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Chapter 1 

 

 fierce jaw with jagged teeth and blank eyes scowled threateningly from the 

Tyrannosaurus skeleton on display at the Grant Museum of Natural Sciences. Shafts 

of bright sunlight poured through the massive palladium windows to spotlight the dinosaurs on 

display. Boys shouted and scampered across the expansive first floor of the museum, dashing 

between exhibits of dinosaurs, prehistoric creatures, and images of stone age men. The 

chaperones of the Meadowood cub scout den number seven tried to corral the eight to ten-year-

old boys into order as they awaited their promised guide to take them around the museum.  

I’m Meredith Gardner, den leader of this wild group. I finished paying for their admission 

tickets, then joined my friend, Anna Thompson, and my mother, Margaret Johnson, who came 

along to help chaperone. Anna is the mom of scout Stevie Thompson, my son Johnny’s best 

friend, and often assists me with scout activities and other crazy adventures that somehow, we 

always find ourselves involved in. She lives nearby and is a close friend even though she’s close 

to twenty years my senior but having an eleven-year-old son like Stevie, a “change of life” baby, 

will either keep you young or age you fast. My Aunt Fran is a dear friend of Anna, too. Ever 

since Anna and her husband Chuck moved to Meadowood from Texas, they’ve been part of the 

fabric of our small town. 

Anna had offered to drive today, transporting Stevie, Bryan Goodwin, and Tommy Simon 

from our Webelos group. I brought my mother, sons Billy and Johnny, along with Jerry Parker, 

and Joey Williams of the Bear ranks in our van. The boys cheered excitedly when we headed out 

on Saturday for the long-promised trip to see real dinosaurs and arrived early at the museum in 

Columbus. Now they were eager to explore. 

A 



A slim woman wearing a white lab coat and carrying papers attached to a clipboard walked 

past our group. I couldn’t help studying the woman. Her mousy brown hair was pulled back from 

her face in a severe knot, and she wore no makeup, yet I thought her age must still only be in her 

late thirties. I wondered why she would try to look so much older. She peered into one of the tall 

cases filled with a selection of volcanic rocks and minerals. There were samples of shiny quartz 

in numerous colors, cubes of pyrite filled with iron and sharp angles, a beautiful green malachite, 

and crystals of mica lay artfully arranged on black velvet mats. A small card identified the 

mineral elements and levels of hardness for each stone. The curator made a note on her 

clipboard, tapped her pencil thoughtfully, then went to greet a colleague standing behind one of 

the enclosed exhibits. 

Margaret Johnson glanced nonchalantly at the man and woman talking, but when the silver-

haired gentlemen stepped forward into view, she exclaimed excitedly. “No... it can’t be! Oh, my 

goodness.”   

Her outburst startled me, and I watched as she suddenly ran across the open marble floor 

space; her face flushed as she smiled broadly and reached out tentatively to touch the arm of the 

distinguished looking older scientist. 

“Tommy? Is it really you? I can’t believe my eyes.” 

He turned his attention from the museum curator, who had been in deep conversation with 

him, to stare in wonder at Margaret. His eyes widened in recognition; he opened his mouth to 

speak, managed a low grunt then shook his head, and tried again. 

“Peggy, is it really you?” He echoed Margaret’s own words. “You haven’t changed a bit. 

Still lovely. What are you doing here? Goodness, what a shock seeing you.” He continued to 

stare at her face. “Excuse me, I’m forgetting my manners. Let me introduce Doctor Phyllis 

Weller. She’s a coworker of mine and one of my former students.” 

“Hello, nice to meet you. I’m here with my daughter and her cub scout den,” Margaret 

replied politely and shook the woman’s hand. 

“Phyllis, this is Peggy Hill.” 

“It’s Peggy Johnson now. I’ve been married close to thirty-six years, right after graduation,” 

Margaret corrected him. 



“Oh, of course. Sorry. Peggy and I knew each other at college. When I gaze at your sweet 

face, time simply dissolves. Surely it was only yesterday when we were together,” Tommy 

Sanders oozed extravagantly. 

“You always were a flatterer, Tommy. I assure you, I’m no spring chicken. I’m even a 

grandmother now,” Margaret laughed. His comments pleased her though, as she coyly gazed at 

the man from beneath lowered lashes. She pointed to two boys attempting to get closer to one of 

the skeletal displays. “I’m afraid those two rambunctious guys are my grandchildren.” 

“Well, I still say you’re much too young to be a grandmother. Do you live in the area? Gosh, 

let me look at you; I still can’t get over meeting like this after all these years,” Tommy continued 

as he clasped her hands. 

 

“Are you seeing what I’m seeing?” I asked Anna. We were both dumbstruck and stood 

staring at my mother, who had suddenly scampered off like a lovesick teenage girl. 

Anna laughed and exclaimed in her raspy Texan drawl, “I see it, but I’m not sure I believe it. 

What’s gotten into your mama?” 

“I don’t know, but I’m gonna find out.” 

I decided to join my mother, who looked to be in a very animated conversation with the 

extremely handsome man. He wore a white lab coat that accentuated his angular, tall frame, but 

his most striking feature had to be ice-blue colored eyes that sparkled as he smiled. I noticed the 

curator that I had seen earlier standing to his side. That gal wore a frown which creased her 

forehead into a 3-D road map, and her eyes narrowed dangerously as she studied the pair. What 

was that old saying, ‘if looks could kill’? I hurried to my mother’s side, wondering about the 

curator’s reaction. 

“Ahem,” I touched my mother on the shoulder to gain her attention and nodded to the 

scientists, waiting for an introduction. 

“Oh, Merry, look who I found. This is a dear old friend of mine from school, Tommy 

Sanders. Pardon me, I should say Professor Sanders, and this is Doctor Phyllis Weller – is that 

correct?” Margaret made the introductions. “This is my daughter Merry, um, Meredith Gardner. 

She’s the den leader of this scout troop. We’re just waiting on our guide then we’ll get these 

boys settled down.” 



“I’d be delighted to guide you around, with your permission, of course. It will give me an 

excuse to spend more time with you,” suggested the professor. 

“That would be lovely,” Margaret answered, and blushed prettily. 

“Fine. Oh, Dr. Weller, why don’t you finish cataloging that crate of fossils that arrived and 

I’ll meet you later in the office,” Sanders ordered, more than asked, his colleague then turned his 

back on her as he linked his arm through Margaret’s and strolled toward the waiting boys. 

The doctor and I exchanged speculative looks before she stormed off, and I went to join my 

mother, who never ceased to surprise me. 

 


