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There was a remarkable view from where she sat. It had pulled her into her new home. She believed the sunroom would bring her comfort. From the top floor she had a gorgeous view of the city lights at night. During the day she was blessed with the spectacular view of the ocean and the most amazing sunsets in the evening. Her surroundings gave her the peace and serenity she longed for. Rachel Winters came from a loving, stable family. Her parents were still together, after sixty years of marriage, with a love no one could deny. If fairy tales did exist, Rachel’s parents were living proof. Her siblings were very close, if not by miles, by heart and thought daily. She was blessed with a loving and supportive family. Those with great sorrow seem to have childhood pasts of one problem or another. That wasn’t Rachel’s case. Her sorrow came from the trial and error of life, the mistakes, or choices she’d made. Her heart was full of love. She longed for peace and serenity within her heart.
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Her heavy sigh echoed throughout the room. I’m not in the mood for this. She tossed the empty box aside and reached for her teacup. Rachel Winters had no desire to unpack. She strayed from the task and disappeared into the sunroom, with a cup of chamomile tea and honey in hand.  The sunlight warmed her, yet she still felt chilled. The gentle breeze whispered through the open windows. The white lace curtains, which her mother stitched by hand, of hearts and flowers swayed with the breeze. Autumn had always been her favorite season. Her fiftieth birthday would creep up soon with that winter East Coast chill. Age never bothered her. She was ageless. Not one gray hair, not one wrinkle, and a body that hadn’t aged since she was twenty. It wasn’t the upcoming birthday, or the winter, that had her life in disarray but her choices that broke her heart. One would never guess that peaceful appearance upon her face held so many scars beneath. To look at her, she appeared relaxed, without a worry. To look deeper into her soul, one would see how deep the river of pain ran. It wasn’t always that way. She tried to hide how life had taken its toll on her serenity. She smiled as she remembered the wise words of her mom. Keep your chin up...what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger.

There was a remarkable view from where she sat. It had pulled her into her new home. She believed the sunroom would bring her comfort. From the top floor she had a gorgeous view of the city lights at night. During the day she was blessed with the spectacular view of the ocean and the most amazing sunsets in the evening. Her surroundings gave her the peace and serenity she longed for. Rachel Winters came from a loving, stable family. Her parents were still together, after sixty years of marriage, with a love no one could deny. If fairy tales did exist, Rachel’s parents were living proof. Her siblings were very close, if not by miles, by heart and thought daily. She was blessed with a loving and supportive family. Those with great sorrow seem to have childhood pasts of one problem or another. That wasn’t Rachel’s case. Her sorrow came from the trial and error of life, the mistakes, or choices she’d made. Her heart was full of love. She longed for peace and serenity within her heart.

Her chest felt heavy. It had become unbearable. Every breath taken had been a struggle. There was tightness and a sharp pain that struck right through her heart. She wondered if she would ever find peace and happiness. For a short time, she thought she’d finally found it. He had been her dream, her fantasy, and her reality. Then all of sudden it was gone. The forever she thought she found was nothing now but pain. She didn't even have a best friend to confide in or a shoulder to cry on. He had been her best friend. It only reminded her of their favorite movie, The Way We Were, and the scene where Katie tells Hubbell she needs to talk to her best friend about him, but he was her best friend. It only upset her and she could no longer watch that movie. Why? The question rolled around in her mind. Why did it end the way it did?  She thought they were solid. His last words burned her heart. He told her he regretted marrying her and that it had been a waste of his time. Those words cut deep. She made the choice to leave, but she felt forced out, not physically but emotionally. There was nothing left but an empty shell: the house they both desired to be a home. In the end, he blamed her for his problem.

It left her with a broken heart, her life in total disarray, and a teenager with high emotions. She dearly loved her daughter, Brooke, with her whole heart. Rachel tried to understand, and put into perspective, that her daughter was only a young girl with difficulty understanding emotions, which ran so high. They had their own difficulties over the past year. The mother-daughter relationship can be difficult at the best of times. Young adults have a need for independence. There is a lot of confusion around the understanding of how relationships work. Adults have difficulty too, but life experience makes it a little easier to deal with it. Rachel knew she had to be there for her daughter more than she needed to console herself.

Brooke had been through two family breakups in her lifetime. Rachel did not want her daughter to grow up and not believe in love. She was too young to understand how the heart works. Rachel wanted to teach her that sometimes you can't always follow your heart, but you must still believe in love. Rachel tried to put it all into perspective for her daughter as she tried to make sense of it for herself. Each day the hurt subsided. Each day she became a little stronger. The tears that had been in a constant flow had slowed, and the continuous ache for him began to disappear. 

Rachel gazed at the beautiful sky before her, as she glided in her rocking chair. Dusk began to set in. She watched the clouds slowly drift across the enormous sky. Some clouds were a darker shade of blue and others more of linen white. The amazing view did bring peace. There had been so much turmoil in her life. Everyone kept telling her to be strong, the one word she had heard for so long. How strong is one person supposed to be? How much does one have to survive to be strong? Rachel knew she was blessed with so much in life. Her children were her most treasured gifts. Her family was always supportive and loving. She thought, after all she'd survived, there was room for one more blessing. Now the loss of that blessing had ripped her heart apart. She dared to admit, even to herself, that she missed him. Everything reminded her of him; a song on the radio or a picture as she tried to unpack. The memories of their time together haunted her. A single tear fell upon her cheek and she fought to let another fall. She took a deep breath and closed her tired eyes. She promised herself that life would get better. There would be peace and serenity. Her daughter would find it as well.

She continued to force herself to be strong and not to think of him. It had been eight years since she had met him. The love they shared appeared to go nowhere. She had given him her heart and trusted him completely. It took years for Rachel to trust Ryan. He had been the one to help tear down the walls she built around her heart. Once the walls came down, she felt free. But most of all, she trusted for the first time in a long time. Ryan had been so supportive and gentle with her feelings. Her memories came out as if a dam had let lose. There was a lot to deal with from her past and he had been there every step of the way.

Almost six years of bliss, then circumstances and others had created space between them. The last year or so of their relationship became stressful and brought about great pain. He began to drink. He changed. Rachel ignored the problem for some time and almost convinced herself that it had not become a problem. She defended him and made excuses when others said something to her. Ryan seemed oblivious to the problem, except when she tried to discuss it.  He threw it back at her as though it was her problem. He blamed her for his drinking. That told her he knew there was a problem. He just didn’t want to fix it. That was when she had enough and decided to leave. She realized she wasn’t helping him. He had to want to help himself or at least admit he needed help. 

The sun had set. The once beautifully lit sky in shades of orange had faded into pink and grey, and then became the darkened night. Her teacup was as empty as her heart. She decided it was time to leave her room of peace. Her daughter had gone out to meet up with her friends. Rachel worried about her and prayed she would be safe and be good. She hoped they both survived the teenage years. She walked into the kitchen and placed her cup in the sink. She braced herself against the granite counter, with a hand on either side of the sink, and closed her eyes. She said a prayer silently to herself. Her
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