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Cecily MacIntyre set down her brush and gazed out the window at the sea. It was a beautiful Montara day; a good chance to work on the new watercolor painting that she recently promised to the Lantine Gallery in San Francisco. Except that it was supposed to be done today, and today was running out. The light was fading fast on the scene of a cypress tree near the beach, and it didn’t help that the windows were streaked, either. The scene was serene all afternoon, but she was not.

I’m tired and hungry, she thought. I could ruin this in five minutes by trying to hurry it. My light is fading, and I’m going to have to call it a day. The gallery will have to wait, and, of course, so will my check.

Deciding to stop painting made the rest of the evening easier. Dinner, a movie or two on TV, and then reading until falling asleep; whether she fell asleep in her bed or on the sofa was optional.

Cecily was of average height, with long black hair that often flowed over her fair face with some annoying regularity. She sometimes thought of cutting it all off, but kept it out of sentimentality; she had long hair for as far back as she could remember. It was a painting day, so she wore her old blue denim jeans and a sloppy blue denim shirt that was the same color as her eyes. She was a very work-focused 22 year old, and was glad to have a home in sight of the blue Pacific Ocean that she grew up by.

The neighbors upstairs were quiet today; maybe they went on that vacation they were threatening to go on. Her aged television served as company all day, muffling the creaks and groans of the old house that would otherwise drive her crazy. She had a few favorite programs during the day, but listening to them from her five by ten foot porch studio tended to distract her, so she tried to shut them out. The rest of the programs were easy to ignore; she hated talk shows. She especially hated the one that was on now.

As she walked by the TV on the way to the kitchen, she heard the talk show host ask the participants:

“Do you know who you really are?”

She paused to peer at the screen. The show was about orphans who were looking for their biological parents. Another exploitation of the sorrows of others, she mused.

She bristled at the thought of the program’s callowness. Yes, I know who I am. I’m broke, and dinner tonight will be an apple and a tuna fish sandwich. Sometimes you make do with what you have.

Her kitchen was really just the other end of her studio apartment. Her apartment building was made out of an old home that was divided up long ago into separate dwellings, and her place was on the first floor. Not much of a view, but you could see the beach from the glassed-in porch. The porch was the real reason why she ended up wanting the place, that and the low rent. The landlord must be amused that she actually rented it, never mind paying the deposit that she had to pay out. Small and dark as it was, it was home. Actually, the ambiance went along well with the garage sale furnishings she filled it with. She carried dinner from the kitchen area to her overstuffed chair, changed the channel to something more tolerable, and flopped down to eat.

It was several news programs later when she grew tired of watching TV. Pulling her hair out of her face again, she got up to take the dishes back to the sink when she was nearly startled out of her socks by someone knocking on the door.

“Cecily? Cecily MacIntyre?” boomed a familiar voice. “Are you in there?”

“Mr. Willis?” she called.

She hurried to unlatch the three door locks. Tugging it open, she let him in.

“How are you?”

“I’m fine, Cecily. I’m glad I found you at home tonight. You really must get a phone, my dear.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Willis, but I just can’t afford one yet.” She peered outside at the green British luxury car with its hood ornament and chrome spoke wheels shining in the setting sun. Not bad, she thought. I need to keep painting.

Mr. Harvey Willis walked stately into her living room, his graying hair impeccably combed, his suit newly pressed, and his British decorum ever professional. He looked and acted like he had just strolled off the floor of the Lantine Gallery in Union Square. Which was, of course, precisely where he came from. He was the closest thing she had to an art agent.

Cecily began to wonder if her studio apartment was clean enough.

“Cecily, I have good news about the Marc Chopin commission,” he began. “You’ve been selected.”

Her jaw dropped. “You’re kidding!”

“I thought you’d like to know,” he said, beaming.

“Oh, I’m speechless! I didn’t think they’d ever get back to you! I started to think they picked somebody else, like that Miners woman, or the Humphries guy with those terrible abstracts. Oh, I really needed this. My bank account is almost empty. When do I get started?”

Mr. Willis cleared his throat.

“Well, now, that is the problem. You see, you will have to get started immediately. The Portland Marc Chopin Hotel opens in eight weeks.”

“Eight weeks?”

“Yes, I’m afraid so. It seems the interior designer has quit, and there is not enough time to obtain the services of another one, so the owner is going to finish off the job himself.”

“Himself?”

Mr. Willis nodded ironically. “Unfortunately, yes. He has certain strongly held opinions, which is likely why the other fellow quit. He genuinely liked your work, and selected it over the, ah, more expensive artwork.” He paused as if looking for words, then gave up. “It gets worse. You see, there needs to be time to frame the pieces, and he has agreed to view them rather late in the schedule, based on his love of your work and my personal assurances that your original paintings will be of the highest caliber.”

Cecily stared at him, a dazed look on her face.

“So, how much time do I have?”

“Two or three weeks.”

“And how many pieces am I supposed to do?”

“Twenty-eight.”

“And it’s supposed to be excellent work?”

“The best.”

“He must be crazy. You must be crazy. What kind of a man waits until the last minute and then asks for the moon?”

“Well, I know it’s a bit much, but...”

“A bit much? How am I supposed to do twenty-eight watercolors in two weeks?”

“Or three.”

“Or three. Or five. Do you know how much work that is? Why, it took me six weeks to get ready for the last show, and there were only fifteen paintings. I drove all over the place to get those scenes. Do you realize how hard this is? This is going to be a nightmare!”

“Cecily, there is no reason to go ballistic about this.”

“Ballistic?” she stormed, her voice quivering in frustration. “Oh, I’m not ballistic yet. I’m just getting started. He can open his hotel without all the paintings.”

“Cecily, that’s hardly reasonable.”

“Reasonable? Is it ‘reasonable’ we’re talking about? Why did he have to wait so long? His hotel is going to open with bare walls, and he wants me to do miracles. Why did he do this to me? He had our proposal all this time, and now he wants us to solve his ‘scheduling’ problem. Well, he can just....”

“Cecily!”

She glared at him in mid-breath.

“We are all in a bind together on this one,” he said evenly. “My reputation and that of my agency is also on the line. Besides, you have a prime opportunity for good exposure here. This man has a chain of hotels all across the country. He has visitors at these hotels from all over the world, and here you will be, the featured artist at his latest and most modern hotel. And it won’t be his last hotel, either. There could be other commissions from this man; it would be good if he knew he could count on us.”

“It would be good if he had better sense, and what he can count on is our being late.”

She shook her head and flopped down in her chair in frustration.

“Cecily,” Mr. Willis began, “I think you can do this.”

“How?” she exclaimed, throwing up her hands.

“You already work hard. You will just have to work smarter.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Willis, but that doesn’t quite cut it.”

“Why not?”

“I think I work pretty smart as it is. This job is really too hard for me to take on. It’s easy to say, ‘just go for it,’ but you don’t know how much time it takes to do this, only to have some of the paintings flop. You set up in the wind and your painting ends up in the dirt, or the paint streaks down the paper because you used too much water, or you find out too late that you put a scratch on the paper when you took it out of the car....”

“You know, you really need to think about what you said earlier.”

“What do you mean?”

“To do the art work for your last show, you spent a lot of time driving around. If you planned your general location better, your driving time could have been spent painting. So, where can you go where you can spend all day just painting?”

Cecily cradled her head in her hands. “I don’t know,” she said flatly. “I feel painted out here in Montara. Half Moon Bay is nice, but I’ve painted there too much. Then there’s Carmel. I’d spend half my commission on living expenses and get cross-examined by tourists all day. He still wants seascapes, right?”

“Yes, and cottages by the sea, and sea cliffs, and some forest scenes.”

Cecily sighed, staring at her rug. “Well, there’s Big Sur, but that’s not much different from Carmel for expenses. At least the tourists




































d2d_images/cover.jpg
A story of family.
A journey of healing.
A choice that
changes everything.

i CLETF R BARNES





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





