch Ryann’s lights fade into the dusk, and a feeling of fullness tangled with emptiness captured my heart.
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Roadie


None who have always been free can understand the terrible, fascinating power of the hope of freedom to those who are not free.


—Pearl S. Buck, born June 26, 1892, Hillsboro, West Virginia


From: Carrie


To: Charlie


Subject: Ride Saturday


Charlie,


Thanks for agreeing to pick Quinn up from school for me tomorrow. I think he enjoys spending time with you.


Are you planning on doing the Jack’s Creek ride on Saturday? I hear it is a ride not to be missed. This girl is in need of some pedaling!


Carrie


From: Charlie


To: Carrie


Subject: Ride Saturday


Carrie,


If I’ve told you once I know I’ve told you many times I don’t mind helping with Quinn and Nelson. I am very blessed to have a wonderful life. I am especially blessed to be able to give a little nudge to help others achieve their dreams.


I’m definitely doing the Jack’s Creek ride. It starts at 10 in the morning, if you come to my house at about 8:45 in the morning we can ride together up to the start. There are no bathrooms at the start, so we will need to stop on the way. The colors should be awesome. Temperatures at the start should be above sixty degrees and high of seventy-six is the forecast with twenty percent chance of rain and low winds. It should be a fabulous day for riding.


Charlie


Jack’s Creek, North Carolina could switch places with Clover Hollow, which is just outside the town of Narrows in Giles County, Virginia. Both have alluring yellow meadows and creeks that meander throughout the rides. The sun rises and sets in Clover Hollow a few minutes before Jack’s Creek, but you would never know it unless you were in both places at the same time—an impossibility, since they are approximately 210 miles apart. The roads in both of these places are also full of switchbacks, and you can’t see clearly around most of the curves. You have to learn to trust and have faith that it will be okay to move forward.
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