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Follow the Dream

Chapter One

Olivia Hudson stared at the ice-skater figurine on her bookshelf. She ran her fingers over the delicate work of art. “This is my dream,” Livvy whispered. “Nothing must keep me from it.”

The piece had been chosen by her mother before her death to leukemia. The statuette was the super-coolest birthday present ever. It was a constant reminder of her mother’s devotion and love. Not to mention Mom’s great encouragement.

“I believe in you. . . .” Her mother’s words still echoed in Livvy’s memory.

Carefully, she placed the skater back on the shelf. Then she turned toward the windows. Through the delicate yellow curtains, she looked out at the Colorado sky. The sun was making its gradual descent behind the ridge of purple mountains. The sky would soon turn blue-black. House lights would light up the windows along the streets of Alpine Lake.

Livvy sighed. Why’d Grandma have to stick her nose into my life? she thought. Dad and I were doing fine on our own.

Grandma Hudson’s recent hovering was making Livvy a little crazy. Constantly, she was reminding Livvy, “There’s a very good reason why I’m here, Olivia Kay.”

“I know the reason,” Livvy muttered to herself. She drew the curtain back, continuing to brood. “She thinks I need a ‘good dose of mothering.’ ” It had become her grandmother’s catchphrase, but Livvy was beginning to despise it.

Something had to be done. Very soon. Especially if Livvy was ever to reach her skating goals.

She let go of the curtain and moved away from the window. Falling onto the bed, she thought back to the past months since her father’s mother had moved here from Illinois. At first, things were only slightly tense. Now, though, Grandma insisted on driving her to the rink and attending every single practice session. Livvy actually preferred to walk the short distance to the mall skating rink. After all, it was only a few blocks. Walking was one way to get her leg muscles limbered up before her rigorous stretching exercises.

“I have to talk to her,” Livvy said into the air. “But how?” She absolutely dreaded the thought of confronting her aging grandmother.

Oh, she could just imagine the sorry scene. Grandma’s eyes would turn misty and wide. Her heart-shaped face would get all pinkish red. Livvy knew this because she’d accidently observed Grandma’s reaction one other time when she was terribly upset. Dad had been annoyed with Grandma’s choice of laundry detergent. Very politely, he’d said it gave him a skin rash.

Grandma’s feathers had gotten quite ruffled, and several days passed before things blew over. That was at the beginning of December. Now it was mid-March, coming up on Easter. What a lousy time to be ungrateful.

But Livvy couldn’t help it. Her gripe with Grandma would never just blow over. She draped her arm down over the side of the bed, groaning. “It’s pointless,” she said aloud. “Grandma will never understand.”

Yet she was determined to do something. She had to. Her skating future was at stake!

Across the room, Coco, her parrot, began flying back and forth in his cage. “Livvy . . . Livvy . . .” he called repeatedly.

“That’s my name, birdie-boy.” She sat up.

“Birdie-boy . . . birdie-boy” came the reply.

Livvy got up and went to his cage. “Aren’t you a lively one!” She watched him preen his feathers. “Must be nice not having a care in the world,” she muttered.

“Not a care.”

She laughed at the parrot’s innocent mockery. Before moving to Alpine Lake, Livvy had actually considered Coco one of the best listening ears around. Now Jenna Song, her closest friend, definitely filled that spot. For always.

Thinking of Jen, Livvy wiggled her fingers good-bye to her beloved pet. “It’s time for some people talk. Sorry, birdie.”

Coco began cawing, making a general nuisance of himself.

“Oh, calm your feathers.” She closed the bedroom door and hurried downstairs.

Coco kept screaming, but Livvy knew he’d cool it eventually. She crept into the kitchen, relieved the portable phone was available. She eyed the small, fragile woman near the sink. Grandma was wearing a bright red apron, making a supper casserole of chicken and noodles. Before Grandma could notice her, Livvy disappeared back upstairs with the phone.

In the privacy of her bedroom, she dialed Jenna’s number.

Her friend picked up on the first ring. “Song residence, Jenna speaking.”

“Jen! I’m glad you answered. It’s Livvy.”

“Hey,” Jenna said, warm as always. “How’s your day going?”

“Okay, but I need some advice.” She sighed. “Oh, how can I ever say this . . . without sounding super horrible?”

“Well, try me. How’s that?”

Pausing, Livvy remembered the occasions when Grandma had nearly followed her right onto the ice. At practice, no less!

“Liv?” prodded Jen.

“Oh, I’m sorry. . . .”

“Everything all right?”

Livvy couldn’t keep it inside any longer, “You know I love my grandmother, but . . .” She bit her lip. “She’s making my life totally miserable.”

“What’s happening between you and her?”

“To begin with, she treats me like a four-year-old,” Livvy explained. “She follows me around at home, makes sure I do my homework, make my bed . . . stuff like that. But on the ice, it’s even worse. Grandma’s starting to act like my coach!”

“You’ve gotta be joking!”

“She doesn’t know the first thing about ice-skating!”

Jenna was quiet for a moment. Then, “Is there something I can do?” 

She wouldn’t burden her friend with a family problem like this. “I don’t know . . . probably not.”

“What about our Girls Only club?” suggested Jenna. “Maybe the four of us can help. We could talk it out at the next meeting.”

Livvy shook her head at the phone. “That’s why I called you, Jen. I’d rather not blab it around.”

“I understand. But I’m sure Heather and Miranda will keep this quiet,” Jenna persisted.

Livvy didn’t want to tell the whole world. “Sorry, Jen, I didn’t mean to bother you. Besides, I better get ready for supper. Grandma’s calling.”

“See you at school,” Jenna said.

Before Livvy could press the Off button on the phone, Grandma was already calling up the stairs for the second time. “Food’s getting cold, Olivia” came the insistent voice. “Hurry, now, and tell your father.”

Livvy trudged down the hall to the door leading to the attic art studio. “Dad,” she called, leaning her head into the stairwell. “Supper’s ready.”

“I’ll be right down.” He sounded distracted. Like he was preoccupied with an important project—something more important than a chicken casserole.

She knew she’d better make herself very clear. “Grandma’s called twice already, Dad.”

That’s when she heard his chair roll back from his sketching table. He knew Grandma wasn’t kidding. Grandma had attempted to train them, in only a few months, to come to the table promptly when called.

Turning, Livvy hurried back down the hall. It would be a mistake to delay supper with Grandma in charge of the kitchen. A very big mistake!


Follow the Dream

Chapter Two

Their suppertime conversation centered around Livvy’s practice schedule and several upcoming skating events. All Grandma’s doing, of course.

“Now, Olivia,” her grandmother said, “we must discuss your costume for Springtime on Ice. The revue is coming up very soon now.”

Livvy’s stomach knotted up. “Coach Sterling said it’s not necessary to buy a new outfit. Not this time.”

“Oh, never mind him.” Grandma waved her hand as though Livvy’s coach didn’t know beans. “Of course you’ll have a new outfit.”

Never mind him? How could Grandma say such a thing? Coach Sterling was her guide, her mentor. She wanted to follow his instructions to a tee.

Sneaking a peek at her dad, Livvy wondered what he thought of Grandma’s chatter. Looked like he was busying himself with other things, all right. At the head of the table, he was winding up the noodles on his fork. Focusing attention on his plate was one way to block out mealtime stress.

Livvy picked up her fork, wishing she could do the same. Sure, she could daydream while Grandma jabbered on and on. That was always an option. . . .

She let her mind wander back to a road trip. She and her mother had been driving home from a skate competition in Michigan. They’d played all sorts of road-trip games—finding as many different states as they could on license plates. And, of course, Twenty Questions. Super-fun stuff.

Between games, Mom had glanced over at Livvy, sitting next to her in the front seat. “You’re star material, honey. I hope you know that.”

Livvy hadn’t known what to say at the time. She wanted to believe her mother. She was doing her best; she knew that much. “I’m glad I have someone to believe in me,” she’d said at last.

“I know in my heart you’ll go far,” Mom had said, reaching over and smoothing Livvy’s hair. “I just know it.”

Mom had always understood her dreams to make the Olympics someday. She’d cheered her on at every skating event, competitive or otherwise. She wanted to be there for her daughter, no matter what. Dad, on the other hand, was the introspective artist in the family. Quiet and thoughtful, he preferred to stay home. So Mom and Livvy would fly or drive different places—always together.

Dad had made small strides this school year, Livvy recalled. He’d come out of his shell long enough to be introduced to her new coach. But that was months ago, and her father had slipped back into his own work routine. More than half the day, he hung out in his newly remodeled attic studio. Although it was a fantastic getaway for a master artist, Livvy felt shut out of his life. Again.

“You’re awfully quiet, Olivia,” Grandma said.

Olivia this. . . Olivia that, thought Livvy. Forcing a smile, she managed to say, “Your casserole’s delicious.”

Grandma leaned closer, across the table from her. “Tell me, dear, what would you say if I made your new springtime skating outfit?”

Please, God, don’t let this be happening, she prayed silently.

Grandma continued talking, her hands fluttering about. “How about a pale pink skirt with a delicate lace bodice insert? And just in time for Easter, too. Oh, dear me, you’ll look perfect.”

“Perfect?” Livvy squeaked. “But, Grandma—”

“Now, don’t you go worrying over the cost of materials and such things,” the older woman interrupted. “I’ve made a good friend down at the Cloth Mill. Mrs. Newton says she’ll be glad to help me economize any time at all.”

Livvy hadn’t realized it, but she’d begun to slip down slowly in her chair. She stared at the salt-and-pepper shakers. They were part of her mother’s set of best china. Why were they mixed in with the everyday dishes?

She fumed about it. Everything was off kilter since Mom died. No . . . since Grandma had come to live here. Worse yet, why didn’t Dad intervene? Better yet, why couldn’t she speak up for herself?

She glanced at her dad again. Busy with his green beans now. She wanted to say something. Do something! But she felt completely helpless. Next thing, Grandma would have her dressed up all prim and proper for Fifth Avenue’s Easter parade, carrying a basketful of dyed eggs!






Two hours later, she complained to Jenna by phone. “Grandma’s starting to plan my outfits. And, get this, she wants to sew my spring costume!”

“Maybe things’ll calm down. Just relax.”

Livvy couldn’t believe her ears! “You want me to forget about this? How can I?”

“It won’t hurt to let it go just this once. Let your grandma do whatever.”

Livvy wished she’d never brought any of this up with Jen. Her friend was being totally unreasonable. “Let me ask you a question,” she shot back. “Would you wear a gymnastics leotard sewn by your grandmother?”

Jenna was silent for a moment; then came her apologetic words. “I see what you’re saying. You’re right, Liv, and I’m sorry.”

Livvy leaned back against the headboard of her bed. She thought of her petite friend wearing a hand-sewn leotard. How ridiculous that would be! Jenna was an advanced gymnast—nearly a Level Nine. The highly competitive sport was her life, just as ice-skating was Livvy’s. No way would Jen’s grandmother think of intruding into that part of her granddaughter’s life.

Livvy pondered her own predicament. “It’s the hardest thing I’ll ever have to do. I just know it.”

“What is?”

Taking a deep breath, Livvy continued. “Telling Grandma to back off. Somehow, I have to do it.”

“Have you thought of asking your dad? Won’t he talk to your grandma?”

“Don’t I wish,” Livvy said softly.

“So your dad’s too busy?”

“He’s working on a new project. The studio’s actually off-limits to both Grandma and me.”

“Then you’re stuck, right?” asked Jenna.

Livvy imagined her Korean friend holding the phone, her dark brown eyes narrowing with concern. “I’m going to pray about it. That’s all I can do,” Livvy said at last.

“Good idea. I will, too.”

“I need all the help I can get,” Livvy admitted.

“So why don’t you bring it up Friday afternoon at Girls Only? It’s really ideal.”

Twice now Jenna had suggested it. She was a determined friend. She probably wouldn’t give up till Livvy gave in.

So . . . what could it hurt? Maybe it would help to talk things out with the other girls in the top-secret club.

“Well, I hope I won’t regret it,” she said hesitantly.

“Great, Liv. You won’t be sorry,” her friend said before hanging up the phone. “Things’ll work out.”

Things’ll work out. . . .

Livvy wished with all of her heart it could be true.


Follow the Dream

Chapter Three

Long before the sun arose the next morning, Livvy was dressed and ready for her practice session. She really wanted things to go well with Coach Sterling. And she hoped every jump would be clean and solid. Excellence was her goal—and Coach’s, too. For her.

She smiled into the mirror, brushing her hair. She pulled her shoulder-length locks back into a ponytail. Coach’s nickname for her, Her Grace, came to mind. As if she were of royal blood. The name actually made her want to skate like a princess.

When she thought of the older gentleman, she got grateful goose bumps. Odell Sterling had postponed his plans for retirement because she needed a top-notch coach. And he was the best, all right. He’d coached numerous Olympic stars in his prime but had come to Alpine Lake to escape the “madness.” To settle down and relax a bit. The story of how they’d met was absolutely mind-boggling. Even now as she remembered, Coach was a super cool answer to prayer.

“Olivia Kay! Are you ready to go?” Grandma was calling up the steps, as usual. In fact, Livvy could set her watch to the first call of every morning.

“I want to walk today,” she said, as she did every morning. “I really do, Grandma.” She added an extra punch to her words. Hoping . . . praying that her grandmother would take the hint.

“Nothing doing” came the reply. “I’ll back the car out right after breakfast.”

Livvy’s anger boiled. “Why is she doing this?” Putting down her hairbrush, she leaned close to the mirror. “I can’t live my own life,” she whispered at her image. She scowled back at her reflection.

Coco bristled in his cage. Promptly, Livvy turned to greet her pet. “Grandma doesn’t listen to me,” she cooed. “My life stinks.”

The parrot cocked his little yellow head to the side. “Stink . . . stink . . . stink,” he cawed.

On any other day she might’ve laughed out loud. Today, she watched her clown of a bird in silence. His white body seemed extra bright today. “It’s not funny,” she said, tapping on his cage.

“Livvy stink . . . stink,” he replied. 

She couldn’t help herself. She smiled at Coco. “Did you give yourself a bath, birdie-boy?” she asked, making kissy sounds. “Did you?”

He began to make loud, screeching noises. Obnoxious ones. So noisy Grandma came huffing and puffing upstairs. “What in the world is going on?”

“It’s just Coco,” Livvy explained. “He does chicken impersonations every so often.”

Grandma put both hands on her heaving chest. “Well, in all my days . . .”

“He’s a super special bird.”

“Super special, my eye,” Grandma whispered.

Livvy heard it all the same. “Coco’s the best pet anyone could ever have,” she said, turning to the cage. “Aren’t you, cutie-bird?”

Grandma wagged her head, obviously disgusted. “Come, now, Livvy, it’s time for breakfast. We can’t be late for your practice.”

“I’m not going,” Livvy said, surprising herself.

Grandma’s eyebrows shot up. “You’re not what?”

“I’m staying home today.”

“Well, I’ll be—”

“You go ahead, Grandma.”

Gulp. She’d stuck her neck out.

A confused little frown passed over Grandma’s brow. “What ever would I want with skating practice, Olivia Kay?” 

My point exactly, Livvy thought but knew better than to say it. She wouldn’t stoop so low—although she’d already skirted the edge of disrespect.

“I think you’d better come along, dear. Coach Sterling will be waiting. It wouldn’t be polite not to show up.” Without another word, the woman turned and headed for the stairs.

Livvy gave her bangs a quick brushing. Then she flashed a smirk at Coco. “I almost had her, didn’t I?” she whispered.

Then, eyeing him a little closer, she said, “Please . . . no more chicken routines, Coco. At least not till I leave the house.” Suddenly, she thought of her dad. He’d be getting up in a couple hours, after the sun came up. He worked late at night and slept in a bit in the morning. “On second thought, better not make any racket at all.”

Livvy left the room, waiting to hear what Coco might do. She paused at the door. Then, noticing the attic stairway door was ajar, she tiptoed down the hall. She rounded the curve near her father’s bedroom, hoping she wouldn’t awaken him.

Time to see what’s happening upstairs, she thought and sneaked up the narrow stairwell to the art studio. Her father had asked both Grandma and Livvy to stay out of his studio.

“What’re you painting?” Livvy had asked. 

“Just trust me,” he’d said. “You’ll see it soon.”

Since she hadn’t promised—neither had Grandma—Livvy figured it was all right to have a peek. Just one little glimpse couldn’t hurt. It didn’t strike her that she might be disobeying his wishes. Livvy was just so curious.

At the top of the stairs, she reached for the light switch. The recessed and track lighting made the place spring to life. Super cool.

Just then she heard Grandma’s voice two flights below. She skimmed the room with her eyes, hoping to spy something without actually walking into the studio. Only one thing caught her attention: a draped canvas. Nothing unusual about that. Dad always covered up his work when he was away from his studio.

“Olivia Kay” came Grandma’s voice again.

If she didn’t go now, she’d run the risk of waking Dad. That would never do. Especially since he wouldn’t be thrilled about a snooper in his studio.

Turning off the lights, she crept back downstairs, grimacing as she stepped on a creaky step. Then, fast as she could, she scurried down the second-floor hallway. “I’m coming, Grandma,” she called softly.

Coco could be heard mimicking her in his cage. “Grandma . . . coming, Grandma . . .”

Thankfully, the beloved bird was considerate enough not to squawk this time. At least he wasn’t pulling another chicken charade. Not yet, anyway. 

Grandma was waiting near the coat closet. She wore her warmest jogging suit, a soft pink fleece. The outfit brought a slight rosy hue to her wrinkled cheeks.

“There you are,” Grandma said, smiling. “I’m so relieved. Honestly, I thought you meant for me to keep Coach Sterling company this morning.”

Livvy hardly knew what to say. “I didn’t mean that at all, Grandma.” She was astonished at the comment. What a silly thing for Grandma to say. Unless . . . of course, Grandma was attracted to Livvy’s Coach. Now, that was an interesting possibility!


Follow the Dream

Chapter Four

Triple jumps were the topic of the morning.

Coach Sterling gave Livvy ample time to warm up under Grandma’s watchful eye. The gray-haired woman was obviously restless. She couldn’t seem to sit down. When she did, it was only for a few seconds at a time. She was like a yo-yo this morning—up and down.

Most of the time, Grandma paced back and forth behind the barrier. No matter where Livvy worked on the ice, there was Grandma Hudson, flitting about.

Coach didn’t seem to notice, which surprised Livvy. How could he not see that the woman was a major distraction? Was he so totally tuned in to his coaching? Was that it?

“Let’s have some flawless landings today,” the well-dressed gentleman said with a smile. “Nothing less.” He clapped his hands, urging Livvy on from the sidelines.

Grandma clapped, too, calling out, “You can do it, Olivia!”

I’m Livvy . . . not that sophisticated-sounding name, she thought, taking a fast turn around the rink. She attempted to think through her setup for a triple toe loop. Coach Sterling, as well as her previous coach, always prompted her to do this. She must take time and care to envision her every action. Gliding backward on the back inside edge of her skate—knees bent gracefully—she extended her free leg behind her.

Livvy was right-handed, so she almost always jumped off her right foot. Not when performing the loop jump, though. The left leg was the one for this easiest of the toe jumps.

She gained power with a backward crossover, accelerating more quickly. She felt the speed as she pushed and pulled hard with her edges. This jump would take off and land on the exact same skate edge. Livvy could imagine herself giving the extra kick from the toe pick. Yep, she was ready to go for it.

“Give it all you’ve got, Olivia!” Grandma suddenly called.

Hearing her given name threw Livvy off. Her focus was messed up—super messed up. She didn’t even try for the jump. She skated out of it, burying her face in her hands. Skimming the ice, she felt like calling it a day. More than anything, she wanted to skate just once without Grandma Hudson.

“Livvy? What is it?” Coach called.

She shook her head. How could she explain to Coach with Grandma standing nearby? Her complaint might come out sounding very bitter. Deep inside—no, right on the surface—she felt as upset as she’d ever been.

Coach stood at attention, waiting. She could see him through her fingers. Then, dropping her hands, she made another pass around the rink, avoiding center ice and the side nearest Coach and Grandma. She was having a horrible time centering herself. Her balance was tottering, too.

“I’ll try again,” she said.

Another skate around the rink would surely do it. If only Grandma would stop calling out. It was as if Grandma was confused about her role in all this. Like maybe she thought she was the assistant to the coach. Or something other than just a grandmother.

Livvy thought about it. Why did her grandmother bug her so much? Surely she was only trying to help, not wanting to take over every inch of Livvy’s life. Surely not.

This time around, Livvy turned into her backward glide, coming faster across the ice. I, Livvy Hudson, future Olympian, can and will do this jump! she psyched herself up. Please, God, help me.

One leg trailed the other as she sailed toward the spot where she knew she must jump. There was a slightly prolonged amount of time when it seemed she was merely flying. But then she kicked her toe into the ice and leaped off her skating leg, into the air. Three spins counterclockwise high in the air were flawless. The landing was supposed to happen on the back outside edge of her right foot. Instead, both her feet came down together!

She was furious with herself. Especially because she’d let Grandma get to her.

Again!

But she wouldn’t give up. She tried the same jump again. Four more times in a row.

Finally she landed correctly, on only one skate—her right. Her free leg swung around gracefully behind her and up.

“That’s it, Her Grace!” Coach was saying, though not loudly. His voice had the most pleasant ring to it. He even applauded several times.

Grandma, on the other hand, waved her skinny little hands like a cheerleader—but a rather dilapidated one. Livvy couldn’t begin to imagine her grandmother in a short, pleated skirt and tennis shoes. The best she could do was to think of Grandma Hudson back in Illinois, baking bread in her kitchen. Where she belonged.






Livvy met up with Jenna in P.E., their third-period class. The locker room smelled of hair spray and deodorant. There were a number of girls rushing out, late for their next class.

It was impossible not to notice how happy Jenna Song was. Her face nearly shone with glee.

“What’s up with you?” Livvy asked, searching her face.

Jenna rummaged through her book bag and produced the reason for her delight. “It’s this!” She showed off an Α-plus in math. “Do you have any idea how unbelievable this is?”

Several other girls were grinning, too. In fact, two girls came over to peer at Jenna’s math grade.

Livvy opened her gym locker. “Congrats, Jen,” she said softly, without turning around.

“Hey, you okay?” Jenna asked.

Livvy did a double take. “What do you mean?”

“You just sound so . . .” Her voice trailed off.

“Ticked off?”

Jenna nodded, her eyes serious. “Did something happen at practice this morning?”

Livvy felt the lump in her throat. Tears clouded her eyes, and she leaned deep into her locker. She couldn’t do this. Not here, not now!

“Oh, Livvy, it’s your grandma, isn’t it?” Jenna patted her shoulder. “I’m really sorry. I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

Livvy tried to say, “I’ll be okay,” but it came out mushy and squeaky. She was sure her best friend had no idea what she was trying to say.

“We’ll talk at Girls Only Club,” Jenna offered.

Livvy nodded. She watched Jenna walk to her locker. Actually, it was more like floating. But then, gymnasts were known to walk that way. And ice skaters, too, but only when their world wasn’t crumbling beneath their feet.

Jenna’s graceful walk made Livvy’s heart sink. If Grandma Hudson didn’t leave her alone—and soon!—she would never be able to float or skate gracefully or do any of the demanding jumps and moves in her repertoire. In short, she would never be able to follow her heart—to the Olympics!


Follow the Dream

Chapter Five

After ballet class at Natalie Johnston’s private studio, Livvy, Jenna, Heather, and Manda hurried to Jen’s house. Jenna—president of Girls Only—called the meeting to order. She was the prez because her attic bedroom was the location of their Friday meetings. The ideal setting.

Her room was super cool, with hot pink carpet. There was also plenty of space to hang out and relax. The barre and wide mirror Jenna’s father had installed stretched across one long wall. A computer desk and large bulletin board behind it filled up one spot at the far end of the room. Posters of Mary Lou Retton, Keri Strug, and the Magnificent Seven of recent Olympic fame decorated the walls near a four-poster bed. One glance around Jen’s room, and her athletic obsession reached right out and zapped you.

Actually, all four members of Girls Only were on course for the Olympics: Jenna Song, Heather Bock, Miranda Garcia, and Livvy herself. Heather was an ice dancer with her older brother, Kevin. Manda was an Alpine skier.

“What’s up with old business?” Jenna said, giving a nod to Heather. Blond and vivacious, Heather had been both the secretary and the treasurer for the club. Now that Manda was one of the foursome, she was in charge of the bucks. Not that there was much money to be in charge of. All the same, Manda held the position of treasurer.

“Let’s vote on what to do for our springtime activity,” Heather spoke up. “It’s been months since we’ve performed anything for our families.”

Manda wore a fleeting frown. “Easter’s only a few weeks away. Not much time to pull something together.”

Livvy wondered about Manda’s comment. Was there a downhill event coming up for her? Manda was a first-rate skier. Maybe she didn’t want to be distracted. “Are you training for a race?” Livvy asked thoughtfully.

Manda shook her head. “My mom and I are going to visit my grandparents in Kansas over Easter weekend.”

“Oh,” Jenna said, face drooping. “That’ll leave just the three of us.”

“Maybe we should skip it,” Livvy said, feeling as glum as Jenna looked.

“Why can’t we do something anyway?” Heather suggested. “You wouldn’t mind, would you, Manda?”

Livvy, Jenna, and Heather turned simultaneously toward the tall, Hispanic skier. Blushing, Manda pursed her lips. “I don’t want to be a party pooper,” she said comically.

“Oh, don’t worry. You’re never that,” Livvy assured her.

Manda nodded, grinning. “Sure . . . go ahead, plan something for Easter. I’ll cheer you on from afar.”

Was there still some hesitation in Manda’s voice? Livvy kept staring—not to be rude, she just wanted to be sure Manda really didn’t mind. “You know, it would be real easy to wait till you get back,” she said. “We could put on a program after the holy days.”

Manda insisted, shaking her head. “Do whatever you like. Honest. I’m cool with it.”

So, with Manda’s help, the girls put their heads together. They decided to create a pageant-type play. “Complete with our pets,” Jenna said, stroking her golden-haired cat, Sasha.

“Who’s going to write the play?” Heather asked. 

The room was still. The girls eyed one another without speaking. Almost bashfully.

At last, Jenna volunteered. “If no one else wants to, I’ll do it.”

Applause followed, and Jenna’s face lit up. Her jet black hair shone under the ceiling lights. “In case you didn’t know it, I have a secret dream.” Her eyes squinted nearly shut.

“Let me guess,” teased Livvy.

But Jenna volunteered the secret before Livvy could say more. “I’ve always wanted to be a script writer.”

Livvy wasn’t surprised. Jenna was known to be quite creative on paper. She loved writing in her leather-bound book. Every day she wrote, no matter what.

“How will you keep up with writing and gymnastics?” Manda asked. “When you’re an adult, I mean.”

Jenna smiled her perky smile. “If God wants me to do it, I’ll give everything my best shot.”

Livvy said softly, “My mother used to say, ‘Your creative strengths will start to narrow down as you grow up.’ ” She startled herself. It had been months since she’d spoken so openly about her deceased mother.

Heather reached over and squeezed Livvy’s arm. “I think your mom was positively right.”

There was lots more talk of the pageant—how to bring certain animal pets into the show. “Be sure to include Livvy’s talking parrot,” Manda piped up. “Coco’s a real kick.”

“Yeah, we could train him to do the echoes,” Jenna said, her eyes blinking.

“What echoes are you talking about?” Livvy asked.

The girls burst out laughing.

“Yeah, what’s with the echoes?” Heather said.

Jenna’s olive skin turned slightly purple. “Oh, whatever.”

“Please, just put lots of action into the show,” Heather said, twirling her long golden hair. “Maybe even write in a ballet finale—we could do an encore for a change.”

“Yes, an encore!” Jenna said.

“Great idea,” said Heather.

Livvy agreed, especially since they were all in ballet class together. The more she thought about it, the more she liked the pageant idea. But they’d have to work hard to pull it off, beginning with Jenna and her script. “How fast can you write the play?” she asked.

“Probably in a couple days,” Jen said.

“Wow, that fast?” Heather said. “Are you sure?”

“Oh, she’s fast,” Manda piped up. “I’ve seen her do her double salto forward. She’s lightning.”

“But can she write that fast?” Heather asked, teasing.

Jenna pointed to her new computer. “Check it out.”

Livvy chuckled. “Does your computer take dictation?” 

“Not yet, but someday.” Jenna was smiling.

Livvy was excited about the program plan. But she felt terribly unsettled. When should she bring up the subject of her grandmother?

Or should she keep quiet?






After refreshments of only healthy snacks—canned V8 juice and celery sticks with peanut butter—Jenna shared Livvy’s problem. Jen sat cross-legged on the floor, explaining the predicament. “Liv needs our support,” she told the others, eyes serious. “Her grandmother’s calling all the shots. On and off the ice.”

Livvy fidgeted, then spoke up. “I didn’t want Jen to say anything. Not at first. But things are getting worse. And . . . I don’t want to be rude to her, but I really don’t know what to do.”

“We’ll help,” Heather promised.

“You know who your friends are,” Manda said.

“How long has it been going on?” asked Heather.

Livvy explained. “Well, when Grandma first came to live with us, things were pretty much okay. But more and more, her constant attention is suffocating.”

“My grandparents are just the opposite,” Manda said. “Thank goodness! But if one of them came to live with us, well . . . I don’t know how that would work.”

“Older people can get stuck in their ways,” Jenna said. “Who knows how my grandma would behave if she lived with us.”

“Is she trying to be a mother replacement, maybe?” Heather said hesitantly.

Livvy shook her head. “It’s hard to say what’s going on in Grandma’s head.”

“Can you gently ask her to mind her own business?” Manda suggested, which brought a big laugh.

“Seriously, though,” Livvy said, “I don’t want to hurt my grandmother’s feelings. She’s a big help around the house, cooking and doing other stuff. Besides, I think my dad would be lost without her.”

Before the meeting was adjourned, Jenna prayed. She also encouraged each girl to pray for wisdom. “Liv really needs it.”

“Yeah,” Livvy whispered, “so I won’t do the wrong thing.”

Jen, Heather, and Manda gathered around and hugged her good-bye. All the way home, Livvy thought of Jenna’s prayer. “Help our Livvy know what to do, Lord. . . .”

She smiled, remembering it as she walked the short distance home.

“Our Livvy . . .”

It was the sweetest prayer ever.

Things have to get better now, she thought.


Follow the Dream

Chapter Six

Sunday at church, Livvy spotted Kevin Bock in the foyer. He was tall, blond, and very cute. She didn’t want to interrupt because he was talking with his sister Heather and two other friends. Secretly, Livvy wished Kevin would notice her. Someday . . .

But Kevin was a teenager, way cuter than most of the boys at church. There was no chance he’d think twice about a girl who was close to turning just twelve.

Taking a deep breath, she walked past their group. She waved when Heather caught her eye, but kept going. She wanted to check her hair before Sunday school.

She had been in the ladies’ room for less than a minute when Grandma came flying in. “Oh, Olivia, there you are!”

Whirling around, she was startled by her grandmother’s entrance. “What is it?” asked Livvy.

Grandma studied her, eyes unwavering. “I’m glad to know you’re still here . . . in the church,” she said.

“Dad drove us both, remember?” Livvy wondered if Grandma’s mind was slipping. “Are you all right?” she asked softly.

Grandma stood in front of the long mirror. She fluffed her hair with her skinny fingers—getting grayer by the second, it seemed. Then her grandmother freshened her pale pink lipstick. “Well, of course I’m all right. I wondered if you were headed off to Sunday school, that’s all.”

“Where else would I go?”

Grandma lowered her voice, glancing around a bit. “It’s just that I’ve noticed some of the young people over at the convenience store down the street.”

“Oh, they’ll be back.” Livvy knew who her grandmother was referring to. A few of the kids liked to sneak off to get gum and candy.

“Don’t you be one of them.” Grandma shook her finger at Livvy. “Hanging out at the store when the parents are thinking their young people are in church . . . Well, I should say!”

Livvy wanted to say, “Just relax,” but bit her tongue. “I’m right here, Grandma. As you can see.”

Grandma straightened her tan suit coat, then turned and tottered away tp the sink to wash her hands. Livvy took it to mean the conversation was finished. Eager to be gone, she flew out of the rest room and down the stairs to class. Of all the nerve, being accused of leaving church! She’d never thought of doing such a thing. What was Grandma’s problem, following her around everywhere?






In Sunday school, Livvy slid in beside Heather Bock, who was dressed in a floral skirt and soft green top. “You look pretty today,” she said. “New outfit?”

Heather nodded, smiling. “Thanks.”

Livvy almost expected Grandma to show up again to harass her further. “I think I must be paranoid,” she muttered.

“What?” Heather whispered.

Livvy shook her head. “Oh . . . nothing.”

Heather leaned closer. “Your face is turning red.”

She sighed audibly. How could she tell Heather? Honestly, she wanted to send Grandma Hudson packing. Back to Illinois.

“Livvy? Since when do you bite your nails?” Heather asked.

Astonished, she pulled her hand away from her mouth. Sure enough, she’d been gnawing away on her fingernails. “My life’s in shambles,” she said, staring at her hands. “Just like my nails are now.”

“Your grandmother, right?” Heather sat up straight. Their Sunday school teacher had just entered the room.

Livvy nodded. She remembered the prayer Jenna had prayed. How long could she possibly wait for an answer?






Early Monday morning, Livvy and Grandma drove to the skating rink. As usual, the village mall was deserted. Surrounded by numerous shops, the skating rink was smaller than the Olympic-sized rink in Colorado Springs. On weekends, she was thrilled to be able to practice there. The rest of the week, she made do with the small-town ice rink.

Trees, with twinkling white lights the year round, adorned the sidelines. Several wooden benches were scattered around, making it possible for an occasional audience. There had been numerous times when mall shoppers stopped to watch her practice. They often clapped, whether she performed with or without music backup.

Grandma paced behind the sidelines. “Let’s see your loop jumps today,” she said.

Livvy ignored her, waiting for Coach to suggest some jumps. Grandma was way too pushy.

She could just see it now. If something didn’t happen to stop her grandmother, she’d end up running off Livvy’s terrific athletic trainer. But by the look on the gentleman’s face, Coach Sterling didn’t seem frustrated by Grandma’s comments. Not at all.

Livvy just didn’t get it. Why didn’t Grandma’s comments annoy Coach, too? Was Coach interested in Grandma . . . romantically?

Coach was talking now. “I think you should work through your entire spring program, Livvy. Complete with music.”

She glanced up, surprised. But Coach was decidedly serious, so she took her center-ice stance. Counting the beats, she listened carefully to the introduction of “Give My Regards to Broadway.” It was a rousing version of the song, and Livvy loved every measure and stanza. Today there was one major reason: The music would easily drown out Grandma’s voice.

Coach Sterling certainly knew how to handle things! She was beginning to feel encouraged, even jazzed about this small triumph. Maybe things were going to go better, after all.

Toward the end of the session, Mrs. Newton, the fabric shop owner, showed up. Livvy was delighted. Mrs. Newton was one way for her grandmother’s attention to be less focused on what was happening on the ice. Spirits soaring, Livvy sailed through her entire program a second time. Near-perfect landings on every jump. She could hardly wait to tell Jenna!

After practice, she was unlacing her skates when Mrs. Newton and Grandma came over. “You were quite stunning, Miss Livvy,” Mrs. Newton said. Her red bangle earrings swung back and forth as her head moved.

Grandma poked the younger woman playfully. “Tell Olivia what we’ve been planning.”

“Well,” Mrs. Newton began, “it seems your grandmother has an idea for a skating outfit.”

Grandma’s eyes were shining. “Go on.”

“She wants your opinion on the material,” Mrs. Newton informed her. “What do you say, Livvy?”

What could she say? She held her breath, thinking she’d at least like to have a look at the pattern!

“Olivia Kay, you simply must see the lovely fabric.” Grandma looked cunningly at Mrs. Newton. “I think you’re going to love it.”

“What style is the outfit?” she asked.

“Oh yes, of course! The pattern is very important,” Grandma blurted.

Mrs. Newton winked at Livvy. The dear lady was attempting to downplay the situation.

Grandma continued to talk about the material and the pattern during the drive back home. Livvy found it both a little comical and extremely frustrating. Two women concocting a plan to create a new costume. An unwanted, unnecessary spring costume!






At home, she showered and dressed for school. All the while, Livvy thought about the morning practice session. She actually felt proud of herself for a change! Yet she also felt tense, worrying about how things would go on Wednesday. What if Coach wanted to work on technical things instead, without music? What if Grandma didn’t have Mrs. Newton to chat with?

One thing was super good, for sure. Mrs. Newton was getting involved with the new outfit. Livvy was definitely relieved about that. It wasn’t that Grandma couldn’t sew. She was a very capable seamstress. It went much deeper. Grandma was so out of touch with what was in vogue for modern-day skaters. In fact, she had no idea about new-millenium preteens at all!

To think she was trapped living with an old relic of a grandmother! Why, Grandma might stay around till Livvy left home and headed off to college. Maybe even longer.

What could be worse?


Follow the Dream

Chapter Seven

Livvy was first to arrive at the school locker she shared with Jenna. She zipped through the combination and opened the locker. The locker was a mess.

“What on earth!” She stared at its interior in disbelief. Someone had ripped out the pink carpet from the locker shelves so that only the bare metal was left. “Who did this?” Livvy muttered.

Suzy Buchanan, perky and plump, stood near the locker next to Livvy’s. “I figured you already knew about it. Jenna tore out the carpet last Friday after school,” Suzy told her.

Livvy was amazed. “Are you sure?”

Suzy moved back to her own locker. It was covered with super cool green-and-yellow gum wrappers. Even the mirror was trimmed with the colorful wrappers. “I saw her do it,” said Suzy.

“And I helped her,” explained Suzy’s tall and blond locker partner, Diane Larson. Diane had come rushing down the hall, like she was late. But then, Diane was always out of breath, going somewhere.

“I can’t believe Jenna didn’t tell you . . . or ask you first,” Suzy said, eyes blinking fast.

“She must’ve wanted a change of scenery,” Livvy said, still baffled. “Did she say why?”

Tall Diane spoke up. “Jenna said she was tired of the hot pink carpet. ‘It’s too bright for a locker,’ she said.”

Suzy was nodding. “Yeah, she wants something more athletic looking, I think she said.”

Just then Jenna came down the hall. She was carrying rolled-up contact paper. “You’re gonna love this, Livvy!”

Suzy and Diane waited to see what was up. “We told your locker partner you’d decided to remodel,” Diane said.

“And that’s the truth,” Jenna said; then her eyes went wide. “Oh no, I forgot to tell you about it, Liv!”

“Well, thanks a lot,” Livvy taunted, stepping aside. She watched her friend unroll the colorful paper.

“Wow, bright stuff,” said Suzy.

“But very cool,” said Diane.

Jenna stepped back to show off the five interlocking Olympic rings. They represented the union of five original major continents: Africa, America, Australia, Asia, and Europe. And, of course, the meeting of the athletes who participate in Olympic sports. “So . . . what do you think, Liv?”

“It’s super. Where on earth did you get it?” She really did love it.

“My dad found it for me on the Web. I want to order even more to line my closet shelves at home.” Jenna pulled out a scissors from her backpack.

“Here, let me help you.” Livvy held the paper while Jen cut the pieces to fit two shelves. Top and bottom.

“What do you think of decorating the inside of the locker door, too?” Jen asked.

Diane laughed from the next locker. “Just don’t cover the mirror.”

“Too true,” agreed Jenna.

“What should we do about the pink rickrack on the mirror?” Livvy asked. “It’ll be messy if we pull it off.”

“We’ll leave it as is,” Jen said. “Okay with you?”

Livvy grinned at her best friend. “It’s about time you ask my opinion on something. This is my locker, too, in case you forgot.”

Jenna’s smile faded. “You’re ticked off, aren’t you?”

Livvy hadn’t meant to sound so harsh. “No, I love the Olympic theme. Really.”

“Okay, if you’re cool with this.”

“Super cool,” Livvy said. And she meant it.

When they finished, both girls took turns admiring their locker makeover. “I hardly recognize it,” Livvy said.

Jenna nodded. “But it’s perfect, isn’t it? I mean, aren’t we both headed for the Olympics . . . someday in the not-too-distant future?”

Livvy was silent. It was easy for Jenna to talk casually of her athletic future. But if Livvy didn’t get her life back, and soon, she wasn’t sure where she was headed!






Room 123—Livvy’s homeroom—was in a mild upheaval when she arrived. At first glance, there appeared to be a sub. A little gray-haired lady sat with her hands folded atop the teacher’s desk. A steady flow of chatter continued as Livvy hurried to her seat.

Opening her book bag, she searched for her homework assignments. English, math, history. Finding everything in its place, she leaned back in her chair. That’s when she nearly fell off. She stared ahead at the teacher’s desk.

I don’t believe this! What on earth is she doing here? Livvy wondered.

The boy in front of her made a wisecrack. “Where’re they getting the subs these days?”

“Nursing homes are overcrowded,” another boy mouthed off.

Livvy slumped down in her seat. She had to be dreaming. Had to be! Pinching herself, she knew she was wide awake. But given the choice, she would’ve picked having a nightmare over this. Any day.

It was Grandma Hudson who sat behind the homeroom teacher’s desk. Tiny, pale eyes seemed to squint as Grandma scanned the room. Then, spying Livvy, the older woman’s eyes caught hers and held. Grandma’s lips were moving, as if to say, “Oh, there you are, Olivia Kay.”

While Livvy stared, totally bewildered, Grandma stood up. She pushed the teacher’s chair in and moved slowly down the row of desks. “Olivia, dear,” she said, standing in the aisle. “You went off without your lunch money.” Then she placed several dollar bills on Livvy’s desk.

The class burst into riotous laughter. Livvy, mortified, bore a hole in her own lap. She thought she might faint on the spot. Sadly for her, she didn’t. She remained fully conscious, aware of the pounding of her heart.

Then, without warning, Grandma Hudson left. Just like that, she exited. Without a good-bye or an “I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

Young Mrs. Smith, their homeroom teacher, entered the room just then. The two women nearly collided as Grandma scurried out the door. The teacher glanced over her shoulder, probably wondering who in the world that was.

Livvy, humiliated beyond belief, knew she would never live this down. Snatching up the money Grandma brought for hot lunch, she shoved the dollar bills deep into her book bag. It was too crazy—Grandma bursting into Livvy’s homeroom class, treating her like a two-year-old. Things had gone way too far this time.

Trying to ignore the questioning stares around her, Livvy remained slouched at her desk. No matter what, she had to have a talk with Dad. About his mother.

There was no way out!


Follow the Dream

Chapter Eight

Livvy fidgeted with her hair until her knocking brought Dad to the art-studio doorway. Livvy had dashed up the attic steps immediately after school. She couldn’t suffer another day. It was time to spill out her woes.

“Hey, kiddo.” Her father rambled down the third-floor hallway. His hands were tucked into his pants pockets. “What’s on your mind?”

“I have to talk to you.”

He glanced over his shoulder as if there was something in the studio he didn’t want her to see. “Wait here.” He headed back to the studio and closed the door. Returning to her, he said, “Now, what were you saying?”

She studied the lines on his face, especially the deep ones in his brow and around his mouth. Dad had been one of those happy-go-lucky types. But that was many months ago, when Mom was still alive. She remembered how her father used to laugh out loud, even tell jokes around the table till late in the evening. Everyone said it was Mom who brought out the fun-loving side of Dad. Actually, she had a knack for encouraging it in most everyone. But now that Mom was gone, Dad scarcely ever smiled.

“Are you all right, honey?” he asked.

“Not exactly.” She sat on a small director’s chair in the corner. Dad straddled an old, unpainted chair. “Grandma’s going to be the end of me,” she stated flatly.

Eyes serious, Dad nodded. “Elderly people can try our patience at times. I understand what you’re feeling.”

“No, Dad,” she whispered. “You couldn’t possibly begin to understand.” “Kiddo . . . what is it?”

She looked at him, no longer hesitant. “You weren’t there today when Grandma invaded my homeroom.” She recounted the dreadful scene, including the part when Grandma slapped down the lunch money. “She treated me like a baby. She called me ‘Olivia Kay’ in front of the entire class. Oh, Dad, it was horrible!”

He leaned his face into his hands and was silent for a moment. “Grandma means well, honey.” He looked up just then. “You may not understand this, but we need your grandmother, Liv. We need her to live with us.”

She felt the anger rising in her. “Maybe you need her.”

“I think in time you’ll see how important Grandma is to our lives.”

“But for how long?” she asked. “Forever?”

He straightened. “I don’t know how long she’ll stay. But the three of us belong together.”

Belong together? No way! she thought.

“You have no idea what she’s put me through, Dad.” She felt the hot sting of tears. “She’s running my life on the ice . . . and here at home. I can’t focus on my jumps. My Olympic dreams are the most important thing to me. And . . . and Grandma’s ruining all of that!” A burst of sobbing kept her from saying more.

Dad reached for her hand. “I’m sorry you’re upset. I’ll talk to Grandma if you’d like.”

“You will?”

He smiled briefly, nodding. “I’ll see what I can do.”

Livvy brushed away her tears, taking several breaths. “I wouldn’t want to hurt her feelings.”

Dad let go of her hand. “Your grandmother has your best interests at heart. I know she does.”

“Then why does she follow me around everywhere?”

Dad frowned hard. “What do you want me to say to her?”

She paused, knowing the first and best thing was for Grandma to go back to Illinois. But seeing the concerned look on her father’s face, she knew better than to suggest it. “To start with, ask her to stay home from skating practice.”

He raked his hand through his thick, dark hair. “I just don’t know, Liv. She has her reasons for going.”

“But I don’t want her there!”

Standing up, Dad went to the tiny dormer window. He stood there without speaking for the longest time. “Grandma needs us as much as we need her.”

Livvy couldn’t believe her ears! Dad was turning this whole thing around. How could he?

Her father continued. “She won’t understand if I’m too hard on her. I’ll have to go easy.”

Go ahead, be hard on her . . . send her home, Livvy thought.

Turning around, Dad said, “Let me pray about this, kiddo.”

She stood up. “You already said you’d talk to her.”

He put his arm around her shoulders. “I may have been hasty. You’ll forgive me for that.”

“But . . . aren’t my skating goals more important than Grandma’s feelings?” The bitter words choked out.

“I don’t know, Livvy. You tell me” Dad’s eyes were somber, his face sagged.

She turned away and ran all the way down the attic steps. In her room, she closed the door—even pulled down the shade, blocking out all chance of sunlight.

An overwhelming sadness filled her. She crawled under the covers fully dressed.






The after-school conversation with Dad haunted Livvy all evening. During supper, she replayed his words. While doing her homework, she saw his disappointed face on every page.

No question, she was an ungrateful jerk. And Dad had every right to ignore her request to confront Grandma. Still, she was frantic at the thought of dealing with Grandma at skating practice or showing up at school. And, possibly worst of all, Grandma’s plan to create an undesirable spring skating outfit.

She decided not to call Jenna and dump on her. No, she’d just suffer through this trauma. Do her homework. Try not to glance up at the pictures of Michelle Kwan or Tara Lipinski. World-champion skaters. Ice-skating legends.

The words that stuck in her mind now were the strangest thing Dad had said: “Grandma has her reasons. . . .”

What possible reason could Grandma have? Except to totally dominate Livvy’s life!

Putting her pen down and inhaling deeply, she made a decision. She was not going to let Grandma control her any longer. If Dad didn’t meet her head on, Livvy wouldn’t hesitate to do it. And without a single feeling of regret!

Once her homework was finished, she crept out into the hall. She listened, wondering if Grandma had already gone to bed. Tiptoeing down the hall, she discovered a light under the north bedroom door. Super, she thought. Her grandmother was still awake.

“Grandma?” she said softly through the door.

Waiting, she hoped for a reply. She wanted Grandma to be the one to invite her in. Surely the best way to start the conversation was to let Grandma make the first move.

But there was no reply.

So Livvy called again, softly. “Grandma, are you still up?”

More waiting. Still no answer.

Gently, Livvy pushed open the door. She peeked around it, not too surprised to see Grandma asleep, sitting up in bed. Dressed in her white cotton nightgown, her grandmother had fallen asleep with the light on.

Must be those early mornings, she thought. Livvy knew the feeling. She knew exactly why Grandma was so wiped out at the end of the day. Often, she was tired enough to hit the sack at nine o’clock. But she was many years younger than Grandma Hudson. No way could the older woman keep such a grueling schedule. No way should she have to!

Livvy slipped into the room as quietly as possible. She would merely turn off the light. Maybe prop Grandma’s pillows around her on either side to make her more comfortable.

On the bed, she noticed an assortment of envelopes scattered around. Some envelopes were empty, the letters lying about. Others had been opened, but the letters were still inside.

She didn’t take time to investigate, though. Grandma was making wispy sounds in her sleep as Livvy turned off the light and tiptoed out of the room.






Livvy didn’t give the letters a second thought. Not till the next morning when Grandma called up the steps, “Time for breakfast, Olivia Kay!”

That’s when she began to wonder about the envelopes she’d seen last night. Were they old love letters from Grandpa? Was Grandma reliving her past? Was she remembering the handsome young man who had become her one and only love?

She was eager to know. But at breakfast, Grandma was abuzz about the spring skating outfit. She talked nonstop till it was time to leave for practice. “Did you take your vitamins?” “Are you ready for your jumps, Olivia?” “Are you focused on your program?” Annoying things like that.

Livvy fumed silently on the way to the mall rink. She dropped the notion of asking about the letters. Grandma was just impossible!


Follow the Dream

Chapter Nine

“It’s the first day of spring,” Grandma said in the car on the way back from practice. “A very special day.”

Livvy didn’t respond to her grandmother’s announcement. She wasn’t a little child. She was coming up on the end of sixth grade. She knew what day it was.

The twenty-first day of March had always been a much-anticipated day, growing up. Back when Mom was living, they would go around the neighborhood—leave baskets of flowers or baked goodies on doorsteps. They treated it almost like May Day. But the day belonged to her and Mom, and their super cool tradition.

So far, today had been anything but super or cool. In fact, the first day of spring had started disastrously. She dreaded the practice session, remembering the chaos Grandma had caused off the ice. Coach Sterling wasn’t there, which was usual for a Tuesday. She was coached only three times a week. On the off days, Livvy was totally capable of practicing on her own, minus her coach—the way any other advanced skater might.

So it was a day to solidify her moves and jumps. In general, work out technically. She was to “get the bugs out” by referring back to Coach’s suggestions from yesterday’s session.

But no. Grandma behaved like a drill sergeant—an obnoxious one, at that. Livvy didn’t know what was wrong with Grandma to cause her to act that way. She guessed her grandmother was attempting to make up for Coach’s absence. Whatever the reason, Livvy had come uncorked. She’d come close to telling Grandma off.

Only one thing had kept her sane. Natalie Johnston’s class of beginning skaters had shown up halfway through Livvy’s skating time. Thank goodness they’d come. Otherwise, she was sure she would’ve blurted every detail that was bugging her. Straight to Grandma’s face.

As it was, she did a million and one unnecessary figure eights, just to cool off.






At school, she thought of confiding in Jenna and Heather during lunch hour. But the cafeteria was so crowded that it didn’t seem like the right time or place.

Most students were indulging in hot lunch on the side where she and her friends always sat. Soon, Manda joined them, too.

“How’s our spring play coming?” Livvy asked Jenna.

Jen was super wound up today. She wore her bright blue pants and sweater outfit. “It’s already half written,” she replied, grinning about it. “Can you believe it?”

“What’s it about?” Manda asked, next to Heather.

Jenna’s eyes twinkled. “I’m calling it Resurrection.”

“So . . . it’s a Passion play?” Heather said, her blue eyes shining. “What a great idea.”

“Yeah, super cool.” Livvy could hardly wait to hear more.

“Since only three of us will be acting in it, I’m writing in two characters for each one of us,” Jenna explained.

“So there’ll be six parts total?” Heather asked.

Jenna nodded. “I think it’ll be very exciting. We also need to discuss the kind of music we want to use for the ballet encore.”

Livvy had almost forgotten about that. “Something classical or from a Broadway soundtrack?”

“How does the play end?” asked Manda. “When Jesus rises from the dead? Or when He’s taken up into heaven?”

Jenna shrugged. “I could go either way. What do the rest of you think?”

“To begin with, we should probably decide how long we want the play to be,” Livvy spoke up. “Most Passion plays are long, at least two hours.”

“Good point,” Heather said, reaching for her soda. “Two hours is probably too long.”

“I agree.” Jenna turned to Manda for her opinion. “How long do you think it should last?”

Manda, who was eating a hamburger, waved her hand. “Count me out of the discussion. I’ll be in Kansas, remember?”

So Jenna, Heather, and Livvy talked out the angles to the play. After a while, it got too noisy in the cafeteria. “Let’s go finish our discussion outside,” Jenna suggested. So all four girls hurried to their lockers for warm jackets.

The middle-school courtyard was a good place to continue their talk. Small shrubs and low-growing plants were starting to green up, and a few pink crocuses had pushed their heads through the cold ground. The place was largely forsaken due to the chill in the air.

Livvy sat on a stone bench and faced the sun. “I like the idea of concluding the play with the women’s discovery.”

“You mean when they find the empty tomb?” Jenna said, pacing back and forth. Suddenly, she stopped in her tracks, her face lit up. “That’s it! I’ll write the story from the women’s perspective.”

“Only the women’s,” Livvy echoed. “The story of the women closest to Jesus. What a super idea.”

So it was settled. And even though Manda would be gone for the play, she voted, too. “Jenna should write the play just the way she described it,” she said.

Livvy leaned back, looking at the sky, a mixture of blue with a few fluffy clouds. “Can you imagine how cool it would be to have the play outdoors?”

“Cool is right.” Heather laughed. “But this is Colorado, remember?”

“True,” Jenna said. “Things don’t warm up around here till early June sometimes.”

“Because we live near the mountains,” Manda complained, getting up. “Let’s hear it for the high country!”

They were starting to act silly and cheer for their particular state when the bell rang.

“Guess we better call it quits,” Jenna said.

“Probably a good thing,” Manda said, laughing.

“Can you believe it?” said Livvy. “We had a Girls Only club meeting at school.”

Heather nodded, pushing her hair away from her face. “And Jenna’s writing a play based on the Bible . . . with only girls in it.”

“Women,” Livvy reminded her. 

“Well, you know . . .” Jenna added.

Heather and Manda linked arms and headed inside. They laughed as they went. Livvy and Jenna did the same.

Hanging with her girl friends had made Livvy feel better about life in general—at least for now. For some odd reason, she didn’t feel the need to dump on her friends about Grandma.

Not anymore.

She breathed in the crisp springtime air. It was the first day of spring. . . .


Follow the Dream

Chapter Ten

After school, Livvy took a rare opportunity to skate for the second time in one day. This time, without Grandma, she thought. It had been ages since she’d had time to work out after school. Usually, she was buried in homework.

Hurrying into the mall’s side entrance, she spied Mrs. Newton having a snack. She was sitting near the rink on one of the wooden benches.

“Hi, Mrs. Newton. I’m glad to see you,” she said, sitting down. “Do you mind if I ask you something?”

“That depends on what it is,” the woman said, smiling her warm and welcoming smile. “Of course you may. I’m always happy to chat with you, Livvy. You know that.”

She certainly didn’t want to launch off on Grandma. Not right away, at least. And she didn’t want to sound like a spoiled brat, either. Yet she had a feeling Mrs. Newton might give her some good advice. This was the same woman who’d befriended her last fall—at the beginning of the school year, when she was the new girl in town.

Yep, Mrs. Newton had turned out to be one of the coolest adults around. The jovial woman not only owned the Cloth Mill, she was also the cheerleading coach for the middle school. All the students looked up to her because she was so sunny. Mrs. Newton made you feel good about yourself. Which, right now, was exactly what Livvy needed.

“So . . . how’s everything going for you?” Livvy asked, wanting to be polite.

“Is that your question?” Mrs. Newton asked.

She should’ve known the outgoing woman would inquire. Mrs. Newton was like that, eager to hear about others. Good or bad, it never mattered with Mrs. Newton. “Not really, but tell me about you first.”

“Well, my store’s doing well and my duties at school are fun, as always.” She turned to Livvy. “Now . . . how are things going for you?”

She knew the woman would keep asking till she leveled with her. “I’m kind of having some trouble focusing these days.”

“Oh?” Mrs. Newton fingered the tiny silver charms on her bracelet.

“I hate to say anything, especially because you and my grandmother are becoming good friends.”

Mrs. Newton smiled knowingly and touched Livvy’s hand briefly. “Whatever you say will remain in complete confidence.”

Livvy felt comfortable enough to share her concern. “I think my grandmother means well,” she said, using her father’s words.

“Yes, I believe she does.”

“But she’s messing me up on the ice.”

Mrs. Newton nodded. “Only on the ice, dear?”

Livvy folded her hands and squeezed. She didn’t want to lay into Grandma without her grandmother around to defend herself. It didn’t seem quite fair. “Well, it’s tough getting used to things . . . the way they are right now.”

“With your grandmother in charge?” Mrs. Newton’s eyes seemed to look right through her.

“I thought you might be able to help me,” Livvy said softly. “I don’t know what to do.”

“Have you tried talking to her? Woman to woman, so to speak?” The bangles-and-bracelets woman offered a thoughtful smile. “That’s what I would do if I were you.”

Talk to Grandma? she thought.

“She tells me you used to write the most wonderful letters to her,” Mrs. Newton remarked.

“Yeah, back before Dad and I moved here.”

“But you also wrote to your grandmother after you came to Alpine Lake, as well. In fact, your grandma says you ‘poured out your heart’ in some of those letters.”

Livvy felt a bit sheepish. “Sounds like the two of you have been sharing secrets.”

Whose side was Mrs. Newton on, anyway?

The friendly woman winked playfully. “Don’t you worry, darlin’. Your grandma and I are not conspiring against you, if that’s what you’re thinking.” She took another bite of her peanut-butter cracker.

Livvy wondered about Mrs. Newton’s comment. Should she actually try to sit down and discuss things with Grandma? Did she have the courage to talk the way she used to write “her heart”? Did she even want to?

Honestly, she wasn’t sure.


Follow the Dream 

Chapter Eleven

Livvy walked home from the mall rink, enjoying her freedom, the sky, and the fresh mountain air. Suddenly, behind her, she heard someone cycling fast.

Turning around, she saw Heather’s gorgeous older brother. Kevin Bock was headed her way!

Her heart in her throat, she knew this was her chance. Possibly, her one and only opportunity to impress him. But what did she do? She froze in place, gazing at him from the sidewalk.

Less than two feet away, he smiled. “Hi, Livvy,” he said.

“Uh . . . hi.” She was positively tongue-tied.

Kevin didn’t seem to notice. He kept right on, riding his bike up Main Street. His blond hair peeked out from under his blue knit ski cap, and his long, blue-jeaned legs pumped the bike pedals hard. Then, unexpectedly, he made the turn at the next corner. Gone, just like that!

The unforeseen encounter left her feeling jumpy. She couldn’t seem to make her legs work. What’s wrong with me? Livvy wondered.

Slowly, she put one foot in front of the other, forcing herself to keep moving. Of course, she knew better than to share any of this with Grandma. It wasn’t the kind of heart-to-heart news you just dash into the house and tell. Nope, not even Jenna Song was going to hear about this!






Three-twenty Main Street—the tall gray Victorian house where she lived with her father and grandmother—was way too quiet when she arrived.

“Grandma, I’m home,” she called.

When no one answered, she was secretly glad to have the house to herself. Alone! One afternoon in a thousand.

She took her time removing her jacket and mittens. Quietly, she went to the closet and hung up her coat, first stuffing the mittens inside the wide pockets. Where is everyone? she wondered.

Trying her best to enjoy the peaceful moment, she headed for the kitchen, where she made a snack. A peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwich was a good idea. After all, she’d watched Mrs. Newton nibble on her peanut-butter-and-cracker snack.

Remembering the conversation, Livvy poured herself a tall glass of milk and sat at the table. But the sound of Kevin’s voice—“Hi, Livvy”—continued to ring in her ears. He’d smiled at her and called her by name! She still could hardly believe it. She was dying to phone Heather, to find out if he’d ever mentioned her name to his sister. But no, she wouldn’t do that. No sense getting her hopes up, anyway.

She took sips of her milk between bites of sandwich. She remembered that Mrs. Newton had encouraged her to talk to Grandma. But Livvy wondered if Grandma would actually hear her out.

Three years ago, she and Mom had spent a whole week with Grandma Hudson. It was early summer, and everything about life was beautiful then. She’d taken first place at regionais and was more than anxious for skating camp to begin. Mom had suggested they spend some time with Grandma, a recent widow. So they drove across town, not far at all.

Mom and Grandma had become much closer that short week together. Livvy didn’t know why for sure. Maybe it was because her mother needed to connect with Dad’s mother, especially now that Mom’s parents were no longer living. It may have been more Grandma Hudson’s need—to reach out in her loneliness. Whatever the reason, Livvy and her mom enjoyed the week, doing lots of “girl” things. Mostly, they hung out at Grandma’s big house. They went barefoot, all three of them. And she and Mom listened intently to the stories Grandma told while they sat on the back porch.

Livvy remembered staring out at the enormous shade trees and the surrounding woods. At the time, she wondered why everyone didn’t just build tree houses and live high in the branches. Be country bumpkins for the summer, at least.

They sifted through hundreds of black-and-white pictures that week at Grandma’s. They baked strawberry-rhubarb pies and banana-nut bread, too. And Livvy “put up” her first ever dill pickles.

Shifting gears back to the present, Livvy was sure her dad would not come through for her. He wouldn’t want to approach Grandma, prayer or not. He was too peace-loving for his own good, preferring a stress-free existence. He wouldn’t make waves. She was stuck dealing with Grandma on her own.

She sat there, staring at the stove. All at once, she realized the light was on inside the oven. Getting up, she went to peek inside. What’s this? she wondered.

Grandma was baking a cake. Why hadn’t she smelled the sweet aroma when she arrived? Was it possible she’d been so caught up with seeing Kevin Bock?

The more she thought of it, the more she wondered. This was so strange because Grandma was downright funny about cakes. They symbolized a celebration, “only for special occasions,” Grandma often said.

No one in the house was having a birthday. And there were no more wedding anniversaries to be celebrated. So what was going on? Why a cake?

Peering through the oven window, she spotted two round layers. It was obvious Grandma had made lemon cake. Livvy’s mouth watered, imagining the chocolate frosting.

Because of her skating goals, Livvy rarely allowed herself junk food. She never felt she was missing out because the trade-off was worth it. Feeling good, having plenty of energy on the ice—that was far better than the sluggish feeling sugar-laden foods offered.

She knew something was up for Grandma to bake her all-time favorite cake. There had to be a reason. She washed her hands and dried them, then headed upstairs, eager to find out.

Coco was babbling like crazy when she stepped foot in her room. “Birdie-boy miss Livvy,” he was saying.

She went right up to his cage. “I know you missed me, but do you have to be so loud about it?”

“Livvy . . . Livvy . . . Livvy . . .”

“I’m here,” she said. “You can quit now.”

She wandered out of the room into the hallway. Looking in both directions, she noticed that her grandmother’s bedroom door was closed. She must be resting, Livvy decided.

Feeling a bit lonely, she headed up the attic stairs. “Dad?” she called softly, hoping not to either awaken Grandma or alarm her father. He could be easily startled while intensely concentrating. “Dad?” she said again, reaching the top of the stairs.

She walked down the hallway that led to the arched threshold. It was the entrance to her father’s off-limits art studio. Not sure if she should knock softly or call to him again, she stood in the wide hallway. The area was large enough to be considered a foyer, a waiting room for a few choice clients. The multicolored braided rug was one her mother had picked out years before. And the navy blue director’s chair had been a birthday present to her dad. From Mom, of course. Her mother was the generous one. Always giving, that was Mom.

Raising her hand to knock, she was surprised when the door opened by itself. “Hi, kiddo,” Dad said, looking a bit disheveled. “How was school?”

“Good.”

He stepped out of the studio and closed the door behind him. “I had a feeling you were sneaking up the steps.”

She smiled. “I wasn’t sneaking; I just didn’t want to wake up Grandma.”

“Oh, Grandma’s not napping. Last I heard, she was going out to do some shopping.”

“Shopping?”

Dad shrugged his shoulders. “I didn’t quite get it, either, but she said it was important.”

“And she’s baking a cake, too. So . . . what’s going on?”

Her dad seemed as surprised as she was. “A cake?” He sniffed the air. “Lemon?”

“Yep.”

“Must be a significant date that only Grandma knows,” he said with a faint smile.

Livvy didn’t like the sound of it. Did this mean she’d forgotten something? “Could it be Grandma’s wedding anniversary or something?”

Dad chuckled a little. “Are you talking my parents’ anniversary, Liv? Don’t you think I’d remember a thing like that?”

Livvy had to laugh at that. For a moment, she saw a glimpse of the old Dad returning. The before-Mom-died Dad.

The phone rang, interrupting the pleasant moment. “Just a second, Liv.” Her dad disappeared into his studio to answer it. Although he left the door slightly ajar, she decided not to spoil his surprise—whatever it was—and didn’t peek.






Back in the kitchen, the timer ticked away. Livvy was still baffled by the presence of a cake in the oven. And when she opened the freezer, she spied French vanilla ice cream!

“Grandma’s definitely got something up her sleeve,” Livvy said, roaming the kitchen.

She searched for more clues. What could Grandma possibly be thinking? She racked her brain but came up with absolutely nothing. Could it be that Grandma wanted to celebrate the first day of spring?

Livvy wandered into the laundry-utility room. Grandma often did her mending or a sewing project at this end of the house. Homespun and comfortable, the long room had become Grandma’s hideaway. Framed family pictures hung in neat groupings on the wall. A yellow-and-green Tiffany lamp stood near the sewing machine, and a small chair and ottoman filled what had been an empty space in the corner. There was also a rectangular-shaped wicker basket on the desk, where Grandma kept her sewing patterns. Spying the basket, she realized something: The spring skating outfit in question was probably filed away right there.

She began searching, one by one, through the patterns. She noticed a recent skirt pattern of Grand ma’s. And a long dress her grandmother had sewn for Christmas.

When the phone rang, she almost ignored it. But then she remembered Kevin. Dashing to the kitchen, she hoped the caller might be Heather Bock.

“Hello? Livvy speaking,” she answered.

“Liv, I’ve got to talk to you.” It was Jenna.

“What’s up?”

“I was wondering . . . can you come over tonight? Just for a little while?”

She glanced at the oven. “I should probably wait till after supper.”

“You could eat with us,” Jenna urged. “Mom’s nodding her head. Can you, Liv? Please? It’s very important.”

“Why, what’s going on?”

“It’s this Passion play I’m writing,” Jen said. “I need someone to read the parts out loud. I want to hear how they sound.”

Livvy wondered why Jenna couldn’t ask her mom or dad to read the script. But then, they were the proud new parents of an adopted baby boy. They were probably busy with little Jonathan Bryan. “Yeah, sure, I guess so.”

“Cool! How soon can you come over?” Jen asked.

“I’ll have to let you know. Can I call you back?”

“Sure.”

Livvy said good-bye and hung up the phone. Then she hurried back to the attic and knocked on the studio door. “Dad? Jenna Song just called. I need to talk to you.” She almost said, “Since Grandma’s not home,” but caught herself.

He opened the studio door. “I suppose you want to go over to Jenna’s?” He seemed tired, distracted.

“I don’t know if it’s such a good idea, since Grandma made a cake. But I’ll come home after supper.”

He nodded. “Before dessert, okay?”

“I promise.” She turned to go, then stopped. “Tell Grandma where I am, okay? And don’t let her freak.”

“I can do that,” said Dad.

“Tell her I have to help Jen with something very important.”

“Something very important,” he repeated.

She ran down the steps to the closet, grabbed her jacket, and flew out the door. The light was fading quickly as she rushed down the street. Jenna’s house was only two streets away.

She couldn’t stop thinking about the lemon cake. Grandma would soon have it iced with smooth and rich chocolate icing. And what about the French vanilla ice cream she’d discovered in the freezer? What was Grandma planning?

Dad had let something slip about Grandma going shopping. Grandma Hudson was one woman who literally despised the national pastime. She stayed as far away from the mall scene as possible. Except, of course, in the wee hours of the morning, during Livvy’s skating sessions at the tiny mall. In fact, she scarcely went anywhere except to the grocery store, church, and the post office.

Livvy just didn’t get it. She worked her brain—hard. What was so special about today?


Follow the Dream

Chapter Twelve

Jenna’s front door was propped open slightly. Livvy wondered if Jen expected her to walk in without knocking. “Anybody home?” she called, then pushed the door open cautiously.

Jenna met her with a broad grin, coming into the living room. She offered to take Livvy’s jacket, then hung it up. “I’m thrilled you could come.” She grabbed Livvy’s hand, and they ran off to Jenna’s attic retreat.

Every time Livvy visited, she was in awe of her friend’s room, tucked under the eaves—away from everything. “I wish my grandma could see this pink carpet,” she said, leaning on the barre. “It’s so bright and cheerful. It would do her good.”

“Almost too bright, don’t you think?” Jen was still smiling.

“That’s what you said about our locker . . . but—”

“No, don’t worry. I’m not ripping the carpet out of my bedroom, too!”

Livvy perched herself on the barre, leaning back against the mirror. She thought of Kevin Bock just then. She didn’t know why, but the very special moment drifted back. His adorable smile, his cute knit hat . . .

“Hey, Livvy. You’re daydreaming.” Jenna was standing in front of her face, waving her petite hands.

“Uh, sorry.”

Jenna handed her a bunch of papers. “Here’s the script. I’m not sure, but it might be too long. I think it’s pretty clean, though.”

“Clean?”

“You know, correct grammar . . . spelling. Stuff like that.” 

“Oh.”

Jenna was laughing. “What did you think I meant?”

“Nothing,” she said, getting down off the barre. “Where should I stand to do this? Or do you want me to sit?”

Jenna assured her that she didn’t have to act it out. “Just sit somewhere comfortable and read it to me. A little expression would be cool.”

“Sure, I can do that.” She sat on the high four-poster bed. Sasha promptly came and curled up next to her. “Hello, kitty,” she said. “Are you making a cameo appearance anywhere in this play?”

“Read and you’ll find out,” said Jenna, planting herself on a giant black beanbag.

Livvy began to read. It began with Mary, in the town of Bethany. She anointed and wiped Jesus’ feet with her long hair. The writing was exceptionally beautiful. Jenna’s words seemed to make the story come to life.

Livvy read on, discovering that she actually wanted to read with even more expression. She could almost see the costumes, the sets, everything. Wow, she could just imagine herself, Heather, and Jenna acting out the parts of the Bible women. She could hardly wait to start rehearsing!

Jesus’ ride into Jerusalem, before His crucifixion, was the spot where Jenna’s cat was to make her appearance.

Jenna explained. “I thought a cat might’ve been in the crowd when they were waving the palm branches.”

“Could’ve been. I don’t see why not.” She reached over and petted Sasha. “What do you think of that? You’re going to be a biblical cat for one day.”

The comment didn’t seem to phase Sasha. Livvy wondered how Jen was going to get her cat to cooperate, but she didn’t inquire. She continued reading.

Several times, Jen stopped her and scurried across the room, red pencil in hand. “Hold on a minute,” she said. “That’s dull.”

Once, the dialogue sounded too modern for Bible times. “That’s too much like new-millennium lingo,” Jenna said. “Scratch that line.”

Livvy read on. At last, she came to the ending. The stone covering the garden tomb had been rolled away. Jesus was gone—resurrected by God himself!

She could hardly read the finale, it was so exciting. And super wonderful. Looking across the room at Jenna, she said, “I didn’t know you could write like this.”

“Well, we were pen pals . . . don’t you remember my letters?” Jen was laughing now, coming over to sit on the bed.

“Oh sure, they were always fantastic,” Livvy agreed. “I didn’t mean they weren’t. But this . . .” She looked down at the stack of pages in her lap. “This play is going to be really great.”

“Too bad Manda has to go to Kansas,” Jen said.

Livvy straightened the pages, then handed them back to Jenna. “She must be close to her grandparents.”

“I think you’re right,” Jen said.

Livvy held her breath, worried that Jenna might ask about the situation with Grandma Hudson. When she didn’t, Livvy asked, “When can we start practicing?”

“Is it actually ready? What about rewrites?”

She smiled at her friend. “You’re starting to sound like our English teacher.”

Jenna crossed her eyes. “She’d probably make me edit and proofread it ten more times. At least.”

“I have a feeling you’ve already done that.”

Jenna was modest about her play. “Believe it or not, I prayed before I wrote a single word.”

“I’m not surprised. It shows.” Livvy meant it.






At supper, Jenna’s mother served a Korean rice dish to her husband and Jenna. She offered an American dish—chicken-fried steak and mashed potatoes—to Livvy.

“Oh, Mrs. Song, you didn’t have to make something special just for me.”

Jenna’s mother, petite and pretty, shook her head. “Not a problem. I always like to make American food for you . . . or anybody who comes for dinner.”

Livvy thanked her. “I’ll be happy to eat whatever you make.” Mrs. Song’s words reminded her of Grandma Hudson’s admonition several nights before. But she refused to think about her grandmother just now.

Mrs. Song served her a hearty portion of meat. Of course, Livvy was fine with it. Still, she wished her friend’s mother hadn’t gone to so much trouble, especially with Jonathan sitting in his high chair across the table. His baby spoon was poised in his chubby hand. Mrs. Song had more important things to do than cook up two separate meals!

“Let’s give thanks, shall we?” Jenna’s father said, bowing his head.

Livvy was glad to have friends like Reverend and Mrs. Song and their daughter, Jenna. The Korean family had been so kind to her and her father when they moved here. They’d invited them for a Saturday evening supper, complete with candlelight, just to welcome them to the community. It was easy to understand why Jenna’s father’s church was one of the fastest-growing ethnic churches in the area.

Pushing away worrisome thoughts, Livvy picked up her fork. She had come to help Jenna with her fantastic Passion play tonight. Nothing more. It wasn’t that she was avoiding Grandma Hudson or whatever was planned at home. No, Livvy wouldn’t let those kinds of thoughts spoil her supper at the Songs’ home. She was determined not to.

Somehow, though, they inched . . . crept into her mind, especially during dessert. Mrs. Song had baked a cake. Chocolate with creamy butterscotch icing. Her ongoing frustration with Grandma and with the preparations for some sort of celebration seemed to mix together in her head. It was like performing a flying camel to a death drop. Only out of control.

Everything started to spin around her.


Follow the Dream

Chapter Thirteen

“Are you sure you’re all right?” Jenna kept asking in the backseat as her father drove Livvy home.

“I’m fine,” Livvy assured her.

“Let me walk you up to the door, at least,” Jenna persisted.

“I can make it.”

“But you said you were dizzy.”

Livvy thanked Reverend Song, who sat quietly behind the steering wheel. Then, to Jenna, she said, “I love the play you wrote. It’s super.”

“Call me later, okay?” Jenna asked, her eyes blinking too fast.

Livvy waved to them as they pulled away from the curb. Then, taking a deep breath, she hurried up the steps to her house.

Inside the house, the living room lights were dim. She headed to the closet to hang up her jacket. She hoped Grandma wouldn’t come rushing up to her just now. She felt horribly weak. No, she felt ashamed.

She needed time. . . .

A few minutes later, Dad appeared in the doorway. “I’m glad you remembered,” he said.

“Remembered?” She paused a moment. “About coming home for dessert?” She hardly felt well enough to eat anything more.

“Your grandmother has gone to a lot of work,” Dad said, his arms crossed.

“Did you ever find out what’s going on?”

He smiled then, a full-mouthed grin. She was nearly shocked to see it. How long had it been? “I think you’ll be very pleased, honey,” he said.

“I will?”

He nodded, putting his arm around her shoulders. “I’d forgotten how important this day is to us.”

She was confused by the charade. “What’s so special about today, Dad?”

They walked the few steps to the dining room. Candlelight cast a golden glow on the wallpaper, the buffet, on everything. A centerpiece basket of yellow and white roses surprised her even more.

“I’ll let your grandmother explain,” Dad said, pulling out her dining room chair.

He was treating her like a princess.

Seated next to her father, Livvy folded her hands in her lap. What was going on?

Her dad would only smile. Nothing more.

Soon enough, Grandma came in from the kitchen, carrying a beautiful two-layer cake. It was iced with rich, dark chocolate, just as she’d imagined. And there were candles on top.

“This isn’t what you think,” Grandma said. “We’re not having a belated birthday party.”

“Must be an un-birthday,” Dad joked.

Grandma lit the candles, counting each one. Eight in all. “For each of the years since that first spring day,” Grandma said, eyes bright.

Livvy wondered what day Grandma meant. But she didn’t speak.

“Eight years ago today, you were nearly four years old. Your mother took you by the hand to your first skating lesson,” Grandma said. “I happen to know it was the first day of spring.” She held up a letter. “It’s all right here.”

This was so incredible. Livvy could hardly wait to hear more.

“I would like to read your mother’s letter, written on that special day,” Grandma said, looking squarely across the table.

Nodding, Livvy reached for her father’s hand. She held on tight, hoping she wouldn’t cry.

“Your mother’s letter was written to me,” Grandma said, beginning to read.


Dear Beatrice,

Today I did the most exciting thing for my little girl. I have felt for quite some time that our Livvy has an inclination toward athletics. She pretends to spin and jump, as though she’s skating on ice . . . hours at a time. I’ve talked to several skating instructors. Each of them cautioned me: “Three years old is a bit young to be taken too seriously.”

But I couldn’t ignore what I saw in dear little Livvy. I could be wrong, but I don’t think so. I believe our daughter is a natural-born athlete.

Well, I suppose we will find out sooner or later. Because, you see, I signed her up for a Wee Beginners skating group in Riverdale today. It’s for preschoolers, and Livvy’s the tiniest of all the children. Somehow, I wanted to mark the day—make it special. So I baked a lemon cake with chocolate icing for supper tonight. Livvy and her daddy were delighted. And I took pictures to put in our family scrapbook.

Maybe someday we’ll look back on this moment and realize it was the right thing to do. You see, I believe in Livvy’s love for skating, even as young as she is. And she took to the ice like a trooper. Her mouth was working hard and her arms flying around to keep her balance. I cried for joy, watching her.

You probably think I’m an overenthusiastic mother, so I’ll stop here. Just wanted you and Dad to know.

We love you, Bea. Take care.



Grandma looked up from the letter. “Olivia Kay, do you understand how important this day really is?”

Livvy couldn’t speak. She knew if she tried, it would come out all squeaky. And she would probably boo-hoo.

Thank goodness, Dad spoke up. “I guess Livvy and I had long forgotten. Right, kiddo?” He winked at her.

Nodding, Livvy tried to force a smile. She really wasn’t sad at all. It was just that her mouth wouldn’t cooperate at the moment.

“I think we should hunt down that scrapbook—the one your mother made. Let’s have a look at it tonight.”

Grandma was nodding. “I should say so.”

Livvy excused herself to blow her nose. She closed the bathroom door behind her and leaned against it.

What kind of person am I? she thought.

Going to the sink, she washed her face, patting it dry as she stared at the mirror.

I’ve resented Grandma so much. . . . Why?

In that moment of reflection, she thought she knew. The truth hit her squarely between the eyes. She was angry at Grandma for trying too hard. And all these months, Livvy had been miserably mistaken. Grandma wasn’t trying to take Mom’s place at all. Thanks to an amazing letter, things were starting to make some sense. Finally!






“Have a piece of cake,” Grandma said when Livvy returned to the dining room.

“Thanks, Grandma. What a super surprise.”

“A delicious one, too,” Dad said, beaming at both his mother and his daughter.

Livvy decided right then that she would share her heart with her grandmother. But it would have to be in private. A heart-to-heart talk was definitely in order. But first, her favorite cake and ice cream awaited. Made by the world’s best grandmother!

She could almost hear it now. Jenna, especially, would be thrilled to pieces. But before Livvy spent a single minute on the phone with Jen, she had two very important things to do!


Follow the Dream

Chapter Fourteen

Livvy helped her grandmother clean up the kitchen. They scraped the plates and loaded the dishwasher. She wiped the counters, and Grandma wiped off the place mats on the table.

Soon, she and Dad were sitting down with Grandma in the living room. With great interest, they shared the scrapbook on three laps, examining each page. Creatively done, the album featured Livvy’s early childhood days.

Liv had to laugh at the various skating outfits. “So cute,” she said, pointing.

“Just look how tiny,” Grandma said.

Dad, too, seemed surprised at how small the skates were. “I didn’t know they made them that little,” he commented. “Or . . . did I?”

“You’ve simply forgotten, that’s all,” Grandma chided him.

Dad hugged Livvy close. “No more forgetting,” he promised. “How about if I go with you to practice tomorrow?”

Livvy held her breath, wondering if Grandma would protest. When no objection came, she nodded. “Maybe you could come twice a week . . . and Grandma twice.”

“And what about the other days?” Dad said, a cunning smile on his handsome face.

“On those days, I’ll go it alone.” She hoped Grandma would keep nodding her head.

“So . . . it’s settled, then,” Dad said with a clap of his hands.

Livvy realized her father had just now followed through with his promised “talk” to Grandma. He had done what he could to help smooth things out. To pave the way for Livvy’s freedom to follow her dream. Of course, he’d accomplished it in a roundabout sort of way. But that was Dad’s style, and it was okay.

When he disappeared to return to his studio, Livvy hung around the living room. She stayed curled up on the couch, waiting for Grandma to finish reading a magazine. Full of skating outfits and ideas, the trendy periodical had come in the day’s mail.

“I guess you’ve got your work cut out for you,” Liv said hesitantly.

Grandma looked up, her glasses partway down her nose. “What did you say, dear?”

Livvy smiled to herself. “It’s all right with me if you want to make my new skating outfit, Grandma.”

Her grandmother scratched her head and frowned. “Well, now, I figured you weren’t all too interested.”

Livvy cringed. Was this conversation headed in the wrong direction? She unfolded her legs and stretched a bit, getting up the courage to speak.

But Grandma beat her to it. “To tell you the truth, Olivia, Mrs. Newton talked me out of it,” she admitted.

“She did?” Livvy wondered when Grandma had seen her friend.

“We went shopping together this afternoon . . . for your flowers.” Grandma sighed a bit, her hands moving about. “Mrs. Newton advised me not to. She said it was hardly worth the effort sewing an elaborate skating costume.”

This didn’t sound like Grandma talking. She wondered what else Mrs. Newton had said.

“Oh, before I forget, I have some other letters tucked away for you,” Grandma said, getting up.

“What letters?”

“Come, let’s go to my room,” said Grandma.

Livvy followed her up the stairs. As they went, she remembered the lovely rose centerpiece. Grandma had gone out of her way to buy flowers and tall white candles for the lovely table.

With each step, she felt even more dismal. Grandma had meant well, just like Dad had said. She was truly kindhearted. Thoughtful, too. To think Livvy’d resisted such loving attention when she needed it most.






The letters Grandma was eager to share turned out to be more writings from Livvy’s mother. “They were written to me over the years,” Grandma explained. “Especially during the last weeks of your mother’s life.”

They had been kept—all of them—in a hand-painted oak box. Set beneath the mirror, the treasured box was centered on Grandma’s dresser.

Staring at the letters, Livvy felt a shiver. Yet it was comforting to know that Mom had taken time to express herself to her mother-in-law. Bless her heart, Grandma had saved all of them.

“Go on, take them over to the rocking chair,” Grandma urged. “Get comfortable.”

Livvy caressed the letters in her hands before reading. Then, one by one, she began to read.

Meanwhile, Grandma set about doing other things in the room. It was considerate of her.

Tears began to cloud Livvy’s sight, and she stopped reading for a moment.

“Are you all right, Olivia?” asked Grandma.

Livvy sighed. “You and Mom must’ve been very close.”

Grandma nodded from across the room. “She was the daughter I never had. I was mighty glad your father chose such a wonderful young woman to wed.”

The words warmed Livvy’s heart. She continued her journey, savoring every letter her mother had written.

But it was her mother’s final letter that made her sniffle again. She found herself going back and rereading.


My dearest Beatrice,

I am so grateful for the days and weeks you’ve given to me of your time and energy during my illness. I don’t know how I would’ve coped without your love and care.

This may be my last letter to you, and in it I want to put on paper your promise . . . as I understand it. You are so gracious to agree to help my husband and daughter after my passing. I know you will look after them to the best of your ability.

Whatever you can possibly do, please help my Livvy follow her skating dream. She’s going to need your support desperately. There are days, even now, when she is discouraged. Attempt to keep her spirits high—don’t let her occasional frustration get the best of you. Livvy’s a hard worker, but she’s used to seeing me on the sidelines, cheering her on and lending moral support.

You are Livvy’s best hope for the Olympics, dear Bea. I know this in my heart of hearts. Not because her father isn’t interested. His calling is art, as you know. He needs to focus on his work. My need is to nurture Livvy, our precious Olivia Kay.

So, when the time seems right, will you ease into my place, Bea? I will be ever grateful if you can give my girl a good dose of mothering.



Livvy held the letter close to her heart. A good dose of mothering . . . The annoying phrase had come straight from her mother’s heart!

She felt like crying. Sobbing, really—to let it all out. All these months, Grandma had been trying to live up to a dying mother’s last wish. She was doing what she’d promised by driving Livvy to the ice rink every morning in the wee hours. As for hovering, that was hardly the word for a grandmother who was giving of herself every minute of every day. Giving out good doses of mothering!

Livvy felt like an ungrateful toad. How could I have been so blind?

Brushing the tears from her cheeks, she got up, still clutching the letter. “Oh, Grandma, I’m so sorry,” she said, crossing the room. She fell into her grandmother’s arms.

“There, there . . .” Grandma patted her back.

“I was such a jerk—you have no idea.” The bitterness poured out of her like a soda fizzing out of a shaken bottle. “I didn’t know what you’d promised Mom. I just didn’t know. . . .”

Grandma was silent, still holding her.

“Will you forgive me?” Livvy sobbed. “I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”

“Oh, honey, there’s no need to worry so. Of course you’re forgiven. We all are because of Calvary.” Grandma found a tissue for her and waited for Livvy to dry her eyes. “Now . . . isn’t that what Easter’s all about?”

At that moment, Jenna’s Passion play became even more of a reality. “You’ll never guess what the Girls Only club members are planning,” she blurted.

“Must be something about Easter.” Grandma Hudson was sharp as a tack.

“That’s right.”

Grandma’s eyes twinkled happily. “Speaking of Easter, your father’s going to have a surprise for you in a few days.”

“Another one?” She was thinking of her mother’s wonderful letters. Especially the one written just before her death. “I don’t know if I can handle any more surprises.”

Grandma smiled. “This one might be the topping on the cake, so to speak.”

Livvy had no idea what to expect. But her curiosity was definitely piqued.

What’s up? she wondered.


Follow the Dream

Chapter Fifteen

Three days later, Livvy and Grandma stood precisely where Dad positioned them. “Stand right there,” he said, hurrying back to his art table.

Livvy stared at the clock in the shape of an easel, hanging on the studio wall. Numerous large ferns and other greenery softened the corners of the long room. There were framed prints displayed on the wall, mostly drawn or painted by Dad.

Unlike Jenna’s attic bedroom, this room had wider and higher windows, letting the light in during the day. Tonight, Dad had drawn the shades, making the place more private.

“I’ve read and reread all of Mom’s letters to Grandma,” Livvy said as her Dad scurried about the room.

He stopped moving about and turned to face her. “Letters?”

Grandma was all smiles again. “Oh yes, and you may certainly read them, too.”

Livvy was glad to hear it. She would be eager to know what her dad thought of the deathbed wish. He would probably agree with it wholeheartedly—the part that explained why someone other than himself needed to support Livvy’s dream. It was a sweet, very dear thing her mother had done.

“I think, perhaps, the time has come,” Dad said. “I’d like to read them.”

Livvy sighed, relieved. His answer proved that Dad was coming out of his deepest grief. Finally he was emerging, slowly but surely, back into life.

“One more minute . . . and we’ll have the unveiling.” Rushing around the room, he cleared brushes off his art table. He gathered up small bottles of paint and clustered them together. Then he pushed his chair in and stepped back, surveying the room.

“It’s only us—Grandma and me,” said Livvy, smiling at Grandma.

“That’s right, son. We’re not here for a housekeeping inspection. We came for the surprise.”

Then Dad proceeded toward the draped easel. Carefully, he lifted the white sheet from the painting.

Livvy gasped in amazement. “Oh, it’s super beautiful, Daddy,” she whispered. She stared in awe at the face of her mother.

The painting, done in oils, was a portrayal of her youthful mother. Rendered with the aid of an engagement photo, the portrait was breathtakingly real.

Dad displayed the original picture, a newspaper clipping. “This was one of your mother’s favorite poses,” he explained. “Mine too.”

“It’s your best work ever,” Grandma said. Her voice sounded lumpy with tears.

Both Livvy and Grandma moved toward the painting, standing only a few feet from the easel. Livvy felt her father reach for her hand. Almost without thinking, she reached for Grandma’s, too.

“I painted it for you, Livvy,” her father was saying.

“It’s the most beautiful picture ever,” Livvy said softly.

Dad turned and cupped her chin in his free hand. “I pray it will help you remember who first believed in your skating talent.” He paused to kiss her forehead. “Never forget who got you started and who was always there for you at the rink. And all those competitions.”

Mom’s letters . . . and now this painting. How could she possibly forget? It was the coolest present a girl could ever wish for. 

“Can we hang it in the living room?” she asked. “We can all enjoy it there . . . every day of our lives.”

“That’s entirely up to you,” Dad said.

“Thank you.” She clung to his hand.

They stood quietly in the haven of the studio, gazing in wonder. Livvy saw something of herself in her mother’s dear face. The realization made her feel confident, safe somehow.

“Anyone ready for supper?” Grandma asked, breaking the stillness.

“Yes, I’m hungry,” Dad said.

“How about you, Olivia Kay?” Grandma asked.

Olivia Kay. . .

The name stuck in her head. It had been a tender expression of love, coming from her mother’s pen. She thought of her mother’s cherished letters, Grandma’s promise and daily sacrifice. Everything that had happened this week.

Livvy glanced at her father’s mother. She turned and gazed at her own mother’s portrait. Sighing, she knew it was just fine—super, really—for Grandma Hudson to call her Olivia Kay. And as often as she liked. Livvy would never again wince when she said it. Never! 

“It’s hard to believe so many good things can happen in one short week,” Livvy told her parrot before bedtime. “I mean, this thing with Grandma’s over . . . done . . . finished.”

“Grandma . . . Grandma,” Coco cawed back.

“I was so messed up about her. I even thought she had her eyes on Coach Sterling!” she confessed. “Jenna was right all along. I should’ve just relaxed about things.”

Coco twittered about the cage, ignoring her.

“I talked to Coach, too,” she confessed. “I never understood why he seemed unaware of Grandma at practice. Truth is, he thought she was essential to my success. And you know what? He was exactly right. Now . . . I don’t know what I’d do without her. Dad too.”

She went to the bookcase, picking up the figurine of the skater. “I was so dense, Coco,” she admitted. “So unbelievably stupid.”

But for a change, the bird was silent.

“You’re a big help,” she said sarcastically, replacing the statuette of the skater.

“Help . . . help!” cawed Coco.

“Call 9-1-1,” she teased.

He began making his siren sound, and she was immediately sorry she’d ever taught him such a trick. “Hush, now, you’ll have both Dad and Grandma in here.”

Thankfully, her parrot calmed down. She said, “Good night, birdie-boy,” and covered his cage. Usually that solved most noise problems.

Not tonight. Coco began to warble.

“Better keep it down,” she whispered, turning out the light.

“Down, down, down,” sang the bird.

“Not down . . . up.” She went and tapped on the birdcage. “Things are looking up, up, up. And I’m not kidding.”

Coco stopped yodeling, just like that!

Climbing into bed, Livvy wondered what part Coco might play in Jenna’s play. But then again, maybe birdie-boy best stay home. He was just too unpredictable. Besides, he was a boy. The play was being performed by only girls. Coco was definitely out of the running!

Giggling quietly, she thanked the Lord for her family, including a mom who had always cared and helped her dream big dreams. Never had she doubted that.

“Thanks, Lord, for a dad who’s smiling again,” she prayed. “And for a grandma whose mothering has made all the difference.”

Livvy nestled down under her warm comforter. But her spirits soared up . . . up, high as the best triple flip ever. With divine guidance, she would work hard to follow her dreams. Harder than ever!

Her family and her girl friends would support her from the sidelines. She could count on that. As for Mom . . . well, Livvy had a feeling she was cheering her on, too. From the grandstand of heaven.
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