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Praise for The Treasures We Seek

“Cori Wamsley’s novel effortlessly transports readers to a time of genuine self-discovery, when we experience revelations about life as we are living it. With a vibrant and energetic tone, Wamsley imparts the thrill of introspection, gracefully sharing life’s insights without prescription. The narrative beautifully weaves history, culture, and architecture together with a thread of serendipity, into a rich Italian tapestry that mirrors the multi-dimensional experience of individual exploration and adventure. Wamsley’s blend of wisdom and wit creates an engaging, educational, and enchanting treasure well worth digging into.”


~ Amy Hooper Hanna, CEO of AhHA! Coaching & Consulting, and Co-author of For She Who Grieves: Practical Wisdom for Living Hope


___

“When Kenzi decides to take a whirlwind trip to Italy—to work at an archeological site—she has no way of knowing that she’ll dig up far more than just priceless artifacts. She’ll also unearth a more authentic version of herself. The Treasures We Seek is a warm, thoughtful, and powerfully quiet story of self-actualization. Readers who struggle with prioritizing their own needs instead of everyone else’s will find much to love in this book. So will readers who appreciate breaking out of routines and trying things that are wholly and thrillingly new. The Treasures We Seek shows how letting our insecurities crumble like shards of pottery can be the first step in seeing everything finally come together.”


~Stacey Elza, Author of Falling Lessons


___

“She’s done it again! Cori Wamsley’s The Treasures We Seek is a gift! The friendship between Kenzi and Lauren is a story that most people wouldn’t understand – unless they’ve been through a trauma and found their biggest supporter in the most unlikely person. Their friendship gives hope to women who think their “BFF Soulmate” doesn’t exist. Cori also does a fantastic job of telling the stories of Kenzi and her family, including some familiar to nearly everyone mother / daughter dynamics between Kenzi and her mom.

“The biggest chunk of the book is spent following Kenzi and Lauren in Italy, digging for artifacts. There were moments I swear I could smell the lemon trees and taste the cuisine right along with the teams of people who were on the adventure. The research Cori did was intense; I learned so much about Italy, a “bucket list” trip for me as my maternal great grandparents came to the U.S. from Italy.

“This was a fantastic read, appropriate for women of all ages. When I closed the book, I wanted to get pasta and wine with my best friends and tell them how much I love and appreciate them!”


~ Kelli Komondor, Visibility Strategist, Speaker, Author of Twenty Won


___

“The Treasure We Seek is an engaging story about tangible and intangible treasures in life. It's a terrific read for those with wanderlust, as the Italian countryside vividly comes to life and is the perfect setting for an archeological treasure hunt. Cori Walmsley has done her research and beautifully describes the Italian experience, providing the perfect read for those who dream of stepping outside their comfort zone on a journey of self-discovery.”


~ Kim Adley, Author and Owner of Passport to Pittsburgh, a Custom Tour Company


___

“I read The Treasures We Seek in an afternoon; it was so delightful and heartening of a story! So many pieces of Kenzie’s interiority truly resonated with me as an ‘awkward’ adult who was late diagnosed with ADHD and ASD. And I have a friend who has celiac, too. Kenzi’s issues around social interactions and foods, all are so very authentic. 

“This coming of age story was so good, and such a great reminder of how we all continue to learn to human better by letting go of the restrictive puppet strings of our upbringing and past negative experiences. Of how we can learn to do better and help others by sharing our own stories. This book is an afternoon delight that will leave you with hope and a smile.” 


~ Heather Romero, The Happy Typist



Praise for Braving the Shore

“Cori Wamsley writes an intriguing story, one she has artfully woven with the unbreakable bonds of sisterly love and the infinite connection to the spiritual realm.”


~ J.D. Wylde, Author of When Trouble Comes Calling and When Push Comes to Shove


___

“Chelsea's journey of perseverance at all costs was inspiring. As a mom to two young girls, seeing the strength of her relationship with Jocelyn struck a personal chord. Braving the Shore demonstrates how overcoming great challenges and discovering your life's path is all the more meaningful when it's done alongside those you love.”


~ Kimber Wood, @now__reading__kw book blog on Instagram


___

“This tale of sisterhood, love, and how the Universe works in mysterious ways is one that won’t soon be forgotten! The book was satisfying from start to finish—it brought all my senses to life; I could feel the ocean, smell and taste the goodies in the bakery, and see and hear the characters as if they were old, familiar friends. These real, relatable women could be any of us if the circumstances were just right. Braving the Shore is an incredible read.” 


~ Kelli A. Komondor, Bestselling Author of Twenty Won: 21 Female Entrepreneurs Share Their Stories of Business Resilience During a Global Crisis, Speaker, Entrepreneur


___

“Braving the Shore is a delightful story that shows us how important it is to listen, remember who we are, and make brave choices. It will be a great book for anyone needing a sweet, little nudge to be courageous, receive support, and claim who they are.” 


~ Gabrielle Smith Noye


___

“Cori Wamsley sparks intrigue in her newest novel Braving the Shore by bringing reality and the ethereal together to find balance in the chaos for the lives of identical twin sisters, Chelsea and Jocelyn. When the two sisters reunite, a traumatic event creates what feels like a rift in the amazing universe that they have known all their lives. 

“Chelsea heard, ‘Sometimes the Universe has to shake things up to get you to correct your course.’ Through meditation, movement on promptings from the spirit world, remembering sweet family memories, baking Grandmother’s special pastry recipes, and the insatiable urge to sink toes in the sandy shore . . . Chelsea discovers the answers to so many perplexing life questions that she had just encountered for the first time. 

“Cori Wamsley is a brilliant and colorfully descriptive author whose writing of Braving the Shore draws in the audience, allowing the reader to feel like they are in the midst of the storyline. One may be able to experience the aroma coming from the bakery kitchen, feel the sandy shore as a peaceful refuge, see the colors of the sea glass and understand its symbolism of healing in the story, feel when someone’s glance makes the heart flutter with glee, to name a few. 

“Additionally, Cori is a gifted book writing coach, author, and editor who helps other authors find their authenticity and authority in their own stories to share with the world. Her book The SPARK Method is a great tool for those looking to write a book. It is a privilege to know Cori, read her stories, and be instructed by her with my own writing.”


~Sue E. Fattibene, Life Coach, Author of The Day the Angel Sat Beside Me, Inspirational Speaker
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Chapter One
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“That’s the third one this month ...” I gaze into the mirror at yet another gray hair. I’m getting ready for work and spot it shimmering rebelliously in the sea of my dark brown tresses, sprouting right from the part, looking like a piece of tinsel on a bitter dark chocolate bar.

Festive.

Scientifically speaking, I know I can’t blame the gray hair on stress. I know it’s genetic. And I also know that I’m blessed in that department. Neither of my parents had much gray till their 50s, so I know I have time. 

But that doesn’t make me feel any less urgent to get my act together. I started to a few months ago, but you know ... 

Nothing like a good shake up in “the plans”—life plans, all the stuff that you’re supposed to do, including a house, family, 6-figure job, burnout, etc.—to make you feel a little on edge. God, I just turned 30. Sometimes I feel like my clock is tick tick ticking ... and I still haven’t gotten my life figured out. 

I know what you’re thinking. It’s not like I live in my mom’s basement. I let out a huge sigh as the internal battle wages on. I own a duplex. And I have a job that I love.

And no, a job doesn’t make you a grownup. And it doesn’t mean that you’re fulfilled and satisfied. It literally means that you’re employed. 

Again, I know I’m lucky in that department. I smile, recalling how much I love what I do. I breathe it. I sweat it. I live it. 

And that’s kind of the problem ...

I wouldn’t say that I’m a workaholic, per se, but given the options, an hour of overtime is waaaay more appealing than happy hour. 

And so is a good book. Or movie. I’m not terribly picky about how I spend my alone time.

But we’re supposed to do what makes us happy, right? And if happiness to me is sketching a new home or spending an entire Saturday with my nose in a book or grabbing a glass of wine and chatting with Macy and Lauren, then why worry?

I keep asking myself that. Why worry? Am I worried? Maybe. A tad? A skosh? I know by this point I was supposed to have fallen head over heels for someone, my hand weighed down with an obligatory giant diamond, and have 2.5 kids and a minivan <shudder>, but is that for me?

What about my purpose? What is a purpose? And why can’t someone just email me with it?

I decided after my disastrous last relationship ... which ended about a year ago, a story for another time ... that the head over heels thing sounds incredibly painful, debilitating, life-threatening even. Who wants a concussion? And wasn’t there an author who said that she would never fall in love because the men in her books, the ones she creates, are way better than real men anyway? That no living man could ever stand up to the man on the page? Something like that.

So, what’s the point?

I haven’t sworn off men. I look. I admire. I just don’t feel that uterus-pulsing desire to grab a “good one” and pop out babies. (My brother has four, which is technically enough for both of us.) I did feel that once. But honestly, I prefer my job: chatting with a couple about their perfect home and then making it happen for them is so much more satisfying than chatting with a stranger about his perfect future and deciding that I’m too much my own woman to just cave and draw it for him. Being an architect is about making dreams come true. It’s about being a people pleaser, and I’m cool with that. That’s easy.

Being a girlfriend is not.

Sorry, not sorry.

Relationships don’t work when one person is a people pleaser and the other is, well, taking advantage. I’ve done that before.

God, I need a lot of concealer today. Serious dark circles. What the hell? I didn’t even think the weekend was that rough.

I did Thanksgiving with Lauren’s family across town this year, and Macy came with, since her parents are visiting family in Kenya right now and her siblings are scattered all over the US. 

Lauren’s family was so welcoming to us Thanksgiving orphans. And Mom and Stan will be back in Pittsburgh for Christmas, so it wasn’t a huge deal that I didn’t see them.

But here’s the snag. Mom wants to do Christmas at my house. My tiny half of the duplex. Maybe it’s not so tiny. But it’s still a lot of people to host. Mom, Stan, Grandma Claudia, Declan and Sarah, and their four kids . . . And me, of course. She called last night to ask me. I mean tell me. But she made it sound like she was asking.

I’m sure I can do it. I’m just nervous because I’ve never done it before. Since my brother Declan got married, it’s just been easier to do it at his house ... with all the kids. Sarah said it’s really hard to get all their stuff together and drag them around. But they are all out of diapers now, so that’s less stuff. In fact, the kids became so portable this year that Declan and Sarah took them all to Paris for the fall to live in a cute little apartment and learn French and eat pastries, and wow, the pictures are gorgeous.

He’s a business coach, so he has that kind of flexibility. And Sarah manages a social media management company. Makes it all easy. They just put team members in place to help out with the biz and hired a sweet older French lady, Marguerite, to home school the littles and handle some of the cooking and cleaning, s’il vous plait.

Anyway, Declan is living the dream, but their Pittsburgh house is rented out till the 22nd, so they aren’t leaving Europe till the 23rd. Who knows if they will get over the jetlag, let alone put up Christmas decorations in time! Mom wants things to be perfect. I get it. I can host Christmas. No sweat, right?

It’s just an extra nine people to cook for ... and over half of them are used to having French cuisine prepared for them every day. Welcome! Grilled cheese, anyone? Bon appétit!

Where’s my lipstick? In my purse. Right. I threw it in last night.

Now where did I set my purse? Probably in my bedroom.

My bed is neatly made up with my new winter comforter. It’s white. Like snow. And I’ve tossed a gray furry throw jauntily across the bottom corner of the bed. I love the way it drapes. A single red pillow with the word “Joy” embroidered across it graces the pair of sleeping pillows at the head of the bed. Simple and perfect.

The purse, however, is not on my bed. It’s on the dresser. In fact, it’s the only thing on the dresser besides the book I was reading last night, A Holiday in the City, which is such a great romance. Love!

I snag the lipstick from my purse and apply it quickly. Then, I grab my purse and work bag and dash to the garage.

I slip on black loafers that are waiting for me by the garage door. They look great with my outfit, which is simple and professional: black sweater, black and white houndstooth pants ... I swear I own things in other colors ... red gemstone statement necklace. 

I throw on my coat, which, yes, is black, and hop in my car. Fine, the car is gray. Man, I like neutrals. It’s easy to splash things up with a bright colored bag or pillow or vase or whatever and have a clean look.

The first day back at the office after Thanksgiving break is bound to be busy, but it’s always a good busy. The kind of busy where you take a deep breath of your coffee, sip it slowly, and dive into your inbox in the quiet of your office.

Maybe it’s weird, but I love it.

I put the car in reverse, leave the garage, and head for that quiet. 

Baker & Willow is honestly a great place to work. It’s the first architectural firm that took an interest in my design work and gave me a serious position designing homes instead of asking if I wanted to assist the head designers, like the bigger firms. Plus, I love that it’s just outside of Pittsburgh. It’s easy to get to, and I didn’t have to move somewhere where I didn’t know anyone to get started on my career ... seven years ago.

I’ve been pretty comfortable here.

Even easier: it’s only a15-minute drive from my development. Baker & Willow was contracted for design work in Chestnut Acres, so I had first bid on the duplex. Easy peasy.

Maybe too easy ...

But hey, it’s all good right now, till I’m ready to shake things up and spread my wings.

I guide my car onto the highway and head south to the next exit. Traffic isn’t terrible heading south, away from the city. The other way, no thank you! It’s thick and about to get even worse. Rush hour is no joke around here.

I turn into the business park where Baker & Willow’s offices are and park in the first row, close to the building. I love being an early bird ...for several reasons.

Not only do I get ah-mazing parking, but I also get to avoid a lot of the small talk with people wandering into the building to start their day.

Thanks, but no thanks. I’m happy with the quiet and not discussing the weather with that odd older guy in accounting who talks to EVERYONE about nothing.

“Good morning, Rachel!” I chirp to our receptionist. She is the sweetest lady.

Rachel smiles. “Coffee is brewing, Kenzi.” She points at my empty hand. “Make sure you grab it before the rest of them get here.”

“No worries with that. You’re the best.”

I unlock my office and slip inside. Ah, normalcy. Quiet. I drop off my stuff, slip back to the coffee station with my “PERFCT” mug—one of my birthday presents from Lauren, she’s funny—and return to my desk with caffeine. Time to dive into the email.

As I peruse my inbox, a few souls straggle into the building. Half an hour later, most of my coworkers show up. It’s a small company, so there aren’t a ton of people anyway, but we share a parking lot with all the other businesses in the building, sooooo ... best to be early.

I don’t really look up, but I notice the stream of people passing my door. A couple people tap on the glass and wave, so I wave back. It’s a nice group here, and I talk with a few of them, but I’m not really close with anyone.

Around 9, I’m catching up on my to-do list, having finished my emails from break, when I hear a tap on my door. I glance up and see Logan Oliver, the head of sales and marketing, smiling and waving. He has an adorable, crooked smile with a dimple and always dresses so nice. If I weren’t dead inside, that smile might make my heart flutter. Today, he’s in a gray suit and tie. When I smile back, I realize he’s still standing there. Does he want to talk to me? My smile slips. We’ve never said more than a few words to each other. Quickly, I grin again and motion for him to come in.

“Hey, how was Thanksgiving?” Logan says.

“Um, good. Yours?” The silence in my head will surely smother me.

He sets a plate down on my desk and sits in the spare chair without me motioning toward it. Is he here to hang out? Now I’m a little on edge. 

“It was good. Got to see a lot of my family, so that was nice. I grew up here, so I have relatives all over the city. Did you visit family?”

“No. I went to a friend’s Thanksgiving at her parents’ house. My parents aren’t here anymore, and my brother is out of town. It was nice, though.” I play with the blue-green beaded bracelet I’m wearing, spinning it around my wrist.

“Aw, I’m sorry to hear that about your parents.”

“Excuse me?”

“You said they aren’t here—”

“Oh.” Gah! “No, my mom and stepdad moved to Florida, and my dad is in Seattle. They are all alive and well, just not living in the area anymore.”

“That’s great that your friend invited you to join her family. Do you do that often?”

“I’ve met them a few times.” Despite my best efforts to maintain my anti-social energy barrier, I feel it starting to come down. Logan is nice to talk to. “One of our other friends joined us too, since her parents are out of the country.”

“That’s really nice. The people of Pittsburgh are so friendly. My family welcomed in a couple of my roommates for holidays back when I was in college, and I know lots of other people who have done the same thing. That’s one of the reasons I don’t think I could leave this place.”

“It’s definitely special.” I glance back at my computer, sure I should get back to my work.

Logan must have noticed because he sits forward in the chair and gestures at the plate on my desk. “Well, I know you’re busy, but I stopped by because I wanted to make sure you got some banana bread. I baked it over the weekend, and I know you tend to stay in your office most of the day when you’re not on site. Didn’t want you to miss out.”

“Oh. I appreciate it, but I’m good. I ate before I came in.”

“Do you want a piece for later?”

Of course he would offer that. “Thank you, but not really.”

“Ah.” Logan seems disappointed, hopefully not offended. “It was nice talking to you anyway. I’ll see you later.” He scoops up the plate and smiles at me. It is a hard-to-read smile. Seems friendly, maybe offended. I’m sure that I’m constantly secretly offending people, especially when I turn down food.

“I’ll see ya. Thanks again for stopping by.” I smile and grasp for something to say to smooth things over. “Hey, by the way ... I like your tie.” I actually do. It’s deep blue and covered in a pattern of gingerbread boys and girls.

He glances down and grabs the tie, as if he forgot what he was wearing. “Thanks! I like to get festive early.”

“Same here. See you later.” I turn back to my computer as he leaves. Breathing out slowly, I frown. I sip my coffee. Man, I hate doing that. Just hope the guy isn’t offended.

I notice that he hovers for a moment outside the door and then heads in the direction of the break room, probably to drop off the bread for everyone else. I feel bad, but I need to work. That was nice though! I should probably talk to my coworkers a little more often and about more than just work-related things. Maybe this is the dawn of a new Kenzi.

I’ll think about it.
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I’ve always wanted to run an architectural design firm like Baker & Willow, and I hope to do that someday. I love the idea of being at the top of my game and having a team that I love that also loves what we do. Love, love, love, right? Sounds fun to love my life that much! 

But things are good the way they are.

For now, Baker & Willow is perfect. Miranda Baker, one of the owners, has been an amazing mentor to me for the past few years. She encourages me to trust my gut ... and I really don’t know where to go with that. I try. (I know, there is no try. Only do.) But it’s hard. I know it’s been a while, but I prefer to just get approval on my designs. I like passing it to another designer who checks it to make sure it all works. I feel like I need that little bit of reassurance. So, for now, I’m just going to keep getting my gold stars and see how I feel about opening myself up to ... trust.

Which is why my meeting with Miranda today is a little unsettling ...

“Kensington,” she says my name like it’s her favorite type of ice cream. And Miranda is the only person who calls me by my real name. She thinks it’s stylish and that I should use it professionally. It somehow feels clunky though, like I still need to grow into it. “You’re an excellent designer. I love how you focus on green products to help our clients meet their goals, which makes me especially proud of all the LEED-certified projects that you’ve led.” Miranda leans forward and crosses her arms on her desk. She always does this before the other shoe drops. Her gold bracelets clink together as she moves. Her cropped navy tweed jacket looks stiff and formal against them, but the ivory dress she’s wearing beneath makes her skin and strawberry blonde hair glow. I feel tiny and sloppy suddenly in her presence.

I feel like I’m shrinking into myself right now. But I also want to chuckle about the phrasing of the “LEEDs that I led.” LEEDs are my favorite, of course, since that means the buildings include sustainable materials and practices. Gotta love Mother Earth! I take a deep breath and focus on the photo of the Pittsburgh skyline above her desk, a popular shot by Kira Claremont. I LOVE Miranda. I can’t ask for a better boss and mentor. But good grief, why is she looking at me like that?

“The truth is, though, I know you’ve been hiding behind your team.”

Now I’m really confused. “What do you mean? We need our team.”

“You always ask for people to double-check you. You talk about a design and wait for someone to say it’s a good idea. You ask me about things instead of just pushing ahead and doing the work like you believe in yourself. You treat me like a teacher rather than a peer.”

“Are you saying I lack confidence?”

“I think so.” Miranda paused. “I’m not complaining. You’re very talented. I want you to stretch yourself though. When I put you in charge of a project, I want you to really lead.”

I bite my lip. Yeah, I’ve noticed this stuff too, I thought. But I’ve only been at this a few years! How long do you have to do a thing to know like you know like you know that you have mastered that thing?

“Kenzi, I don’t want you to worry. I’m just pushing you a little. I want you to be sitting here where I am someday, and I need you to start being the leader that you are. I can see her inside of you.”

My eyes got wide. 

“Are you OK?”

“Oh. No. I’m not dying or anything.” 

Miranda gave a short laugh and shook her head. “Look. I’ve been working with you for several years, and I see your potential. I want you to grow through the ranks here, lead the team, and know that you really are good at what you do. Stop second guessing yourself.”

“I see. I’ll work harder.”

She gives me a sympathetic look. “You’re missing the point. It’s not a ‘work harder’ thing. It’s a belief that you are truly the best person to do the job that you are doing right now and that you are doing it to the best of your ability.”

I’m still a little confused. I bite my lip. “What do you recommend, then?”

“I read this book recently, and I think it will help you.” She picks up the copy of Trusting Your Superpowers by Jennifer Halliday that was lying on her desk. 

I take the book and stare at the cover. A beautiful woman in all white is staring powerfully directly into my eyes—it feels like the Mona Lisa times ten—with a red scarf billowing around her, giving the idea of a cape. The colors of the setting sun grace the background. A book is going to help? “Thanks. I’ll start on it immediately.”

“Good. I think that will help you start predicting new clients’ needs. Trusting your intuition. You’re at that point in your career now.”

“It’s as easy as that?” I laugh.

Miranda smiles and walks around her desk, so I stand. “Read the book first. I think it will make a difference. You have some goals now for the next few months.”

“Sounds good. Thanks for the talk.” I pick up the book from my lap and head toward the door.

“Oh, and one more thing. Are you familiar with Divya Shanti?” 

“Yes! I love her. Clean lines. Bold colors. Plenty of sheen. My favorite purse is from her collection a couple years ago.”

“Right. The purse with the orchids on it?” Miranda’s eyes sparkle. I nod. “They are moving their headquarters to Pittsburgh and just signed with us to design the building—” 

“That’s amazing! I’m sure it will be a cool project to handle!”

“I’d like you to head up the project, starting in January.” Miranda smiles gently at me, like she knows this is a huge gift ... rather than a panic-inducing anvil on my head.

“Me?” I squeak.

“It’s right up your alley.”

I’m pretty sure I’m making a face, which prompts Miranda to respond. “It won’t be anything like St. Gregory’s.”

We both laugh.

St. Gregory’s wasn’t a disaster, per se, but it was certainly ... interesting. I designed a new church for the St. Gregory’s congregation after a fire destroyed their previous home. You’re probably thinking, “Holy smokes!” but they didn’t have a sense of humor about it or really about anything, which made them a little tough to work with. I was already nervous because it was one of my first projects to lead, and they wavered between “fire and brimstone” and “holier than thou” in their responses to any of my questions.

It didn’t help that a sinkhole from an abandoned oil drilling site, or as they call it in the industry a “legacy well,” opened up where we planned to put their new parking lot. Thank God no one was hurt. Of course, they did thank Him. And we were all grateful. And then, against my better judgment, and prompted by my nerves, I made a joke that they could always put a sign in front of it that said, “The Pits of Hell,” which may increase church attendance, and I nearly got glared off the lot.

We managed to address the sinkhole, save the church, and finish the whole project without any other incidents. Or bad jokes on my part. Again, thank God.

Moments after my visit with Miranda, I sit down in my desk chair and look around. The soft gray walls of my office feel cozy. Over my credenza, the bold watercolor of salsa dancers in the middle of a street relaxes me. This is my space, here. 

I can absolutely do this. Step up in my career. Plan Christmas dinner. Design Divya Shanti’s flipping headquarters. This is what it’s like to be an adult, right? I’m totally there. I’m old enough. Right? Geez. Why do I still feel like a kid? Gray hairs, hello?

But it’s all on me!

I look at the book in my hand. Trusting Your Superpowers. The author assumes that we all have superpowers then? Or maybe just the people brave enough to read this book.

Breathing in deeply, I know what I have to do. First off, calm the F down. Second, I need to read this book. I can figure the rest out from there. I know that I can at least trust Miranda’s superpowers, and if she thinks I should read this book, I’ll read it.

It’s funny that she said she can see me sitting in her chair someday. Running the show. That’s something I want. To get there from here, I suppose I better do everything she suggests. 

But ... that little feeling in my stomach returns again. Leave. Run away. If I jump jobs, maybe change cities, then I will be too new for people to trust with the really big stuff like this. Maybe I can coast. Hide. It’s a feeling like ants crawling across my organs. I want to leave, but I love people here. What if this is really a good place for me? What if I need to keep pushing forward in my career? What if Miranda really is training me to take over someday?

Do I want that?

After what happened last year, when my whole life was wrecked ... the familiar desire to run feels like a warm, wooly blanket, and I want to wrap myself in it and lose myself to its depths.

A new place? Starting over for real? Putting my past behind me?

I sigh. Maybe a conversation for when I’m not freaking out.

I place the book on my desk and turn back to my projects for the afternoon.

___

After work, as I pace around my house, starting this new project is the only thing on my mind. I know I can pull this off. I know that my career depends on it.

I walk into my cozy bedroom and flop on the bed. Breathe. Divya Shanti! This is going to work, right? I’m going to need my most comfortable loungewear for it. I grab my favorite knit pants and matching top—ha, they are not black—they are deep purple. And I head to the office in my spare bedroom. 

This is the best thinking space. With a window into the peaceful backyard, a small flat-ish area, rare for this part of Pennsylvania, the lighting is gentle, allowing in the glow of the setting sun. I tip the blinds and sit at the desk by the window, journal ready, book open.

I can take notes on my superpowers and figure out what to do based on ... whatever Ms. Halliday says in her book.

A pair of cardinals flits across the lawn and lands in the huge oak at the corner of the yard. Most of the leaves have fluttered from the tree over the last month, but a few still cling on, shaking in the breeze. Soon, the cardinals slip away to another part of the yard, where the holly bushes hold tight with their deep green and bright red berries giving pops of color to an otherwise dull landscape.

In my journal, I start to sketch the cardinals in the yard by the holly. Then I stop. Yeah, I gotta read this book ...

Leaning back in the chair, I observe the room around me. Like the rest of the house, it’s painted Swiss Coffee, white with a tinge of brown for warmth. Sometimes when one of my parents visits, they stay in this room, so the bed has a welcoming gray comforter with emerald green throw pillows. A painting of a pine forest in the mountains hangs above the bed for winter. In the spring, I will replace it with an image by a local painter of a path with huge sprawling deciduous trees and wildflowers that I just took down in October.

In the post-Thanksgiving coziness, though, something is missing—and it’s distracting. I’m not going to get anything done till I get some Christmas decorations up. It’s definitely time to get full-on festive!

I close the book and my journal. Then I go to my two-stall garage, where part of the second stall is filled with huge Rubbermaid bins. Declan always likes to joke that I’ve never seen a Christmas decoration I didn’t like.

He’s right.

I lug six bins to the living room to start on the tree and décor. Then, I jog to the kitchen to warm up some leftover pizza for dinner. “Alexa, play the album Warmer in the Winter.” The strains of Lindsey Stirling’s violin playing “Dance of the Sugarplum Fairy” burst through the speaker, and I traipse back to the living room with my cauliflower crust pizza.

By the time I’m assembling the tree, the Grinch song starts playing, and I’m lost in the music, shaking my booty and jamming while I flare the branches apart. The lights take a little longer, of course, because I like to add so many strands that my tree looks like it’s on fire. Halfway through the album, I’m a slice of pizza down, and the tree is covered in tasteful silver and red balls.

I open another box of ornaments and see all the sentimental ones from over the years: my “baby’s first Christmas” ornament from all those years ago, the glass violin from when I made the all-state orchestra my senior year of high school, and cutout ornaments in lots of Christmas shapes from when my college roommates and I were “elfing” and making festive, cheap presents for everyone we knew. I add them all to the tree. Near the bottom of the box, though, I find one that always gives me pause. 

I went through a strange crafting phase in middle school where I wanted to make things that would last, but not out of Popsicle sticks or clay. My mother got me plastic canvas and yarn from the craft store, and I spent hours making my creations. My little cousin got a bed for her Barbie’s baby. My dad got a picture frame for the desk in his office. For myself, I made a house. I cut up the canvas, making intricate rooflines, a portico, and an odd octangular room at the corner of the house. I put a lot of work into the little house, especially stitching through all the canvas with yarn. It has hung on my tree since that year.

Seeing that, I scoop it up and sit on the couch for a moment, reminiscing about what a 12-year-old was feeling that would lead her to such an intricate project. I was always pretty mature for my age, but this was more than maturity. This was the desire to create something beautiful that lived in my head. I was breathing it into being. 

Smiling, I hang it front and center on the tree and retreat to the kitchen for a second slice of pepperoni. Returning to the living room, I tuck ribbon around the tree and place a huge silver snowflake at the top when my phone buzzes.

Come outside.

It’s my neighbor, Lauren, who rents the other half of the duplex from me. Why not? I grab a coat and gloves and slip them on as I walk out the front door.

By now, the sun has set, when what to my wondering eyes should appear but ... a whole herd of shiny, light-up reindeer.

“I couldn’t resist! I bought them today. They were on sale!” Lauren wears a bright turquoise wool coat with a cream knitted scarf and matching hat and looks like she has simply called the reindeer to join her on the lawn for a picnic. She















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SO UIENS|| SIRBIRIAIOICIDNS E R | E S

THE

TREASURES
WE SEEK

A Best Friends Vacation Novel
with a Sweet Romance

CORI WAMSLEY





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
ssssssssssssssssssss

THE

TREASURES
WE SEEK

A Best Friends Vacation Novel
with a Sweet Romance

\\ e

‘CORI WAMSLEY





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





