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CHAPTER 1

It was a glorious June afternoon and the sun spotlighted us through the car’s open sunroof. We sang about sunshine on a cloudy day along with The Temptations.

My daughter Anne always prepares a soundtrack for road trips. She was in high school when we started our mother-daughter travels and she crowned herself the ‘Travel Mixtape Queen’. Of course, it’s not a cassette tape anymore, it’s a playlist on her iPhone. The technology may have changed but certain songs are always in the mix. My Girl is one of our songs.

I’d been looking forward to this trip for months. Being retired, I had plenty of time and flexibility for us to travel together. Unfortunately, Anne didn’t. Her work had become more demanding and hectic. We’d not been on a trip together since last fall, breaking our decades-old pact to do something “away” at least once a quarter. As a single parent, I’d promised her, and myself, that I’d make time for us to see the world, and we had.

As soon as I stepped out of the car, I knew she’d been right. I’d wanted to book at one of the small hotels in town, but she’d insisted on this B&B for our stay in Bar Harbor, Maine. The picture-perfect lighthouse, the expanse of ocean, the sound of the waves crashing on rocks, the smell of the sea, and the sun on my face – I breathed it all in. It felt right to be here.

I looked over at her as she opened the trunk to pull out our bags. Seeing my face, she broke out into her version of the ‘I told you so’ dance from the Will and Grace show. I gave her my best eye-roll as she continued her silly stir the pot, washing machine gyrations, singing, “I told you so, I told you so, I told you, told you, told you so.” I couldn’t deny it; this place looked amazing.

It had already been a long day, but I felt a burst of energy as we crunched up the gravel path to the open front door of the two-story, red and white house beside the lighthouse. Anne abandoned our bags with me at the door and hurried over to the group gathered in the large room just off the foyer. She scooped up baby Jake.

“Come here you little monkey.” Jake let out a little cry. She jiggled and rocked him and cooed, “I’m your Godmother, so you better get used to me.”

Anne was delighted to be Jake’s Godmother. His mother Emily had worked for Anne for several years, first as an intern, then full-time after graduation. Anne started as her mentor, but over the years, they’d become good friends. When Emily heard I’d be visiting Anne the same weekend as the baptism, she extended an invitation to me and insisted I join them for the celebrations. Anne decided to take a couple of days off work so we’d have time to explore Bar Harbor instead of heading back to Boston immediately afterward.

Emily’s mother’s name was also Ann, spelled without the “e”. I’m glad Anne’s namesake grandmother spelled it with an “e”. It feels more complete somehow. Watching Anne fuss over Jake in his white lace outfit, I couldn’t help but think back to her baptism day. It didn’t seem possible that it was 45 years ago.

Lost in my reverie, I was startled by a soft voice saying, “You must be Mrs. Tobias?”

“No, I’m Ms. Cole. Maddie Cole.”

It wasn’t unusual for people to assume I had the same last name as my daughter. However, my correction came out sounding harsh. I turned to the voice and looked into the dark and slightly puzzled eyes of a handsome gray-haired gentleman. He was a little taller than me, maybe six feet, broad-shouldered, not thin, but fit-looking. I recognized him from earlier at the church for the Baptism. He’d been wearing a sport coat, but now, was dressed simply in a white dress shirt and blue dress pants. I admired how his clothing was completely free of wrinkles because I can never seem to stay unwrinkled.

“Pleased to meet you, Ms. Maddie Cole, I’m Nate Jacobs, Jake’s great-grandfather. Welcome to the Hope Point Inn.”

I was so preoccupied contemplating the crispness of his shirt that I didn’t realize he’d extended his hand. He withdrew it before I could return his handshake.

I was embarrassed to be caught gawking at his clothing. “I’m sorry.”

Nate smiled and chuckled. “It really is true. You Canadians say ‘sorry’ even when you’ve done nothing to be sorry for.”

I extended my hand and smiled. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Jacobs. It seems you know a little too much about me already.”

Nate continued to smile as he shook my hand. “Emily might have shared a few details in advance of your arrival. You can leave your bags here. Come, join the party.” He ushered me towards the other guests. “Can I get you something to drink?”

“That would be lovely. I’m parched.”

“We have beer, wine, soda, iced tea, water…”

“I should start with some water, but I’d love a glass of wine.”

“Red or white?”

“Red, please.”

Nate left me standing by Anne and the baby. Anne was still cooing at Jake. I looked around the room and spotted a stack of gifts on a small table. I moved towards it, rummaging in my purse for the card I’d brought so I could put it with the other gifts. As I did, Nate reappeared with water and wine for me.

“I brought both. I guessed you’d like sparkling water. Is that OK?”

“Perfect! It’s like you read my mind.”

He beamed and seemed delighted he’d guessed correctly. He turned and pointed across the room. “If you need the facilities, there’s a powder room down the hall past that window. I need to go check on the kitchen. Do you need anything else?”

“Nothing. Thank you. Please don’t let me keep you.”

Thirsty, I downed the glass of water. I felt silly holding both glasses and my purse. I looked around, but saw no obvious place to set my empty glass.

The room we’d gathered in was spacious and bright with several large windows facing the ocean. There was a small counter in a closet-sized nook next to the foyer where we’d entered. Behind the counter, on the wall, there were what appeared to be antique wooden message boxes with a key hanging below each one. The room itself was furnished with a variety of small sofas and chairs arranged in small groupings. One cluster was centred on a large stone fireplace that had wood set in place ready to light.

The décor was nautical, but not in a predictable way. Many of the furnishings were dark wood and leather. There was a steamer trunk as the base of a glass-topped coffee table and a ship’s bell reading lamp on the reception counter. But what gave the room its real character, were the numerous models of ships and boats, ranging from a well-used antique child’s toy to a delicate pulled glass sailboat that looked like Murano glass.

“It’s time for lunch,” announced Nate, taking the empty glass from my hand and ushering us all toward a double door that led to a sunny patio with a long table shaded by big umbrellas. Anne relinquished Jake to Emily and came to stand by me.

“I saw you met Nate, Emily’s grandfather.” She leaned in and whispered, “He doesn’t look like a great-grandfather, does he?”

As we watched him directing people, seating the ladies, overseeing, like a maître d’, the two white-shirted young women who were carrying platters of sandwiches and bowls of salad. He did seem too young to be a great-grandfather.

“He must have started young,” I mused. “Unlike me. Having you at the ancient age of 32. You’d be at least 10 years older had I been a more conventional woman of my time.”

Anne gave me a playful elbow jab. “I guess unconventional women run in the family.”

After lunch, cake, and gift opening, the family and friends who had come to celebrate little Jake’s Baptism began to leave. Anne gave Jake one last big kiss and hugged Emily goodbye. Anne and I were left by ourselves on the patio while Nate went to see his family off.

Nate returned a little while later. “I suppose it’s about time I showed you ladies to your rooms.”

“We’re enjoying the view,” said Anne, “but, that would be great.”

Nate held open the patio door for us. “Ladies, please come this way.”

Anne went to the foyer and grabbed our bags. We followed him down a hallway off the main room and up a steep wooden staircase to the second floor.

“Anne, this will be your room.” He opened the door to the first room at the top of the stairs and handed her the key. “And this room is for you, Ms. Cole,” he announced emphasizing my name; clearly teasing me.

“You may call me Maddie, Mr. Jacobs,” I replied echoing his formality as I passed him to enter my room.

“Well then Maddie,” he said winking, “you may call me Nate.”

The room was quite large with plenty of room to move even though it was furnished with a queen-size four-poster bed with bright white linens, a dresser, a small upholstered armless chair, and an antique desk under the window facing the water. It struck me as odd that the room had one wall painted white while the others were a deep sea-green colour.

“This is our ‘Dover’ room,” said Nate.

“Ahhh, the White Cliffs of Dover,” I said, clueing in to the one white wall.

“Yes,” said Nate, handing me the room key. “Each of our rooms is named for a place. My late wife Betsy loved to come up with interesting ways to decorate each room after its namesake.”

“How creative.”

“If you’d like to see the rest of the inn and grounds after you’ve settled in, please come find me in the kitchen and I’ll give you a tour,” he said before leaving us and heading downstairs.

“That sounds lovely,” I called after him.

Anne was in my room seconds later. “Isn’t this place great?” she bubbled. “My room is called ‘Tokyo’. You’ve got to come see it.”

Anne’s room had pale pink walls and a large painting of cherry trees in full bloom. The bedding was again white, but the decorative pillows had a red band around them with black katakana script. I recognized it as Japanese but had no idea what it said. Like mine, the room had a dresser, a small desk under the window, and an upholstered chair. But the furnishings in her room were more delicate, Asian-looking black lacquer, and quite different from the old-world antique pieces in my room.

Anne was unloading her bag onto the bed.

“I’m going to unpack a bit myself,” I said, “Then I’m going to take Nate up on his offer to show me the rest of the place. Are you going to join me?”

“I need a nap first.”

“Naps are evil, but I can wait for you.”

“You go ahead when you’re ready. I’ll catch up.”

I left Anne in ‘Tokyo’ and went back to ‘Dover’. My first priority was finding a plug to charge my camera battery, phone, and iPad. For a woman, 78 years young, I’m still a technology-loving engineer at heart. I found a plug beside the desk but as I stood up from plugging in my adaptors, my elbow struck the large model of a ferry boat perched on a wooden stand on the desk. The boat listed perilously. I picked it up to set it right and took a closer look.

It was an intricate model, about 18 inches long, of a blue and white P&O ferry. As I carefully balanced it back in its cradle, I noticed the name, it was the MS Pride of Dover. I wondered if all the rooms had boats in them, as I’d noticed a model of a Japanese-looking boat in Anne’s room as well.

I had, as usual, over-packed. I’d made a list of possible things for us to see and do, but, as was our travel custom, we decided to play it by ear based on the weather and our mood. So, I’d added a few extra things ‘just in case’.

I smiled to myself as I arranged my toiletries on the small shelf over the vanity of the ensuite bath. Having travelled the world together for decades, Anne knew having to make sure I was ‘decent’ first thing in the morning to use a shared bath just irritated me. She’d assured me I’d have a private bath, and to my delight, Dover had an enchanting full bath; complete with a toy boat perched on the rim of the tub and a view of the lighthouse from a high round window that made me think of a ship’s portal.

Once I’d unpacked and arranged things, I checked out my appearance in the full-length standing mirror. It had been warm on the patio for lunch, so I’d removed the jacket of my suit and rolled up the sleeves of my blouse. My blouse still looked pretty good, but my dress pants were unacceptably wrinkled. I changed into a pair of jeans and swapped my heels for a pair of sneakers, so I’d be more comfortable.

I considered waiting for Anne, but I was restless and I was looking forward to exploring the grounds and lighthouse. I headed downstairs along the hallway past the main sitting room where we had first gathered and to the far end of the building. I passed the doorway to the patio and walked through a dining area until I found the doorway to a spacious kitchen. Despite the large professional appliances, the room was homey and welcoming.

Nate had his back to me and looked busy. I paused, debating if I should interrupt his work. I felt a wave of self-consciousness and I almost turned to slip away. But remembering how sincerely he’d offered to show me around, I took a deep breath and walked into the kitchen.
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CHAPTER 2

Running a B&B doesn’t feel like work. I’m still surprised how much pleasure I get from simple things like doing the prep work for the next day’s breakfast. Before buying this place, I’d been tempted to invest in a restaurant one of my golf buddies was opening with a chef friend. I’d decided against it because I’d been underwhelmed by the chef’s first restaurant. But it got me thinking about how much I’d enjoyed working in kitchens as a younger man. From my college days working the graveyard shift at the local diner in St. Petersburg Florida to now making breakfast for my B&B guests; working in a kitchen, feeding people, has always been gratifying.

As I went about my daily prep routine, I found myself thinking of Ms. Maddie Cole and how much I was looking forward to showing her around. Just as that thought crossed my mind, she appeared at the door of my kitchen. She was strikingly lovely. Her blonde and gray shoulder-length hair framed her oval face, her hazel eyes were bright and friendly, and she held her head high. I couldn’t help but notice, and admire, her pleasantly curvy figure.

She stopped just inside the kitchen door. “I hope I’m not interrupting you.”

“Of course not,” I said, wiping my hands and moving around the large island in the center of the kitchen to greet her. “Let me just tidy this up.” I pointed to the vegetables I was chopping. “Then I can show you around my humble inn. In the meantime, can I get you a glass of wine?”

She looked at my prep area with concern. “I don’t want to impose…”

“No problem. Please sit. I’ll pour you some wine. Red, right?”

“Yes, please.” Her face was lit up by her lovely smile as she settled on one of the stools along the backside of the kitchen island.

I’d already set out glasses and opened a Barbera d’Asti, one of my favorites, in anticipation of offering her a glass. I poured the wine, placing one glass in front of her and one for myself near my cutting board.

“I won’t be too long,” I explained. “I’m prepping for your breakfast tomorrow. Do you like frittata or are you more of a sweet breakfast eater?”

“I’m not a big breakfast eater, but coffee is a necessity,” she said apologetically. “It’s a lifelong addiction of mine. As for what to eat, I’m not picky. Whatever you make will certainly be fine with me.”

“I can do almost any kind of coffee for you; espresso, cappuccino, latte, or good old American coffee,” I said, sounding a bit like a human menu. “I’m a coffee man myself. I got hooked on great espresso when in Italy and sometimes nothing else will do.”

She grinned. “Sounds like you’re a man after my own heart, Mr. Jacobs. Can I put in my order for a cappuccino right now?”

Her eyes were bright, and I couldn’t help grinning. “As you wish, My Lady.”

I noticed she’d not reached for her wine, so I picked up my glass and raised it to her with a “Cheers”. She raised her glass in return and took a sip of wine.

“This wine is very nice,” she said, after a few seconds of sniffing, savoring, and holding the glass to the light to examine it.

“I’m glad you like it. It’s one of my favorites, Italian, a Barbera from Piedmonte.”

“I’m a fan of all things Italian. Food, wine … shoes”. She had a cute mischievous look. “One can never have too many pairs of Italian shoes.”

I shook my head. “I’ve never understood women and their need for so many pairs of shoes. I think I could get by with a pair of black dress shoes and a pair of sneakers and be fine for the rest of my life.”

She chuckled and shook her head. “You don’t want to know how many pairs I brought for our three-night stay.”

Her laugh made her seem much younger than I knew she must be. I guessed she was close to my age because her Anne was of similar age to my Ann. I was curious, but I knew better than to make assumptions or ask a lady about her age. I focused on finishing my prep work while she chatted to me about her shoes.

When I had cleaned up and put everything away, I asked if we should wait for Anne to start our tour.

Maddie hopped off her stool. “She’s napping. We can start without her.”

“Well, this is the kitchen,” I made an exaggerated arm gesture. “It’s been renovated and expanded from the original as we needed more space when we turned this house, which was originally a private home, into a B&B.”

Maddie nodded. “It’s a very cook-friendly kitchen. I bet you could prepare enough food to feed a small army in here.”

“Thankfully, I don’t have to. We have four double rooms. A couple of them, like yours, have space for a cot. But most of our guests are couples looking for a romantic getaway. So, when we’re full, it’s usually eight guests and me.”

“How long have you had the B&B?”

“We bought it almost 20 years ago, in 1997, and immediately began renovations to turn it into a B&B.”

“Have you always been in the hospitality business?”

“No, I was a lawyer, corporate law.”

“Whatever possessed you to buy a B&B?”

“I’ve always enjoyed cooking and entertaining and had this dream of one day running a restaurant. Then walking through Heathrow Airport in 1996, I saw an exhibit of photographs and there was this picture of a red and white house beside a lighthouse overlooking a rocky shore. I thought to myself that it would make a great B&B. Shortly after I returned home from that trip, I saw a real estate listing for a similar-looking place in the paper. And the rest, as they say, is history.”

“You said a photography exhibit at Heathrow in 1996? A lighthouse photo?”

“Yes. Why?”

“You’re not going to believe this coincidence, but that could have been my photograph!”

“What? How is that possible?”

“Heathrow was celebrating its 50th birthday and there was an open photography contest. One of the categories was ‘all the places you can fly from Heathrow’ and my photo of a Newfoundland lighthouse was chosen for their ‘New World’ section.”

“Are you a professional photographer?”

“No, an engineer,” she said holding up her right hand and pointing to a dull ring on her pinky. “I think I just got lucky with that one. But I’ve loved taking pictures since I got my first Leica M3 camera for my 16th birthday. My grandfather bought it for me. He said ‘Maddie, you look at the world in your own way. I’d like to see what you see. Take pictures.’ And I did. I’m sorry I’m babbling on about me…”

“My tour will seem dull compared to learning about you, I’m sure.”

As she looked at me, I thought I detected a slight blush on her face. There was something about looking into her eyes that drew me in. I momentarily lost my train of thought.

“I doubt that,” said Maddie.

“It’s lovely out,” I said recovering, “Warmer than usual for this time in June. How about we start outside and see the grounds and the lighthouse first?”

“Would it be OK if I took some pictures?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll just run and grab my camera; I forgot it in my room.”

“Take your time. I’ll meet you in the foyer.”

Maddie left me and headed towards her room. I couldn’t help thinking about the remarkable coincidence she had a photograph in the same exhibition that gave me the idea for this place. It was bitter-sweet thinking about traveling with Betsy; particularly that trip.

Although there were many opportunities for Betsy to travel with me on my business trips, she rarely did until Ann moved to England. Only then did she agree to accompany me if my trip was to the UK, or somewhere in Europe, where I could arrange a stopover to spend time with Ann.

When I retired, I had hoped Betsy and I would travel more. We wouldn’t be limited to my few weeks of vacation or the few days I could extend my business trips. I hoped we would take long trips where we could thoroughly explore great cities or maybe cruise around the world. That plan was not to be.

Betsy insisted our first trip once I retired would be to see Ann. They were still living in London at the time and Emily was a toddler. Their flat was too small to accommodate us, so we stayed at a hotel nearby. We spent a couple of weeks doing toddler-friendly activities like going to the park or to the Natural History Museum to see the dinosaurs. I suggested we take a train trip to the seaside, but Betsy didn’t want to ‘waste time’ being away from Ann and Emily.

We returned to England a couple of years later when Ann and Lane moved to Oxford. They wanted to be closer to Lane’s family and have Emily attend the same elementary school Lane had attended without having her board there. Other than the trips to see Ann and an extended winter stay in Florida each year, Betsy had no interest in traveling.

About five years after I retired, Betsy was diagnosed with breast cancer. Betsy didn’t want to tell Ann about her diagnosis over the phone or in a letter. We had a couple of months before Betsy was scheduled for her surgery. So, before she started her treatment, we decided to go see Ann. She was delighted when we told her we were coming for an extended visit, but she didn’t know the underlying motivation for the trip.

Telling Ann about her mother’s diagnosis had been the hardest part. She’d burst into tears. Lane, her husband, had hugged her and then went to put the kettle on to make tea. ‘Time to make tea’ became Betsy’s code phrase for when things were getting too stressful, or sad, and it was time to change the subject. We drank a lot of tea.

Betsy had wanted to use the trip to make happy memories. We took trips by train or car with Ann, Lane, and Emily, who was only 7 or 8 at the time. Using Oxford as our home base, we went to London several times with Ann during the week, but each weekend we crammed into Lane’s car and headed in a different direction: northwest to Liverpool and Manchester, southwest to Southampton, and southeast to Dover.

I’d insisted we be at the airport the suggested two hours in advance of our return flight. As it turned out, we had quite a bit of time to kill. We had walked past a series of photographs on the way to our gate. At the end of the corridor, there was a sign about the photo exhibition and a map of the terminal showing where the other groupings were displayed. Betsy was happy to sit at our gate and wait for our flight to depart, but I was restless. So, I went for a walk to explore the other exhibition areas.

I distinctly remember seeing the photograph of a house and lighthouse with a stormy sea in the background. I recall thinking living by the sea was something that had always called to me, and perhaps it was the reason I felt compelled to surround myself with boats. I realized I wanted to have a place where I could entertain guests, like the house pictured with the lighthouse.

Over the years, I accumulated many boats for my collection on business trips and on trips to see Ann. Betsy had tolerated my boat obsession as long as they stayed confined to my office at work and my den at home. Because I’d accumulated so many on that trip, including the ferry boat that is on the desk in the Dover room, I had to have them packaged up and shipped home. In the weeks waiting for them to arrive, I found and purchased the Hope Point lighthouse property.

Instead of traveling myself, I focused my energy on remodeling the house as a B&B to entertain travelers. Within a year we relocated to Bar Harbor from Boston. There was no need to downsize as we were moving to a much larger house that accommodated everything we owned, including my boat collection. Because we’d decided on a nautical theme for the B&B, Betsy had agreed to let my boats populate the rooms – within reason.
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CHAPTER 3

As I climbed the stairs to get my camera, I marveled at the coincidence; my photograph in the same exhibit that inspired Nate. I remembered the rush of excitement and pride I’d felt when I received the invitation and airline ticket to attend the exhibit opening. It was a black-tie affair. Even though I hate dress shopping, that was one of the few times in my life I was motivated to get the perfect outfit. I went to the most fashionable shop I knew in downtown Toronto where the designer herself helped me pick just the right outfit. As I stood by my photo in the exhibit area with a glass of champagne in hand, I felt like a celebrity. For one night I was a professional photographer, an artist, and it felt like a dream. I haven’t thought about that trip in years. Looking back, I could have taken more time to savor the moment. I believed I couldn’t leave my business in anyone’s hands for too long. So, I flew to London for the event and home the next day.

I took my camera from my purse, checked the battery. It was low so I switched it with the one that was charging. Over the last 10 years, I’ve made the switch to digital. I had my Nikon 35mm SLR for so long it was like I was abandoning an old friend the first time I left it at home and took my digital camera instead. The instant gratification of seeing my picture on the spot, without having to wait to develop the film, was addicting. Anne teases me about how many pictures I take of the same subject because I no longer have the limitation of running out of film. Looking out the window to the water, the lighthouse, and the late afternoon light, I was glad I’d brought my better camera.

I headed back downstairs to meet Nate and he was waiting for me in the foyer. “Do you want to climb the lighthouse?”

“Absolutely!”

“Then we’ll start our tour there.” He opened the front door and gestured me to go ahead. “After you.”

Even though it was late afternoon, the sun was still high, and it was very warm. Nate started his tour commentary as we walked along the path leading from the door towards the lighthouse.

“The house was formerly the lighthouse keeper’s home, so this path has likely been here as long as the lighthouse, which dates back to the early 1800s. Now the light is automated and electric, but originally the light source was an oil lamp that needed to be tended multiple times a day. This is one of the few privately-owned and still operating lighthouses in Maine.”

I got the impression he was quite proud of that last fact because he stood a little straighter and held his head a little higher as he unlocked the red door and swung it inward.

It was dim inside the lighthouse. As my eyes adjusted, I looked up into the brick conical tower about 20 feet across at the bottom. The interior of the tower was dominated by an iron staircase spiraling up the perimeter of the inside. The only light came from 3 windows, spaced at about 1/3 intervals up the staircase, and from an opening at the top of the tower.

“It’s 88 steps to the top. Are you OK with a climb?” asked Nate.

“Yes, I might be slow, but I take every chance I get to have a bird’s eye view.”

“We’re not in any hurry. My knees aren’t what they once were, so I take my time climbing.” He gestured for me to go ahead of him. “After you.”

I began climbing, but resisted the urge to count the stairs, deciding it was better to just move towards the light at a steady pace. In my mind, I’m the same adventurous gal who always said yes to any challenge put in front of her. The reality, that I’m not as young as I think I am, is sometimes made clear to me when it’s a physical challenge I’ve undertaken.

The stairs ended on a platform that ran around the lighthouse lantern. The lantern room was about 10 feet across. In the center were large, thick, cut-glass panes with the light source behind them.

“When does the light come on?” I asked.

“It’s on from sunset to sunrise each day. In the old days, the lighthouse keeper had to come light and extinguish the lamp each day, but now it’s automatic. The keepers also used to have to clean the Fresnel, which is this glass part that focuses the light into a characteristic pattern that can be recognized from far away. The keepers used to have to clean them every day when the lamps were oil-burning because they got sooty and clouded over. Now it only needs to be checked and cleaned each month because it has an electric bulb, and the windows are modern, so they don’t let in birds or rain. I’m told there was also a fog bell at one time, but it isn’t here anymore.”

“How interesting. I’ve never been inside a lighthouse, just photographed them from a distance.” I genuinely found it all fascinating. I took out my camera and took close-up photographs of the multi-faceted Fresnel lens.

“Would you like to go outside?”

“Can we?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes, but you must go out the window.” He opened one of the large windows and swung it inward. “Watch your step.”

I hadn’t noticed the upper catwalk from the ground since it was painted white and, from below, blended into the lighthouse. I clambered out the window and walked around, eager to take in the view from all directions. If I wasn’t already breathless from the climb, the stunning view would have taken my breath away. I looked down at the house and garden and out to sea. The sun was reflecting off the water. There was a bright white cruise ship moving out to sea, and numerous seagulls soaring and squawking. As I came back around to the open window, I saw Nate had not followed me out but was standing half in and half out of the window holding on to the large glass pane.

He must have sensed my curiosity. “The catwalk is very safe, I’m just not fond of heights.”

“I’ve always loved heights.” I started another slow walk around. I took several pictures from each side and even one of Nate straddling the window when he wasn’t looking. Seeing his expression as he looked out to sea, I imagined the lighthouse keepers of old looking for ships on the horizon.

Nate swung his leg back inside the window. “Ready to head back down?”

I nodded and Nate held out his hand to help me back through the window. “Thank you for bringing me up here. The view is amazing.”

Going down the stairs was considerably easier. When we emerged from the lighthouse, we continued in the direction away from the house and around to the ocean side of the lighthouse. As we did, I could see its foundation sat on a large pink granite outcrop that ended in a steep cliff. On the far side, there was a low stone building Nate said was the boat shed, but it wasn’t in great shape, so we’d skip going inside. Between the two were stone steps leading down to the water. At the base of the stairs, there was a narrow strip of pebbled beach that infilled a tiny cove sheltered by the rock face below the lighthouse.

Like a good tour guide, he continued to offer information. “Not much of a beach. We have a couple of kayaks, and this is the best spot to launch them. Even at high tide, it’s easy to pop them in the water from the base of the steps, as long as it’s not too rough. If you and Anne would like to use them. Just let me know. I’ll have them brought out for you.”

We didn’t go down the steps to the water but continued past the lighthouse. In the space between the lighthouse and the cliff, there was a small garden with numerous small bushes including at least a dozen rose bushes with buds that were just starting to open. At the far end of the garden, there was a heavy stone bench facing out to sea and a large flawless fir tree.

“This is my attempt at a formal garden,” said Nate. “One must always have some shrubbery.”

“A shrubbery? One that looks nice, and not too expensive,” I said in a silly voice.

Nate laughed. “Yes, a shrubbery to appease the Knights Who Say Ni.”

“I can’t hear the word shrubbery without thinking of ‘The Holy Grail’.”

“I’m a Python fan myself, silly walks, lumberjacks, and the Spanish Inquisition.”

“No one expects the Spanish Inquisition!”

We both chuckled.

I shook my head in shame. “It’s terrible watching Monty Python with me. I laugh before the funny parts. Doesn’t matter how many times I see their sketches; they make me laugh.”

“You’re an interesting woman Ms. Maddie Cole. Photographer, engineer, Python fan…”

“Interesting? A kind way of saying ‘odd’.”

He looked directly into my eyes and said, with much sincerity, “I didn’t mean that at all.”

His expression was as if he was admiring something fascinating. It was unnerving, so I was relieved that, just then, Anne came around the lighthouse and called out, “Hey there, I was wondering where you were!”

“I was just showing your mother around. Would you like to join us?”

“Sounds great,” said Anne with an enthusiastic smile.

“We already went up the lighthouse before you arrived. Do you want to climb up?”

“Did you take pictures?” Anne asked me.

“Of course. The view is incredible.”

“Then I’ll see the pictures.” Anne looked at Nate and shrugged. “Not a fan of heights.”

“Neither am I. Shall we head inside and see the rest of the house?”

“OK,” Anne and I replied in unison.

Anne took my arm and we followed Nate back to the house. We crossed the patio where we’d had lunch and entered through the door facing the water. Nate led us through the dining area and back to the main living room.

“Let me just grab the other guest room keys.” Nate hurried over to the counter and took the two remaining keys hanging from the wooden message boxes. He then led the way up the stairs to the guest room floor and opened the first door on the right, across the hall from Anne’s room.

“Venice?” I guessed, seeing the model gondola on the desk complete with a miniature gondolier.

“Precisely,” said Nate.

The room was painted an antique-looking yellow-gold color. Two elaborate masks were hanging on the wall above the bed. One was mostly black and masculine and the other feminine, painted regal purple and gold and embellished with feathers and sparkling crystals. The bed had all-white linens, like our rooms, but the throw pillows had scenes of the Grand Canal and Piazza San Marco. The bedside lamp was metal and glass and looked like a bunch of tulips. I presumed it was Murano glass or at least it looked like it could be.

“It’s a charming room,” I said, “Have you spent a lot of time in Venice?”

Nate closed the door to Venice and locked it. “I’ve been to Italy a few times. As you might have noticed, all the rooms have some connection to water. Venice was the obvious choice for our Italian room.” Nate opened the door to the room across the hall from mine. “And this is our Bar Harbor room. It has the best view of the lighthouse.”

The room had a window on the side of the building facing the lighthouse. There was again a small model on the desk, this time it was a detailed lobster fishing boat complete with a pile of miniature traps, painted buoys, and coils of rope.

“It’s remarkable how you have a perfect model boat for every room. Were the boats what inspired the design, or did you look for a boat for each one?” asked Anne.

“I’ve been collecting boats for many years. Betsy tolerated my collecting, but she never had much use for them until she decided to use one in each of the rooms.”

“I noticed you had several in the living room downstairs,” I said.

“There are more in my office as well. Betsy didn’t want my collection to overrun the place, so I don’t have them all out on display.” Nate relocked the door and turned to us. “There’s not much more to show you, the only other rooms are my private quarters which are located over the kitchen on the other side of the house. I have an office, two bedrooms, and a sitting room.”

“You needn’t show us your private space,” I replied.

Anne’s stomach grumbled. “Sorry. Hungry. We should figure out what we’re going to do for dinner.”

“I can make some suggestions if you’d like,” offered Nate as we started back downstairs. “Maddie, you still have some wine in the kitchen waiting for you.” Then nodding to Anne, he added, “I can fix you both a snack, so you don’t starve while you decide.”

Anne grinned. “A snack would be great.”

We followed Nate to the kitchen, and he handed me a binder labeled Restaurants and gestured for us to take a seat on the stools at the kitchen island. “I’m happy to help with a reservation and give you directions.”

I sipped my wine and flipped through the binder. Nate went to the fridge and pulled out a cheese plate.

“I thought we might need a snack,” he said, winking at Anne as he passed her the plate.

“Perfect!” Anne helped herself to a slice of cheese and then leaned in to peek over my shoulder. “Anything look good to you? We don’t need anything fancy, do we?”

I skimmed the menus. “Something casual and local ….”

“In that case, I would suggest The Chart Room.” Nate reached over and flipped the pages to their menu. “It’s on the water. If it’s nice, you can eat on the patio with a view of the bay. It’s casual, but the food is good, and they always have a good selection of local seafood.”

Anne nodded enthusiastically. “Sounds perfect, eh?”

I memorized the address before closing the binder. “It’s settled then.”

“I know the owners. I’ll call ahead for you,” offered Nate.

“How do we get there?” asked Anne. `

“565 Eden Street,” I replied, fishing my phone from my pocket. “I’m making a note. We can put it in the GPS.”

“You won’t need your GPS. It’s easy to find. Just follow State Road 3, through Bar Harbor. It will be on your right, just past the entrance to Acadia National Park,” explained Nate.

I finished my wine and excused myself to go upstairs and freshen up. I left Anne chatting with Nate. I decided against changing my clothes but switched from my sneakers to a more evening-appropriate pair of flats. I brushed my hair and, after a quick inspection in the mirror, decided against bothering with lipstick. Purse in hand, I headed back to the kitchen and found Anne and Nate looking at pictures of Jake that were pinned to a bulletin board on the kitchen wall.

“He’s adorable,” Anne gushed. “I promise I’ll be a great godmother. If you think about it, since I’m the godmother, and you’re the great-grandfather… that would make Mom the real great-godmother, right?”

“I suppose it would,” mused Nate, “I never thought of it that way… and here she is now, the great-godmother herself.”

I joined them in front of the photo gallery. “Isn’t great for the generation after grand? So I’m the grand-godmother? Either way - I’ll take it because he is a cutie.”

“Are you ready to go?” asked Anne.

“I’ll give the restaurant a call and let them know you’re on your way,” said Nate.

Anne was already headed for the door, but I stopped and turned back. “Thank you for your hospitality. Please add the wine and cheese to my bill.”

“That’s not necessary. You’re Jake’s grand-godmother after all. Practically family.”

“That’s very kind. Thanks again for taking time to give us a tour. I especially enjoyed going up the lighthouse. That view. Amazing.”

“It was my pleasure,” said Nate, waving goodbye to me as he picked up the phone on the kitchen wall.

Anne was already in the car, scrolling through her GPS menu. “It should take us about 20 minutes to get there.” She waited for me to buckle in before putting the car in gear and maneuvering so she didn’t have to back out the long driveway to the road.

The evening was still bright and warm, so we drove with the windows down. Driving through Bar Harbor, we chatted about the town sights. There were lots of interesting shops selling everything from cheap souvenirs to antiques and quite a few artisan shops and galleries. And restaurants, lots of restaurants. We speculated that some of them survived by catering to the cruise ship traffic while others would be popular with locals and tourists alike.

As we headed out of town, the road wound through heavily forested areas and around large rock outcrops. I can’t help wondering about the geology of a new area when I see its rocks. I made a career out of figuring out the ground beneath my feet. Although my father and grandfather were thrilled when I’d chosen to study at their alma mater Queen’s University, my mother thought I had rocks in my head when I also chose to study mining engineering as they had. Being asked why I didn’t become a nurse, secretary or bank teller was a typical reaction from my family. The consensus being, nice girls shouldn’t have a job where they need to dress like a construction worker.

Anne interrupted my thoughts. “What are you thinking?”

“Just wondering about the local geology. It looks like granite but hard to say for sure at twilight and 40 mph.”

“Shall I stop?” Even though she was looking straight ahead I could tell from her tone that she was rolling her eyes at me.

“No, I’m more hungry than curious.”

“That’s a relief. I’m too hungry to wait for you to go exploring. You’re thinking about rocks. I’m thinking about lobster.”

“It’s a bit early in the season. Hopefully, this place will have some.”

We pulled into the parking lot of a white building with blue awnings, and a sign with a big red lobster on it.

I pointed to the supersized crustacean overhead. “I think if there’s lobster to be had, they will have it.”

Anne grabbed her purse from the backseat and hopped out. “Looks busy. That’s a good sign.”

Once inside we were greeted by Terri (according to her name badge). Anne let her know Nate Jacobs had called for us, Anne Tobias for two.

“I’ve a table all set for you.” She led us to a table by the window with a view of the water. “Here are some menus and a wine list. Can I start you off with something to drink?”

“Some sparkling water and I’ll look at the wine list.” I looked over at Anne to see if she approved and she nodded.

“I’ll be right back with your water. Jane will be your waitress and she’ll be right with you.” Terri left us to greet another party that had come into the restaurant.

Anne dove into analyzing the menu, as I looked over the wine list.

“Anything look good by the glass?” asked Anne from behind her menu. “I know you usually stick to red, but I feel like this menu is begging to be accompanied by a white.”

“I was thinking you’d prefer white. There’s a sauvignon blanc?”

Anne nodded in approval and closed her menu. “Steamers and a lobster roll will go nicely with that.”

“Then I don’t need to look at the menu, we’ll make it two of each.” I slid my menu on top of hers. Our waitress Jane appeared with our water, and we placed our order for food and wine.

“I discovered an interesting coincidence today,” I began. “It turns out Nate got the idea for the lighthouse B&B from a photo exhibit he saw at Heathrow airport, the same photo exhibit where one of my lighthouse photos was on display.”

“Wow! I remember that. It was your photo of Quirpon lighthouse in Newfoundland. My twenty-first birthday trip. The first and only time I’ve ever seen icebergs in person. I’ll never forget it.”

“We’ve taken a lot of good trips together. You’ve been an excellent adventurer ever since our first big trip together to London for your sixteenth birthday.”

“How did you end up in that photo contest?”

“I saw an ad in the Globe and Mail, I figured it was a long-shot, but I sent in an entry anyway.”

Jane was back with our wine and informed us our steamers would be just a few minutes. Anne picked up her phone and started reading messages. As I looked across the table at my daughter, I couldn’t help but see a lot of myself – poor thing. She wasn’t wearing any makeup and she had my mousy blonde hair. She wore her hair shorter than I did, in a stylish feminine cut, but she was dressed rather boyishly in khakis and a golf shirt.

“It’s so nice to finally be sitting across from you, being waited on. We have a chance to really catch up,” I said, hoping she’d stop checking emails and put down her phone. Other than the drive up from Boston, we hadn’t had much time for conversation. She’d worked late and apologized she was too brain dead for anything but a pizza and some mindless TV. She’d promised, after the Baptism, we’d do some proper meals together in Bar Harbor.

I had no right to complain. If I’d still been running my company, I’m sure I’d be tethered to my phone the way she is to hers. She was just like me; single, independent, and focused on her career. If she couldn’t give me her full attention, it’s at least partially my own fault. I wasn’t a stay-at-home mother like her friends’ mothers. I was an anomaly; divorced, climbing the corporate ladder with no intention of ever needing a man to support me. I’d felt the sting of their judgment; I was neglecting my daughter because I was working hard to be successful to secure our financial stability. I would never want to make her feel guilty that she was neglecting me.

She didn’t look up from her phone. “There’s not much to tell. Other than I’m totally swamped with Emily out on mat leave. The person filling in needs constant supervision.”

“You’ve been working with Emily for a long time. It takes time to get someone new up to speed. Tedious.”

Anne glanced up briefly and smiled. “Don’t get me wrong. I like being a mentor. I’m so proud of Emily. Sometimes, in private, she calls me her ‘work mom’ which I take as a compliment.”

“It’s nice you have close connections with your colleagues. Just don’t forget to have a life outside of work.”

Anne slapped her phone down on the table and snorted sarcastically. “You’re hardly the role model for work-life balance. How to succeed in business, sure … but you’re not exactly the poster girl for healthy relationships.”

Anne’s words made me bristle. “I have plenty of long-term relationships outside of work.”

“Claire doesn’t count. I mean a soulmate. That person who’s your perfect counterpart that balances and completes you.”

“Men have never proven to be a reliable source of balance.”

“Maybe you’ve just never found the right person.”

“I don’t think there’s a right man for me.”

“Perhaps because you weren’t looking?”

I was indignant at the notion my life was incomplete without a man. Anne was spared a rerun of my lecture on why needing a man is for weak women because our steamers arrived. Our conversation turned to our food and plans for the next couple of days.

Anne dipped a chunk of bread into the buttery clam broth and sighed. “This is so good. I need more time for this in my life.”

“I could change my flight if you want to stay an extra day.”

“I wish I could, but I can’t. We just need to squeeze in as much as we can.”

“How about after breakfast tomorrow we investigate the galleries we drove past tonight?”

“Then stop for lobster for lunch. To fortify us for an afternoon hike.”

I nodded because I’d just taken a big bite of the lobster roll Jane had delivered. Another attribute I shared with my daughter was that we’re both a bit lobster crazy. Planning our sightseeing to fit our eating plans is what we do best. So, it wasn’t surprising we were making plans for more lobster tomorrow when we’d not even finished eating today’s.

As evidenced by our clean plates, we thoroughly enjoyed our meal. We lingered, sipping our wine, in no hurry to ask for our bill.

Jane appeared with a strawberry shortcake and two forks. “Dessert on the house. Friends of Nate’s are friends of ours.” She set it down between us. “This is our seasonal dessert. We have our homemade strawberry biscuits with macerated fresh Maine strawberries and orange whipped cream. Enjoy!”

When we arrived back at the B&B, Nate was sitting in the main room reading. He welcomed us and asked if we’d liked the restaurant. Anne recounted our meal selections and added, “Thanks for the use of your good name. It scored us a scrumptious dessert on the house.”

“Glad it’s good for something. So, ladies, what are your plans for tomorrow? What time would you like to have breakfast?”

“We’re going to do some exploring around Bar Harbor in the morning,” said Anne. “But we’re not exactly early birds. What do you think Mom, eight-ish for breakfast?”

I nodded in approval.

Anne looked at her iPhone and scrolled through her messages with a frown. “I’m sorry, I’ve got to deal with a few work things tonight so I’m free to play tomorrow.”

“Go get things sorted. I’ll see you in the morning. Good night, honey.” I gave her a hug and a peck on the cheek.

Anne headed towards the stairs and waved at Nate. “Good night, Nate.”
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CHAPTER 4

Anne left to go take care of her work leaving Maddie and me alone. Usually, I would feel inconvenienced by the obligation to entertain a lone guest but, in Maddie’s case, I felt pleased to have some time alone with her.

“Would you like to join me?” I offered.

“I won’t bother you,” she declined politely.

“No bother at all. Can I get you anything?”

“It’s a lovely evening so I think I’ll take a little post-dinner walk.”

“There’s a path that runs from the lighthouse around the point and follows the shoreline for a couple miles. I’d be happy to accompany you.”

“That’s unnecessary. It’s not dark yet and it’s a clear night. Do I need to take a key, or will the door be open for a little while longer?”

“If you don’t mind, I’d prefer to accompany you. Just in case.” I got up from the sofa and retrieved one of the flashlights I kept in the front hallway closet.

“If you insist. But I’m fine on my own. I don’t want to interrupt your evening.”

I directed us to the back door, and we headed across the brick patio towards the edge of the yard. The path was clearly visible in the twilight. As we stepped onto it, I extended my arm to Maddie but she either didn’t notice or ignored it.

“I love walking at night,” said Maddie. “Always have.”

“Me too,” I answered. “Especially when there is a bright moon, so I can see where I’m going without a flashlight.”

We walked in silence for a few paces and then Maddie said, “I was telling Anne at dinner about the coincidence of my photo in the same exhibition that inspired you to buy this house and lighthouse.”

“How remarkable if it was indeed your photo I saw? I don’t recall the title or location, but I do remember a red and white lighthouse and building on a rocky shoreline.”

“There could have been other lighthouse pictures in the exhibit, but it sounds like mine. It was of Quirpon Lighthouse in Newfoundland; a red and white building and lighthouse on a rocky cliff with icebergs in the background.”

“That sounds like it. Now that you mention it, there might have been icebergs in the background.” I looked over at Maddie and she was smiling. “And now, 20 years later I finally get to meet the photographer. Were you in London for the exhibit?”

“Yes, but only briefly. It was quite the thrill. I attended the opening, at the end of May and then returned home the next day. I believe the exhibit ran for several months but I’m not sure when it ended.”

“Then we were in England at the same time! I remember we left for our trip around Memorial Day, and we returned home in time for the 4th of July.”

“You were in London for quite a while. Were you on vacation?”

“Betsy and I were in Oxford, visiting Ann and her family. Betsy had cancer and she wanted to spend time with Ann and Emily while she could.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. I understand wanting to spend time with your daughter.”

We’d gone about a half-mile down the path by then and had rounded the point and were climbing slightly uphill. The cliff beside us got higher and steeper and the sound of the waves hitting the shore was louder.

“How are you doing?” I asked Maddie. “Shall we start back?”

“I’m happy to go a little further if that’s alright with you,” she answered turning her head to look at me. “I can find my way back on my own, no problem, if you’d like to head back.”

“I am happy to walk as long as you’d like.”

“I hope asking about your trip to London wasn’t too personal?” Even in the dim light, I could see she was concerned.

“No not at all,” I assured her. “The circumstances were not the best but the time we spent with Ann and Emily was priceless.”

“There’s another coincidence, our daughters are both named Anne.” I suspected she was attempting to move the conversation in a different direction. “Anne was named after her father’s grandmother,” she continued. “Not after Anne of Green Gables, even though it’s spelled with an ‘e’. How did you come to pick Ann?”

“We didn’t. We adopted Ann when she was nine.”

“Nine. Wow. Not a baby then.”

“Betsy yearned for a baby. She got pregnant a couple times but miscarried.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I seem to be asking all the wrong questions today.”

“It was a long time ago. It was more difficult for Betsy. I had my work and career, and I didn’t share her need for a baby.”

“Did you try to adopt a baby?”

“No, we didn’t. Because we had tried for several years to have our own children, we thought we were too old for a baby. Funny how 35 seemed very old when I was 35.” My last comment made us both chuckle.

“If we only knew then what we know now, eh?”

“Hey, that’s the first ‘eh’ I’ve heard from you!”

“Useful word ‘eh’. Turns any statement into a question. You should try it.”

“Nice night, eh?”

Maddie laughed with a cute snort. “It’s a perfect evening and that’s a perfect use of ‘eh’.”

The breeze off the water picked up and the air was suddenly cooler. Maddie suggested we start to head back. The almost-full moon was quite high, and its light was reflecting off the white lighthouse and house. I pointed out the lighthouse light pattern. “Now that it’s dark you can see it’s two flashes then a pause.”

“Nice view from here. Good spot for pictures, but I’d need a tripod…and I didn’t bring mine.”

“Maybe next time you visit you can plan it for the full moon and bring your tripod.”

“I’m not sure when I’ll be this way again. Anne and I don’t repeat our vacation destinations as a rule. Unless we have unfinished business.”

“Well, I hope photographing my lighthouse at night qualifies as unfinished business and you come stay here again. How long will you be staying with Anne?”

“Just one more night at her house after we leave here. You’ve heard the saying … family and fish should both be gone in three days.”

“You and Anne seem to get along well.”

“We’re comfortable traveling together. We’ve been taking mother-daughter trips since she was very young. But I think it’s different when you’re staying in each other’s homes. We’re both too used to living alone.”

We had arrived at the back door, and I thanked Maddie for the evening stroll.

“It was just what I needed.” Maddie stifled a yawn. “Thank you for accompanying me… but now I’ll leave you and head up to my room.”

“Then I will bid you goodnight, Ms. Maddie Cole. I’ll be ready to make you your cappuccino at eight.”

“Goodnight, Mr. Jacobs.”
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CHAPTER 5

Passing Anne’s room on my way back to mine I thought back to our dinner conversation. She was right that most of my long-term relationships had been tied to my work life. Seeing the Tokyo sign on Anne’s door I couldn’t help but think of Dave Bennet, the founder of DB Engineering where I worked for my entire career. Dave and I had a close relationship that would definitely qualify as long-term.

DB Engineering had hired me, right out of graduate school, or more specifically, Dave had selected me over several other candidates. At the time, I was the only female professional in the firm. I’m sure there was some resistance to hiring me from the other partners. But Dave, being the boss, had the final say.

It was 1962, and although women were gradually moving into professional roles, we were frequently marginalized, belittled, and not taken seriously. The only other women in our office were secretaries or clerks and their roles were drastically different from mine. My male colleagues often forgot this and expected me to fetch coffee or do other tasks they typically delegated to their assistants.

Dave was different. I admired the way he treated each person as a professional whether they were male, female, black, white, old, or young. He had the ability to see and draw out people’s talents no matter what package they came in. It was one of the reasons why DBE was so successful and had lower staff turnover than similar engineering firms. Dave set a good example for all of us. I tried to emulate him throughout my career. It seems a simple thing to not ‘judge a book by its cover’, but our biases, often subconscious, influence our decisions and behaviour much more than we’d like to believe.

As my boss, Dave believed his job was to teach me everything I needed to know to be able to take his place. Much to the disapproval of my male counterparts, he selected me, over several other engineers, to assist with a big international proposal even though I’d only been at the firm a few years as a staff engineer. It was an opportunity to show Dave what I was capable of and I jumped at the chance.

The proposal was a success and resulted in a major project in Japan. No one was more surprised than I when Dave asked if I was willing to go to Japan and be part of the team for the duration of the project. Of course, I accepted. I was as excited as I was terrified.

It was my first experience working internationally in a foreign culture. Japanese business culture, rigidly structured with seniority and status dictating a clear hierarchy, was something we all needed to learn about before going so we wouldn’t inadvertently offend our client. But what I didn’t anticipate was that Japanese men made my worst Canadian colleagues seem enlightened.

I was there in both a technical and supervisory role. Greg and Paul, the other members of our team, reported to me, making me the most senior person behind Dave. This completely confounded the client as their staff had never seen a woman above men in the workplace hierarchy.

I’m grateful I had the chance but sometimes I was quite lonely. It wasn’t just the months away from my friends, family, and fiancée, as a woman, I wasn’t welcome at much of the socializing that went on between our team and the client. Many evenings I ate alone in the hotel restaurant and then, while my colleagues were out drinking, passed the time in my room typing up the day’s reports until my eyes were tired and I was drowsy enough to sleep.

On top of that, Japanese men had a difficult time accepting me as an expert. I often joked afterward that it was only because I was a head taller than most of the men, that they couldn’t look down on me all the time. It was Dave who made the work environment tolerable for me. Because he was the most senior, our client, whose name was Takashi, would listen to what he had to say. Dave used his rank to ensure I was heard in meetings where my expertise was valuable.

Beyond the project work, Dave made time to see and experience Tokyo. He told me many times he wanted to experience as much of Japan as we could fit into our schedule. I doubted I’d ever get another chance to be in Japan, so I accompanied him everywhere I could.

We were just wrapping up one afternoon in early April when Dave informed the team that the following day we didn’t need to be in the office because it was a local holiday.

“Also, Takashi-san has invited us all to join his family tomorrow for a hanami.” We were all surprised by his announcement since it was the middle of the workweek.

“What’s a hanami?” I asked.

“It means ‘flower viewing’,” Dave explained. “Takashi-san told me it’s a very old tradition. Family and friends gather in the park with food and drink under the flowering cherry trees, called sakura in Japanese. He said we will start around lunchtime, and the party will run into the evening. Apparently, it’s a pretty big deal. His family has a spot they have been going to for many years. We will be picked up outside the hotel tomorrow at 11:30. One of his nephews will show us the way to the location.”

Being the only female on the project, I couldn’t ask my colleagues about what to wear. In fact, the guys were useless, and rarely gave good advice on the subject. As I shuffled through my hotel closet the next morning, I tried to guess what our Japanese hosts would be wearing. I decided to err on the side of being
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