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                           Prologue

   The seasons were changing. The morning dew was thick on the gray polished granite. He could see his breath as he crouched down in the early morning sun to brush a few scattered leaves and fallen acorns from the base of the gravestone. He wiped his hands on the sides of his pants as he stood up. He cupped them together and blew into them, his warm breath cutting the chill from his fingers. He hunched his shoulders and, cross-armed, rubbed his hands up and down the sleeves of his fleece jacket, looking down. Off to the east, below him in the river valley, the sun was just rising above the fog bank that hung over the Merrimack. Above his head were blue patches of sky. The morning fog that came almost every night to the river at that time of the year was burning off quickly. It would be a bright, crisp, autumn day in New Hampshire. It had always been one of his favorite times of the year. It had always been one of their favorite times.

   He stood alone, quietly, on the cemetery hill on that early October morning and looked down at the graves of his wife and daughter. For four years he had come to their gravesite almost every morning. At first he could not hold back the tears. He had cursed the driver who had taken them from him. He had cursed God in the early-morning quiet of the cemetery, standing there with no one to hear him. The tears didn’t come now. Time had passed. The heartache still came, however. For the rest of his life he would think about what might have been with Jane and Sarah. His life had been complete with them. Now it was not. 
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   On that cold October morning, however, for the very first time since their deaths, he looked to his own future without them. He tapped another acorn away from the edge of the gravestone with the toe of his shoe, looking up at the oak tree nearby. 

   “I think you’d like her, Sunshine,” he said out loud, looking down again at the grave. “She’s so much like you. I think you could have been best of friends.” He paused, smiling “Your cousin Robbie is in love with her. You should see that boy, Jane,” he laughed. “He’s a young man now, the same age as when we met.” 

   A blue jay’s piercing cry broke the silence in the cemetery. He could see it on a branch in the oak tree, the flash of its bright colors amid the tree’s browning leaves of fall. He wondered what it was annoyed about as it flitted from one limb to another. He gave a last look at the graves, turned, and walked towards his car. The dew on the grass dampened his shoes again. The blue jay shrieked once more and flew off to another tree.

   Three weeks earlier he had begun telling himself it was now time to move on, time to move out of the past. He was convinced of that now. He opened the door to his car, paused, and looked back at the graves. For the first time in four years he smiled as he stood there. 

   “I may not be here tomorrow,” he said. “I love you both. Always know that.” 

   In the distance, off to the east and the fog-covered Merrimack, he heard a flock of Canada geese. They were airborne, having taken wing over Concord from some field where they had spent the night. A new generation was beginning its first flight south. The seasons were changing once more, and it was time for them to move on as well. It had been like that forever and it would always be.

   Life would begin. Life would end. Tears would be shed. Hearts would be broken. But the seasons would change, one into the next, as sure as the geese would take wing on a cold autumn morning in New Hampshire. No heart would ever change the rhythm of life. Certainly none would ever return loves lost to the past. It was time 
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and now he knew it. The future must always prevail. Life must always be for the living.   
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                           Chapter 1

   She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward in anticipation. The armrests of the soft leather chair were smooth under her forearms. Unconsciously she kneaded the leather with her right thumb. She had no idea what he would say.

   “They want four years, but the money is short, 80-thousand a year. I’m proposing a one-year deal at 200-thousand.” Ted Bradley tapped his pen on a stack of papers and looked up at her from his desk. 

   “We don’t want to lock you in long term at their figure,” he added confidently, almost matter-of-factly, glancing at his computer screen. “There’s too much potential for much bigger numbers down the road.”

   He looked down again and studied the paperwork. Over his shoulder, through the big windows behind his desk, she could see Boston Harbor below her and Logan Airport off in the distance. A big jet was just taking off, climbing out over the water. Her flight from Nashville had landed at Logan the day before. She remembered how beautiful the Boston skyline had looked as she peered out her window on the plane. Ted was still going over the papers. She looked to her left, through other windows of the corner office in his company’s 53rd floor complex on State Street. She could see the Charles River below. It flowed into Boston Harbor, widening near its mouth as it moved past the Back Bay, the Esplanade, and Beacon Hill on the south and Cambridge on the north. A “T” train was just crossing the river from Cambridge into Boston, passing over the long, low and graceful Longfellow Bridge.

   Six miles up the Charles at Harvard University, Rob was at 
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classes. Earlier that morning he had left her at the Harvard Square “T” station where she had taken the Red Line subway into Boston 

for her meeting with Ted. He couldn’t go with her. An exam in a class that morning prevented him from riding into Boston with her.

He had walked her up to the square from Eliot House, one of the Harvard dorms down by the river and Memorial Drive where he had lived for the last three years.  He had walked her through Harvard Yard that morning and showed her Matthews House, where he had lived his freshman year as a Harvard undergrad. Later that day he would show her Harvard Law School, where he hoped to be spending the next three years of his life.

   Sitting in Ted Bradley’s office that morning, Lisa smiled to herself when she thought of the past night they had spent together. It was the first time they had ever slept together in the same bed. She remembered lying there with her head on his chest after they had made love and before she had fallen asleep. She had listened to his heart beating, rapidly at first from their lovemaking and then slower. She had felt his hand stroking her hair and her shoulder. He had told her again that he loved her and she had whispered the same to him, 

curling up even tighter against him. She loved him more than she had ever thought possible.

   “I thought that number would make you happy,” Ted said with a grin, looking up again from his desk and not realizing the real reason for her smile. 

   “What do you think?” he asked. She wasn’t sure what to say. She had no idea how much she should expect. She had no idea what was going to be expected of her. Ted didn’t wait for an answer. 

   “They will probably come back with a two-year offer at something around 150-thousand a year, he said, mulling over figures in his head. “I think that would be fair and we should accept something in that ballpark.”

   Lisa Nelson, 20-years old from Oakhurst, Tennessee, was being offered more than 300-thousand dollars by a women’s sportswear 
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company to endorse its line of products. Her life had changed beyond her wildest dreams since that early September day in Concord, New Hampshire, four weeks earlier.

   “I think I’ll trust you to do what you think is right, Mr. Bradley,” 

she said. She could feel her heart beating faster. Unconsciously, she reached for the gold heart-shaped pendant hanging from the gold necklace around her neck. She had worn it every day since Concord and “Pops.” She rubbed the smooth gold through her fingers, trying to absorb the thought of that much money being paid to her.                

   Ted smiled again. “From now on it’s ‘Ted’,” he said to her. This was one professional athlete with whom he expected to have a long, profitable, and enjoyable relationship. 

   “OK, Lisa, I’ll get back to them today with our counter offer. I know they want to wrap this up fast, so I think by tomorrow or Wednesday I’ll have a contract for you and your first check from “19th Hole.” He stood up. “You’re going to be a busy woman over the next few months, Lisa,” he said, walking around his desk to her chair. “You’re going to be doing a lot of traveling with photo shoots, probably some TV spots. They will expect a lot from you and you’ll be obligated to live up to your end of the deal,” he said with a cautioning tone. “You’re OK with that, right?” 

   Lisa got up and nodded her head. 

   “Whatever I have to do, I’ll do,” she said. “You have no idea how exciting all this is to me. Thank you very much for everything.”  She couldn’t wait to get back to Harvard to tell Rob the news and to call her mother back home in Tennessee. She would also call Dave and Mrs. B in Concord.

   Ted walked her to the door. 

   “And this is just the start, Lisa,” he said. “I’ve already had feelers from three other companies interested in having you come to work for them.”

   “You’re kidding!” she said loudly, a look of disbelief on her face. 

   “Not one bit,” he answered. “I’ll give you all the latest when you 

come back this week to sign your contract. You play as well this coming season on the big tour as you did up in Concord and the

“Goodbye, Pops”                      4.                                         Andrews 

other events and there is no end to the endorsement deals and financial opportunities that could open up for you, Kid.”

   They walked out of his office and through the “Ted Bradley and Associates” office complex towards the reception desk and entrance. 

Heads came up and turned to watch as the tall blonde walked by. Ted nodded and smiled at his employees as he escorted 

his newest client to the door. He was now very glad his old 

roommate from his Harvard Law days had invited him up to 

Concord the month before to watch a young unknown woman 

golfer in the final event of the FUTURES Tour season. 

   “Boy, I’ve got a great job,” he thought as they walked out into the hallway and he pushed the elevator button for her. 

   “Tell Robbie I’ll see him soon,” Ted said as they waited for the elevator. “He’s going to start doing a little around here for us when he’s not too busy at school. He’s a real bright kid with a great future.” 

   Lisa’s blue eyes lit up. 

   “Robbie told me on our first date that maybe someday he’d be my agent, you know, after he got out of law school and if I ever made it to the LPGA,” she said with a grin. “But we never imagined it would all happen so quick.”

   “Two more things,” Ted added. “When you come back, I want you to meet with our technology guy. We’re going to want to create a website for you. Most of my clients have their own, and it’s a great way to help introduce you to the public out there. There’s all sorts of potential with it.” 

   Lisa had never thought of having a website. She remembered Rob telling her about Dave’s success with his software company.     

   “That sounds great,” she said. “There’s a lot of things I’m going to have to be thinking about now besides golf.” 

   Ted nodded. 

   “The other thing,” he continued. “I’m also going to have you sit down with our financial guy. We’re going to set up a new bank 

account for you, credit cards, investment portfolio, the works.” Lisa’s eyes widened.
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   “I know it’s a lot coming at you now, Lisa,” Ted said. “But don’t worry about it. That’s what we’re here for. We’re in this together with you and we want to make it work as much as you will. OK?” 

   The ding of the bell announced the arrival of the elevator. The doors parted. Two men in business suits were inside. Ted extended his hand with a smile. Lisa shook it warmly. She walked into the elevator, turned, and smiled again. He gave her a “thumbs up” sign.    

   “You’re on your way, Kid,” he said with a grin. The doors closed between them.

   On the ride down the fifty-three floors, Lisa never noticed the two men glancing at her, trying not to stare. Her mind was racing. She reached into her bag for her sunglasses.  

   “So, you’re doing business with Ted Bradley?” the younger of the two men asked her as they descended to the ground floor of the State Street skyscraper. Lisa turned to him, surprised by his question. He 

smiled. 

   “We see a lot of famous athletes coming and going from Ted’s office,” he said. “Are you a famous athlete I should recognize?” he asked, grinning.

   Lisa smiled back at him. 

   “Me? Not hardly,” she answered quickly, then turning her head away from them, embarrassed. Her dream of becoming a famous golfer on the LPGA had always been a fantasy to her. She had never processed the thought in her mind as something that was actually achievable. At that moment, however, as she rode down in the elevator from “Bradley and Associates” it dawned on her for the very first time that her dream actually could come true. She looked at the man again. He had lowered his head to the newspaper in his hand. 

   “But I hope to be one day,” she said. The confidence in her voice made him raise his eyebrows. He was now very impressed by the woman standing next to him. 

   “What do you play?” he asked. “Tennis, basketball? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you on TV, and I think I would have remembered,” he
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added with a sly smile.

   “I’m a golfer,” Lisa smiled back. “Look for me next year on the LPGA.” 

The elevator came to a stop at the ground floor. The doors opened. 

   “I sure will,” the man said. 

   “Me too,” the other said quickly, also grinning. “Good luck!” 

   “Thanks,” she answered, walking out and into the lobby. She made her way towards the revolving doors that led out onto State Street. The two men in the business suits watched her walk away. 

   “Hey, what’s your name?” the younger of the two called out loudly. Lisa turned as she put her hand on the revolving door. 

   “Lisa, Lisa Nelson,” she smiled back at them. “Look for me!” She pushed the door and walked out into the late-September morning in Boston’s business district. The two men’s eyes followed her until she was out of sight. 

   “You get the Golf Channel on your cable?” the younger man asked the other. 

   “Yup,” he answered with a smile. “You bet I’ll be looking for her.” 

   State Street was bustling with workers walking with purpose in both directions on the sidewalk in front of her. Traffic was heavy, as it almost always was on a business day in Boston. A cabbie blared 

his horn at another driver blocking his way. The sound of a jackhammer filled the air. Down the block a work crew was fixing a pothole on the street, adding to the traffic congestion. Lisa took a deep breath and smiled. She felt electrified. She pulled a street map of Boston out of her shoulder bag and studied it. She would walk a little through the city and take in the sights. She had two hours to kill 

before Rob would be done with his classes. She marked “Boston Common” on the map with her finger, got her bearings, and started 

up State Street. 

   The sun was shining. It was warm. It was a day much like that Sunday four weeks earlier at “Oak Hill” in Concord when her life

changed forever. Then she had been hours away from giving up on her dream for good. She had nearly resigned herself to a life of
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something much less than what she had always hoped for. She had seen herself living a life like so many of the girls she had grown up with in Oakhurst. She would not set herself apart. She would become one of the many, perhaps with uncommon beauty, but with a future as common as the oak trees from which her hometown drew its name. Fate and the help of a man she had known only for a matter of days had given her a second chance to try to reach her dream. She had taken advantage of it then. She had drawn on the strength of others and dug deep to find her own  inner strength and she had prevailed. Now she stood on the verge. 

   The path of anyone’s life, however, is never a direct route. It never runs straight from point A to point B to point C. Those who think they have the course of their lives charted out are most often surprised and often bitterly disappointed. Most find themselves on 

paths that lead backwards, sideways, or in circles, searching for the route they had planned to take and set out on. Often they never find it again. They are left wondering where and how they took their wrong turns.

   Lisa Nelson’s life would take turns she never expected, and in a few short months she would wonder if all she had dreamed of really mattered. The hazards and the traps of life would catch her like they had caught so many of her errant shots on the courses she had played.  

   On that bright late September day in Boston though, she was full of anticipation. Her whole life lay ahead of her, like the first fairway of a beautiful golf course on warm blue-sky morning, and she couldn’t wait to tee it up. Little could she know then what was in store for her. She could not know how much she would be tested in ways she could never imagine, on and off the course.

