
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Sarah’s Choice

 ~with a little help from Tuscany

 


Arlene Rains Graber

 


 


The Smashwords Edition

 


Copyright © 2014 by Arlene Rains
Graber

All rights reserved.

 


Smashwords License Notes

No part of this book may be used or
reproduced in any manner whatsoever, including Internet usage,
without written permission from Yellow Star Publishing Co., except
in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and
reviews. If you want to share this book, please return to
Smashwords and purchase an additional copy as a gift. Thank you for
respecting the author's work.

 


****

Credits

Cover art by Carey Treanor
of Tallgrass Studios Inc.tallgrassstudios.com

 


Formatting by Debora
Lewis arenapublishing.org

****

 


 


Dedicated to all women who
face tough challenges and choices.

 


Heartfelt thanks to the
late Pat Wormhoudt, interior designer, who provided valuable
information regarding the renovations of Penny’s and Sarah’s homes.
Also to editors Shan Jabara and Bonnie Eaton for their endless
hours of editing.

 


 


Other books by Arlene Rains
Graber include:

Devoted to
Traveling, a chronicle of the author’s
travels fashioned into devotionals.

Angel on My
Shoulder, a Christian Fiction Novel set in
Brooklyn, New York

The first two books in the Plane Tree
series:

A Plane Tree in
Provence, and The
Cape Elizabeth Ocean Avenue Society.

All books available where eBooks are
sold.

 


 


“as far as the east is from
the west, so far has he removed our transgressions from
us.”

Psalm 103:12 (NIV)

 


 


Table of Contents

 


 


Sarah’s Choice

 



Chapter 1




Sarah thumbed through the mail. She pulled out a letter addressed to
her, and checked the return address. The all-too familiar name sent
a blitz of terror through her heart. She dropped it on the kitchen
counter like it was on fire and paced back and forth in an effort
to calm the fear racing through her mind.

Raoul.

It had been several weeks since the
affair and each time Sarah thought she had come to terms with what
happened—a new letter arrived, allowing the entire sordid mess to
resurface. This was the sixth letter from him. She shuddered. Even
though she’d never responded, in fact never read them, Raoul kept
writing. Crazy. It was unnerving. Must she always pay for that
little misstep with guilt mounting into torment? Gingerly, she
picked up the envelope turning it over and over. The reason why she
ever gave into the lustful chemistry between them was still a
mystery. The affair had lasted only two weeks while she was on
holiday in France, but just the same it was sordid, shameful and
sinful. She slammed the letter on the table and resisted the urge
to scream.

Sarah covered her face with trembling
hands. She must get a grip. Her hands gently rubbed over her
temples. The letter must be hidden. Sarah picked it up again,
rushed upstairs to her bedroom closet, and reached on the top shelf
for a decorative tin. She slipped the letter in with all the rest.
Given her feelings of anguish, it was a mystery why she kept them.
Perhaps one day she would read the letters, but not until the guilt
was gone. She checked the clock and headed toward the stairs
leading to her studio. Grabbing paints, easel, and a new canvas,
she rushed back downstairs.

The beach was a ten minute walk over
rugged terrain from her home in Cape Elizabeth, Maine, but Sarah
always walked instead of settling for the comfort of her car. The
hike was invigorating and gave the colors of the day a chance to
penetrate her mind. Sarah set up her easel in her favorite spot,
and began to block in a new painting. Her brush glided with expert
ease across the canvas leaving a stream of colors behind. A palate
knife loaded with paint created texture, separating restless ocean
waves from clouds drifting lazily across the sky. A good start
perhaps, but nothing was coming together. The waves splashed on the
rocks, giving way to an intermittent roar. Her canvas mimicked the
scene, but thoughts of what happened in France interrupted its
final execution.

She finally laid the knife down and
stared at the Atlantic coastline, brow narrowed and a frown formed
across her face. The complexity of Raoul, her husband, and life
shoved creativity aside. She pondered her options even though they
were the same today as they were yesterday; risk telling her
husband about the indiscretion, or keep it hidden and live with
guilt. It seemed less of a gamble never ever telling him. If Clay
knew about Raoul, chances were her marriage would be over, whereas
if she kept it secret, the shame might pass and she would still
have her husband. The shuffle of footsteps in the sand caused her
to look up.

“Good Morning, Sarah. Today
going any better?”

It was Mrs. Reed, who walked her dog
daily on the beach, and who had become a trusted confident. Sarah
looked forward each day for Mrs. Reed’s visit. They talked about
all sorts of things—even Raoul.

Sarah managed a smile but couldn’t
look her friend in the eye. “No.” Her voice was flat, without
feeling. She didn’t mean to be abrupt, but at the same time knew
the woman was counting on her to do what she’d told her she
would.

“So, I’m guessing you
haven’t told your husband yet.”

Sarah shifted in the chair, laid her
brush down, and folded her arms across her chest. Mrs. Reed asked
the same question day after day ever since Sarah had told her about
the emotional suffering she was going through. “Right. Oh, Mrs.
Reed, I want to, but when I think about how it could destroy my
marriage, I pull back.”

“Well, I don’t mean to pry,
but I’m worried about you. I see torment in your eyes. These types
of decisions are difficult.” She patted Sarah’s shoulder, then
leaned down to hug her. “Give it more time. Best not to proceed
until you have no doubts.”

Sarah stiffened digging her nails into
clenched fists. “I feel so weak and I vacillate from one decision
to the opposite. Every time I get close to a confession, the words
won’t come and I panic. So here I am today leaning toward not
telling him.”

“I feel for you dear. It’s a
difficult choice. Only you can make that decision. I have to say
though, from what I know about you, I fear peace won’t come until
you’ve told him. You’re a sweet compassionate woman with a huge
conscience. I can see that if you told him, your happiness might go
right out the front door, but at the same time, so would all that
pent up guilt.” She paused and laid a hand on Sarah’s shoulder.
“You have to ask yourself if you’re ready to assume the
consequences, whatever they are. You didn’t ask for my advice, but
here’s something to think about. Honesty is a strong character
trait and no matter the risk—is always worth peace of mind. I may
be old and talking out of turn, but I believe in true love, and you
and Clay have that. It will withstand any crisis, you’ll
see.”

She leaned down and gave Sarah another
gentle hug. “Don’t worry, sweetie, you’ll get there. Now let me get
a better look at your new canvas.” She leaned in to get a better
look, then stepped back to examine it again. “Lovely. It’s coming
along fine.”

“Oh, Mrs. Reed, you know
better. Look how rough it is. There are no shadows or depth, and
I’m not too fond of the colors.”

Mrs. Reed placed her hands on Sarah’s
shoulders, giving them a squeeze. “My dear, even though you’ve just
started, I can see it will be a masterpiece just like all your
work. You’re a gifted artist.

“Thanks, but today I’m
struggling.”

“Perhaps you need a walk.
Get away from it a bit and come back refreshed.” The woman glanced
at her watch. “Honey, I’d walk with you but need to hurry to the
market. My grandson is coming for dinner, and I’m making
bouillabaisse. You take care. I’ll look for you
tomorrow.”

After her beach buddy left, Sarah sat
for hours sorting through her life, past and present. She
shuddered, rubbing her temples. Raoul. The old question lurked
unanswered. Keeping secrets was not how she wanted to live in
marriage. But fearful reasoning always took over. What good would
it do? Her friend Rose had mentioned God was in charge of all life
on earth and loved each one the same as the other. “Faith,” she
said “overcomes doubts of any kind. It eliminates fear and gives
joy and peace.”

But could God forgive
infidelity? She’d come to really love Rose
on the trip to France. She was such a level grounded person, who
never judged anyone until she had all the facts. Sarah buried her
head into her hands. Oh, how she wished she’d never met Raoul. She
shook her head vigorously, knowing down deep it wasn’t only
Raoul.

Years, living like a single person in
her marriage now seemed deplorable. Clay had been both breadwinner
and house keeper for more years than she wanted to count, while she
had withdrawn into a shallow, self-centered woman. When she thought
about all those years of painting all day, running on the beach,
visiting spas, and hibernating in her studio while Clay worked
full-time and then came home to work some more, she wondered why
Clay hadn’t left her long ago. It wasn’t until the France trip that
Sarah began to think about just how unhealthy the life she led
was.

In France, during the long evenings
spent under the plane tree in Provence, she listened to her friends
describe how they ran their households. It jolted her into
realizing that although marriage was intended to be a partnership,
not one-sided, hers was completely different. When it came her turn
to share, she was embarrassed to explain about her marriage. It
became clear. Her life at home was empty. How or when had she let
herself become so selfish? This Sarah, was not a person she liked
very well.

Before the trip ended, Sarah made a
decision. The urge to transform her home life became stronger and
determination began to take over. She wanted to be a better wife
and mother. It wasn’t because she wanted to be like her friends,
but more like she’d been shocked into seeing her life as it was.
She could change that, and feel good about it. The result would be
good for the entire family..

It hadn’t come easy. In fact, weeks
and months later, her routine hadn’t changed.

Baby steps. That’s what Rose had said.
“Begin with one thing at a time, and don’t take on a new chore
until you’ve mastered the last one.”

But once home, Sarah’s determination
had dimmed. Facing sure reactions from her family destroyed the
courage. It would be humiliating to answer their questions about
the change. How would she answer? Tell them their mother was in a
mid-life crisis for the better?

Down deep, she really wanted to
change. Not only did her family deserve it, but she did too. Her
successful painting career helped her self-esteem, but there was
still something lacking. She heaved a huge sigh. If things kept on
this way, change would never—could never happen. She lifted her
arms over her head and stretched long and hard. To heck with it.
Today would be the day. She would start with making dinner
tonight.

Sliding the canvas into a frame to
keep it from smearing, she packed up. It was almost four and the
boys would be home soon. Cooking. That would be a new adventure.
Visualizing Clay’s reaction when he returned to an aroma-filled
kitchen brought a smile. Probably think he was in the wrong
house.

Loud laughter directed her attention
to a young family playing Frisbee. Such happiness. She couldn’t
remember the last time she and Clay had played a game of any kind
with the boys. He wasn’t at fault. It was her, and she knew it. She
watched as the man playfully patted his wife on the buttocks, and
she in turn, twisted toward him and planted a kiss on his cheek. In
seconds, they turned back to the game.

“I want that kind of
camaraderie—that kind of togetherness and unity,” she said aloud.
Well it wasn’t going to happen overnight, but now was time to set
things in motion. Her steps were slow heading toward home. What are
earth would she prepare for dinner?

 


 


Sarah might try Sloppy Joes as a first
effort. But would she?

 


 


Sloppy Joes

1 tablespoon olive oil

1¼ pound ground chuck

¼ cup brown sugar

2 teaspoons seasoned salt

1 small onion chopped

1 red pepper chopped

1 clove garlic minced

1 tablespoon Worcestershire
sauce

2 cups tomato sauce

Dill pickles to garnish

 


Method:

Sauté onions and meat until the meat
is browned. Add the brown sugar, spices and cook for about 5
minutes. Add the tomato sauce and simmer for 20 minutes. (Add water
if it gets too thick) Scoop onto toasted buttered buns and pass the
pickles. Serve with potato chips and plenty of iced tea.

 


 



Chapter 2




“Home, Mom.” Jeff threw his backpack on a chair and headed to the
kitchen. He stopped abruptly, surprise written all over his face.
“What’re you doin’?”

“Making dinner.” Sarah
placed the knife she was using to chop vegetables down and reached
over to give him a kiss on the check. “And yes, don’t worry, I can
cook. You didn’t forget your brother, did you?”

Jeff grinned and pecked her on the
cheek. “Yep. Left him at school to find his own way
home.”

Sarah saw Corey crouching behind his
brother. She slyly reached around Jeff to tousle Corey’s hair,
causing him to burst into laughter. “Almost got you.
Right?”

Sarah gave Jeff an evil eye, then
giggled. ‘If I didn’t know better, I’d be mad.”

She gave her youngest son a big hug
and then returned to chopping vegetables, stealing a glance toward
Jeff and Corey who still stood eyeing her in wonder. “I was trying
to remember today what some of your favorite dishes were and
decided on a simple mac’n’cheese with vegetable salad. Sound
good?”

“Awesome,” Jeff stole a
carrot from the chopping board and leaned over to peck his mother
on the forehead.

Sarah grinned. Two kisses in a row. He
must be proud of her.

“Going to shoot some hoops
before dinner. Too nice a day to be inside. See you in a few.
Corey, you coming?”

“In a minute. Gotta make
sure Mom’s doing this right.” Corey leaned on the kitchen counter
and observed every motion his mother did. “So, are you sure you can
cook?”

Sarah winced. This was the very
thinking that kept her from changing things. She knew there would
be snickers and suspicions. No matter, she’d show them. “I’m sure,
but I’ll let you be the judge of that. How was school?”

“Boring. Teach gave us tons
of homework, ‘cause we spent the day going over book report
ideas.”

“Tonight, maybe you can
bounce your own ideas off your dad…” she hesitated. She could do
that as well, couldn’t she? “And me,” she added. “Maybe we can help
you decide.”

Sarah worked in silence until she was
satisfied with the salad. She stood back and marveled at how easy
it had been to make it. She’d even layered the vegetables in a
visual appealing way. It’s all good, she sighed. Minutes later, she
heard the familiar sound of Clay’s car. The back door slammed and
Clay hustled into the kitchen. “Hi hon, what’s up?”

Sarah turned and smiled, raising her
face, anticipating a kiss. “Making your dinner, that’s
what.”

Clay bent to kiss her, a grin
stretching across his face. “Really! And what prompted
this?”

Sarah’s face turned solemn. The
corners of her mouth drooped and tears filled her eyes. She wiped
her hands on the towel and reached for the dinner plates to set the
table. “I know it’s a shock, but it’s about time I shouldered some
of the work around here. I’ve been a rotten wife for the past few
years, and if it’s okay with you, I’d like to change
that.”

Clay came up behind her and wrapped
his arms around her. “I wouldn’t say rotten. More
like—preoccupied.”

“You’re too good, Clay,” she
said twisting around to face him. “How you’ve put up with me is a
mystery, but I’m sure glad you did.”

“Wasn’t too difficult.” He
tousled her short cropped hair. “Always been attracted to red
heads, you know. Want some help?”

“Love it. I’m just getting
reacquainted with the kitchen. I made macaroni and cheese casserole
and a salad.” Pausing, she grinned and gave her husband a wink of
self-assurance before waving an empty box of the pre-made entrée.
“Thought it best to tackle something safe. I was so relieved to
find it in the pantry. Maybe after dinner we can go to the new ice
cream place on Meadowbrook for desert.”

“Sounds good, and it’s great
outside, so why don’t we ride the bikes?” Before she could answer,
Clay reminded her of her usual evening routine. “But won’t you want
to paint after dinner?”

“Not tonight. It’s time I
spent some quality time with you and the boys. Thinking I might
even help them with their homework after we get back.” She didn’t
look at her husband’s reaction, but could imagine the shocked look
on his face.

Clay shook his head and reached to
take the plates from her. “Are you having painters block, or just
taking a break?”

“Neither. I’ve missed being
involved.” She wiped her hands on a tea towel and turned to direct
her eyes to meet Clay’s.

Clay set the stack of plates on the
counter and gave her a huge hug, released her and retrieved the
dishes to set the table. “Seriously hon, I’m not complaining. You
don’t have to change for me. I love you, no matter what.
Hear?”

Tears flooded Sarah’s eyes.
“I know.” Turning away, she picked up the hot pads for the
casserole then looked back. “Clay, I love you. Even during our bad
times, I’ve always loved you. It’s only been you,
only you. You know that,
don’t you?”

“I do, but…”

“But what?”

“That sounded almost like
you’re trying to convince yourself.”

Sarah bent to retrieve the casserole
from the oven. “Guess it did sound that way, but no, it’s more like
I realized today that I don’t say it enough.”

Clay took the casserole from her and
grinned. “And, what my dear happened today to make you realize
that? Something happened at the beach?”

“No, but I did see Mrs. Reed
again. We’re becoming great friends. She’s my best critic. Said my
work is coming along.” Sarah laughed. “What do you think that
means?”

“Probably that she can’t
wait to see the finished product. Shall I call the boys for
dinner?”

Sarah stood taking in the scene. She
in her apron, Clay setting the table, and delectable smells
swirling through the air. Ah, this was the way it should be. Thank
you, God, for getting my attention before it was too late. God? Why
would he even care about her after what she’d done?

 


###

 


For the next couple of weeks, the new
routine remained consistent. Sarah made breakfast for the boys and
straightened the house before starting to paint. She set a small
alarm clock that signaled when it was time to prepare dinner and
start the boys on their homework. After dinner, she and Clay spent
time together watching television, reading, or just talking.
Weekends focused on family outings, or doing chores together around
the house. Nights they lay in one another’s arms, exhausted from
endless lovemaking. The honeymoon had definitely resurfaced. They
were happier than they’d ever been—until it all changed
again.

 


 


Bouillabaisse

Note: Mrs. Reed’s version is a bit
different than the traditional, but tasty just the same.

 


1 (48 ounce) can of chopped
tomatoes

1 large onion chopped

4 garlic cloves minced

½ cup of extra virgin olive
oil

1 pound of potatoes. (Mrs. Reed uses
Yukon Gold potatoes)

1/3 cup finely chopped fennel
fords

¼ teaspoon saffron seeds

2 bottles clam juice.

1 small container of Better than
Bouillon Fish Base. (Ask your seafood counter for this) Prepare
according to instructions for 6 cups of stock.

1 teaspoon salt

1 teaspoon ground pepper

A pinch of hot pepper flakes or dash
of Tobasco.

1 pound of fresh peeled and deveined
shrimp.

½ pound of cod or halibut cut in two
inch pieces

½ pound of mussels

 


Method:

Sauté onion, garlic, spices and olive
oil, then add the potatoes, clam juice and fish stock. Boil until
vegetables are cooked. Add the halibut and shrimp and cook for
another few minutes, then toss in the mussels and cook until the
shells open. Place toasted baguette slices in the bottom of soup
bowls. Ladle the soup on top and sprinkle with parsley before
serving.

 


 



Chapter 3




Sarah rummaged through the kitchen looking for a wooden spoon. She
hunted through two drawers before realizing that Clay must have
moved them. Drat! “Why is this so hard? And why do I want to do
this?

Getting used to cleaning and
cooking was a chore—one she wasn’t comfortable with. No wonder it
had been easy to let her methodical and organized husband take
over. She began opening and shutting the rest of the drawers until
she found it over by the stove. Guess that made more sense, but it
irked her to think Clay didn’t like the way she had originally set
up her kitchen. Keep a lid on it, Sarah. He
was just trying to make things easier for him. Clay had rearranged all the cleaning supplies and placed
them into one basket to be carried from room to room. Now why
hadn’t she thought of that? Then there was the spice drawer, all
alphabetized, and the pots and pans all stacked according to size
in the stove drawer. The towel and rag drawer held everything
arranged in tidy order instead of carelessly thrown in like she
might have done. Sarah grimaced, knowing all the changes were for
the better. Yes, Mr. Wonderful was indeed wonderful. She sighed and
slammed the drawer closed.

 


###

 


The boys’ school activities were
easier for her. It felt good to become a part of homework and
events at school. Slowly, feelings of inadequacy began to
disappear, that is except for the chores in the kitchen. Staking
her ground as the woman in charge, little by little Sarah changed
the order of things in the kitchen and linen closet. A daring move,
as Clay’s organization was impeccable. It wasn’t that she was
resentful, (well maybe a little) of Clay’s expertise, but more like
she wanted to put her imprint on the house.

Buried somewhere in her psychic, pangs
of guilt still loomed, but these days she didn’t see a reason to
rock the boat with a confession that would only mean trouble. It
wasn’t like she was continuing in a sleazy affair. Heavens, she’d
only slipped once for a mere few weeks. Even so, her secret tryst
was buried beneath rubble of guilt which continued to feed
unconsciously on her mind.

Sarah’s cell rang just as she was
finishing up in the living room. The ID signaled that a much needed
respite was coming.

“Rose, how are you? Been
thinking about you.”

“Hi yourself. I thought we
should have another meeting of the Ocean Avenue Society. Will
Thursday work for you? I’m thinking dinner at seven, my
house.”

“Love to. I’ll be there, but
what can I bring? It isn’t fair for you to do all the
entertaining.”

“What’s fair is that you
girls let me do it. It’s easy for me. Remember, I don’t have the
demands of a family still at home. Just bring yourself.”

Sarah hung up. A warm and cozy feeling
passed over her. Her friends from the trip to France had vowed to
meet monthly for drinks, dinner and conversation. The gatherings
brought a time to vent, praise accomplishments, and plan the
future. No one missed a meeting. Their get-togethers trumped
pre-scheduled events and everything else that might come up. It was
like mandatory. There were five of them and each very
individualistic in her own way. Wendy, always the strong leader of
the group, had decided at age forty to take acting lessons. Daring,
maybe, but it was a good move, and the coastal summer theatre had
welcomed her, novice and all. The new venture had provided a
wonderful outlet from her stressful job as a travel agent in
downtown Portland. Wendy and her husband had one daughter, Amy, who
was on the varsity track team and at sixteen, joined her parents in
race competitions. Wendy was talking marathons now, but how she
would find time should be interesting to watch.

Then there was Penny, who was pregnant
with her third child at age forty-one and owner of the town’s
needlework shop. Penny was extremely self-sufficient, and after the
initial shock of an unplanned pregnancy, she had taken things in
stride, juggling work, home, and planning for a new baby with
streamlined precision.

By contrast, Vernie, once the
executive director of the Portland Symphony and now a writer,
worked at home. It was a shock to all of her friends when Vernie
had quit her high-powered job to write a novel. Right now, it
seemed to agree with her, but Sarah wondered how long it would be
before she became restless and yearned to return to the business
world. After all, Vernie had been used to rubbing elbows with the
movers and shakers of the area for more than fifteen
years.

Rose, older than the rest of them,
provided stability and solid advice when asked. She had lost her
husband a few years ago, and for a time, it was rough until she
realized she could develop her own identity and make it without
him.

The group was totally intertwined in
each other’s lives, and all of them knew the anguish she was going
through about Raoul. They group spent hours talking it out with
her, yet holding back their personal thoughts saying it would have
to be Sarah’s final decision. She suspected they were getting tired
of her constant indecision, but even so, they never ever showed it.
Instead, they offered rock wall support.

“Mom. I’m home.”

Goodness, the boys already? Warmth
radiated recognizing Jeff’s cheerful voice. “In the kitchen.” Gosh,
it was nice her sixteen year-old could drive to and from school.
“Hey, big guy, how was class today?”

“Dull. Mom, some of the kids
are taking a trip to Boston University to visit the campus. It’s a
two-day thing, and I really want to go.”

“You’re thinking of
attending Boston University? What happened to Hunter in New
York?”

“Nothing, just think I
should broaden my search. Wouldn’t hurt to take a look at more than
one college. What do ya think? Can I go?”

“We need to discuss it with
your dad, but I don’t see a problem. Hey, Algebra test go
well?”

“Not bad. Sure I passed. I’m
going to the sports center to shoot some baskets with the guys.
Okay?”

“Sure.” Sarah shook her head
and felt a rush of delight. Anytime Jeff wanted to get out with the
guys, she was encouraged. Not that she wasn’t proud of his perfect
grades and quiet demeanor, but he seldom socialized, preferring
instead to keep his nose in the computer or a book. Sports were at
the bottom of his interest. By contrast, Corey was like a tornado
swishing through life with only sports on his mind.

Sarah sighed and ran a hand over his
head, ruffling up his hair. “You go on, but be back by supper.
Spaghetti night.”

Okay, now for her first attempt at
Italian from scratch. She’d been using pre-made entrees because
boxed or frozen dinners were easy and fail proof, but it was time
to branch out. Ugh. Why was cooking so hard? Her family applauded
her attempts, but she knew there’d been days when the boys wished
Clay was still cooking.

She studied the recipe that Wendy had
given her. Tomato sauce, basil, oregano, onions, ground Italian
sausage, thyme, garlic, and fresh crushed roma tomatoes. Wendy said
to also add a pinch of sugar. She added each ingredient step by
step. Satisfied all was good, Sarah put the back burner on simmer
and placed the lid on the sauce.

Pangs of anxiety filled her stomach.
It had better be edible. She didn’t ask for perfection, only tasty.
It would be nice to have one high-five from her family this month.
How Rose cooked so easily made Sarah envious. Her mouth watered
just thinking about the menus at Rose’s home. Rose always insisted
on dinner meetings, and she was an excellent cook. Even so, after
the first few meetings the other girls began to bring a dish to
fill in the menu so Rose wouldn’t have the full responsibility. But
for some reason, Thursday, Rose insisted on serving without any
outside help. Wonder why?

 


 


Sarah’s
Spaghetti

1 box of Spaghetti

1 pound of Italian Sausage

1 small onion chopped

4 garlic cloves minced

1 (28 ounce) can of diced
tomatoes

1 (6 ounce) can of tomato
paste

2 cans of tomato sauce

2 cups of water

3 teaspoons of fresh basil
chopped

2 teaspoons of fresh parsley
chopped

1 ½ teaspoon brown sugar

1 teaspoon salt

¼ teaspoon pepper

½ cup of Cabernet wine

 


Method:

Brown sausage with the onion. Add the
rest of the ingredients and cook for 5 minutes. Add the wine and
simmer for several hours. If it gets too thick, add more water.
When ready to serve, cook the pasta according to the directions on
the box. Fill each plate with swirls of pasta and top with the
sauce. Sprinkle Parmesan and serve.

 


 



Chapter 4


The Cape Elizabeth Ocean Avenue Society Group sat in the library
of Rose’s home. It was cocktail hour, and as was the custom, each
of them would report on current happenings in their lives. Rose
brought the wine in and then gave the fire an extra
stoke.

Wendy started the discussion. She ran
a hand through her short unruly hair, grinning from ear to ear. “I
haven’t been idle. Guys, I love what I’m doing, and I’ve signed up
for another round of theatre classes. They are tough, but I gotta
say, rewarding. They’ve brought a new dimension to my life. Along
with the study group, I’ve hired a theater coach and meet with him
weekly. Thank goodness our winters are long here. I intend to spend
it learning everything I can about acting.” She jumped up and
struck a pose. “My dear, when do you think you’ll be through?” She
giggled. “That is a line I’ve been instructed to rehearse over and
over at least three times a day as this week’s homework.

Penny drew back in laughter. “Is that
from a play you’ll be trying out for?”

“No. The intent is to say
the sentence three times. Each time, accent a different word in
that sentence to show how it changes the tone. If the director says
to read it with annoyance, then the word “when” should be accented.
“

Sarah threw up her arm and pointed to
Wendy. “I’m so proud of you. From the rehearsals I’ve attended, I
think you have real talent. Are you still scared every time you
have to read?”

“Very. I felt like an aging
wanna-be actress the first time I met my coach. But he put me at
ease and said nice things to encourage me.”

“I can’t wait to see you on
stage in your own starring role.” Rose beamed. “Imagine the fun
you’ll have with make-up and costumes.” She turned to Vernie.
“How’s the writing going?”

“Slow. I’ve never felt so
inadequate in my life. I know what I want to say, but it stays in
my head. When I try to put it on paper, nothing comes out right.
Last month I joined an online critique group, and the stuff they
point out makes me look like a fourth-grader writing her first
essay.” Vernie shook her head, eyes closed and mouth drawn into a
fine line. “Whoever the guy was who said no problem in tackling a
new vocation at age forty was either weird, or foolish at
best.”

“Vernie, you’re brilliant.
Don’t ever forget that. It’ll all fall into place soon.” Sarah
placed a reassuring hand on Vernie’s knee and then took a sip of
wine. “How are your classes at the university coming
along?”

Vernie’s expression
instantly changed. Her eyes lit up, and she put her glass down,
pointing a finger at Sarah. “Now that’s something I’m proud of. So far,
I’m getting A’s on all the assignments. But, this is only my first
year. Next year, when the work is harder, it could be all
C’s.”

She gave a huge sigh, looking downward
before she said, “I’ve also enrolled for next semester’s course at
the Stonecoast Creative Writing School. its university sponsored
and will count toward an MFA in creative writing.”

“I’ve never heard of that
school.” Sarah questioned further. “Where is it and how long before
you complete the program?”

“It’s held at Wolfe Neck
State Park by Casco Bay in that historic home called Stonecoast
House. They offer sessions twice a year that run for ten
consecutive days. My advisor says I should be able to complete an
MFA in a year and a half.”

“Awesome. That will give you
two masters, right?”

Vernie raised her glass and giggled.
“Right you are. I’ll be over an overeducated non-famous writer, but
happy. Sarah, save me from more whining. We’re all anxious to hear
about life at the Stafford house.”

“I’ll wait until after
dinner so I can collect my words. As usual there is drama–lots of
it.”

Rose got up and headed for the
kitchen. “Dinner’s almost ready anyway, but first, I want to know
how you’re feeling, Penny.”

“Wonderful.” She stopped and
giggled. “Remember how worried I was about bringing another life
into our household because it’s been fourteen years since I had
Corey? Well, worries gone. I’m so excited. All my thoughts are on
the nursery, if it is a boy or girl, and shopping for all new
stuff. Things have really changed. I’m amazed at all the new stuff
they offer now to make life easier for Moms. I admit the fact that
I’ll be sixty when she or he goes to college still sounds scary,
but when that happens, I’ve decided to act like I’m fifty. Think
anyone will notice? Don’t anyone answer that,” she chuckled, before
continuing. “The big news is that we’re building a wing onto our
house.”

“Another bedroom?” Sarah and
Wendy asked in unison.

Sarah knew space was getting tight for
Penny, but last she heard, Penny and her husband were thinking
about purchasing a larger house. “So you’ll be staying in your
present home?”

“Yep. We love our location
and it’s near the school, so it just didn’t make sense to move, and
we have plenty of room to expand the house out back. We’re working
with an architect. He suggested we add another two bedrooms, bath,
and bonus room. Pretty aggressive I thought, but Michael likes the
idea, so the renovation will be more extensive than I
thought.”

“WOW, how many square
feet?”

“About 900. I’m getting real
excited. Can’t wait until I hear hammering.”

“Raise your glasses women,”
Vernie said, “we are taking charge and will succeed. To Sarah, for
the positive changes in caring for her home, to Wendy and her
thespian efforts, to Rose for the complete renovation of her home,
to Penny for her building project and new baby, and to me for
quitting the symphony and starting a new career.”

They toasted. Even Sarah, who for the
moment forgot all about what might be ahead.

Rose put her glass down, and stood.
“It’s time for dinner, friends. The group gathered around the large
trestle table in the great room, which was set to perfection. A
large basket in the center of the table held leaves of all colors
flanking an assortment of root vegetables. A few stray ones were
scattered at the base of the basket. At each place setting, a small
vase held bittersweet sprigs and Rose had used her fiesta ware
dishes. Much to Sarah’s surprise Rose had used Waterford wine
glasses, with pewter water glasses. Now why haven’t I ever thought
of combining casual with formal? Arugula salads with parmesan
shavings sat at each plate. Rose began ladling the soup into bowls.
“Sit, while I dish up the chowder.”

“Clam or corn ?” Vernie
asked, peering into her filled bowl.

“Corn, and here’s a basket
of fresh bread to pass.”

Vernie took a slice of homemade
sourdough bread and reached for the butter. “This smells divine.
Don’t tell me you made it?”

Rose beamed. “I did. I’ve had a spurt
of cooking energy lately.”

“It smells fantastic.”
Vernie gave a pronounced whiff of her bowl and closed her
eyes.

Rose’s broad smile said she was proud
of herself. “Dig in girls and after you’ve tasted everything, I’ll
share some news.”

Wendy laid her soup spoon down and
turned to stare at Rose “Oh no you don’t. Out with it now. I’m not
eating a bite until I hear your news.”

“Okay.” Rose stood and
raised her wine glass. “I’m so excited I get goose bumps thinking
about it.” She shivered and a blush spread across her face. “I’ll
come right out with it. Lawrence and I are getting married. Please
join me in celebrating.”

The girls broke out in unison.
“Married!?”

There was silence for a bit, then
Vernie started the toast. They clinked glasses and took a drink
before the questions flowed.

“When? Where and How?”
Vernie was all smiles. “I sound like a journalist. But seriously,
can’t wait to hear your plans.”

“He asked me on Sunday after
church. We were at the Black Point Inn for Sunday brunch, and
without warning, he took my hand and said, ‘Rose, why don’t we get
married? Exact words.”

“Well,” Penny winked, “I
gotta say the minute I arrived tonight, I knew something was up.
You are simply glowing. But my thought was only that Lawrence had
really made a difference in your life, all for the good. I didn’t
think about marriage. Were you ready for the question?”

“Yes and no. We’ve been
dating…she paused. “Heavens, at my age that sounds so juvenile. But
we’ve seen each other almost daily since he finished my kitchen,
and, I must say, we have found a companionship which is both
exciting and comfortable. Admittedly, the thought of sharing my
life with him has occurred, but I hadn’t allowed myself to think
about marriage. That’s entirely another thing, especially at our
age.

Vernie leaned forward to get a better
look at Rose. “So when’s the wedding? Can we all help with
plans?”

“You bet. Course you know I
have lots of family but oh my…well we don’t know yet about when,
where, or how we want the wedding to be. Please, girls, eat before
the soup gets cold.”

Vernie took charge. “I can eat, talk,
and take notes. Rose what would be your dream wedding with
Lawrence?”

Rose wiped her mouth with her napkin.
“I want only family, our pastor, and the Ocean Avenue Society
there. No frills, just lots of love and joy.”

“I like it. What would you
say about the ceremony here at your house? I mean it’s actually
where you met Lawrence and the two of you have made it
special.”

Rose ran a hand across her eyes.
Unintentional tears sprang, waiting to spill in a burst of
happiness. “I would love that, but Lawrence and I haven’t talked
about where yet. Do you think it forward if I suggest
it?”

“Of course not. This is your
wedding, not the grooms.” Penny winked and got up to pour coffee.
“I think Lawrence will be glad to have that decision out of the
way. Men don’t like the details, just getting the bride. You
are going to live here,
aren’t you?”

“Yes Penny, we are. Lawrence
is okay with it. He insists on paying me for all of the renovation
costs, after he sells his house. I told him he didn’t need to, but
well, he is proud and wants to make sure he pays his
way.”

Sarah laid her spoon down and took a
drink of wine. “Well, I know someone who wants to give you a
painting as a wedding present, so plan on selecting one from my
collection. Anything you want, hear?”

Rose glanced downward, then raised her
eyes to meet Sarah’s. “Can I have one from our time in
France?”

“You bet, anything you want.
I’m looking forward to getting to know Lawrence better. How do the
kids feel about the marriage?”

Rose rolled her eyes, and a chuckle
escaped. “They don’t know yet. You all are the first to
know.”

“Goodness,” Vernie said,
twirling her finger around the edge of her glass. “Isn’t it
interesting how we all share our news with each other before anyone
else? Sort of like it gives us courage to spill to our
families.”

Penny nodded
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