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Dedication

 

This book is dedicated to my cousin Jacque Howard Granec. This was the book she always wanted to write, and told me about many times. She also wanted to send it to me to finish, but after her death in the summer of 2018, the manuscript couldn’t be found. I hope I’ve done justice to the book that was Jacque’s dream. This has been a labor of love. Rest in peace, Jacque. 

 

I’d also like to thank my dear friends and extended family, Ellen, Delmar, and Tyson Wrensch as well as Mardell Gully, for so graciously allowing me to use them as characters in this book. Like Ellen and Carole in the book Ellen and I have been best friends since the fall of 1960 when I first entered high school.


Chapter One

“I can’t believe it, Grandma. Jeremy asked me to marry him, and I said yes.”

Carole Martinson smiled at her granddaughter’s announcement. Just three months ago, Emily, called her with the news of meeting Jeremy Nelson, and how she just knew he was ‘The One’.

“Isn’t it a little soon?” Carole asked. “I mean, you just met three months ago. You should really get know him, before you jump into anything.”

“Oh, Grandma,” Emily gushed, “that’s so old fashioned. Those long courtships are for your generation, not mine. I knew the minute I first saw him that we’d be together for the rest of our lives. We’re planning a wedding for the Thanksgiving weekend. We’ve booked a cruise for everyone. It’s a wedding present from Jeremy’s grandpa. He has a ton of money, and wanted our wedding to be special. The only thing you’ll have to pay for is the airfare from Wisconsin to Florida, and Daddy said he’d cover the cost. See? You have no reason to say you can’t make it.”

Carole contemplated the idea. For years, she and her husband, Rod, said they were going to take a cruise, but the timing had never been right. When Rod died after a long and exhausting battle with pancreatic cancer, she knew she would never get the opportunity to fulfill her dreams of sailing on the high seas. 

“How can I say no? I’ll be there, with bells on,” Carole said. “I don’t want to scare anyone, so I’ll have to do some heavy-duty shopping. I think this calls for a whole new wardrobe.”

“I’m so excited!” Emily said. “I can hardly wait for you to meet Jeremy, and his whole family. They’re really great people. I know you’ll fall in love with each and every one of them.”

They talked about all the plans Emily and Jeremy were making for not only their wedding, but their life together. It was apparent Jeremy, as well as his family, had more money than they needed. Emily and Jeremy were planning to move to Los Angeles, where Jeremy’s father headed a branch of the business he would be managing.

“Before I let you go,” Carole said, “I want to tell you not to look for something old. I have the pearls my grandmother gave me for my wedding. She wore them, and so did my mother. My mother died when I was still a little girl, so I’m pleased my grandmother saved them. I would be honored if you would wear them at your wedding. I almost forgot; there are matching teardrop earrings, as well.”

“Oh, Grandma, that would be so special. I can hardly wait to see them. Mom and Dad will be excited as well. We’re going shopping for wedding dresses this weekend, so we’ll keep the pearls in mind. This is going to be so special. To think, I’ll be wearing the same pearls my grandma, great-grandma, and great-great-grandma wore. I’ll feel so elegant. I love you, Grandma.”

“I love you too, Sweetie. I’m looking forward to your wedding, and meeting your young man, and his family.”

After the phone conversation, Carole thought back to another whirlwind courtship and marriage. She’d been just eighteen when Phillip Vanderlin entered her life. They’d met during her freshman year at the University of Wisconsin, in Madison. He’d swept her off her feet, and within six weeks, not only were they engaged, but they’d eloped.

It had been a short marriage. Since both sides of the family were so opposed to their union, their marriage soon ended in divorce. She continued her education, while Phillip’s parents insisted that he return to New York immediately, and forget all this nonsense of being married to someone who they considered to be socially unacceptable. 

Although she knew it was for the best, she still grieved the loss of her first love. Three years later, after she graduated from the UW with honors, she met and married Rodney Martinson.

“You’re a silly old woman,” she said aloud to the bathroom mirror, after brushing her teeth before going to bed.

It’s been years since I thought of Phillip. I know it’s silly, but I wonder whatever happened to him. After our short marriage and even longer divorce, I never heard another word from him. I hope he married someone who was acceptable to his family. I pray he found the same happiness I did with Rod.

Turning off the bathroom light, Carole made her way to the bedroom where the T.V. would be her companion until she went to sleep. She’d bought it shortly after Rod’s death, and made certain it could be programmed to turn off after she went to sleep.

The murder mystery being played out on the small screen did little to hold her interest, and she soon slipped off to a dream filled sleep.

 

~ * ~

 

Within her dream, she saw Phillip and herself as they planned their secret elopement. It was a beautiful April day when they drove to Iowa, where Phillip arranged for them to be married at the Little Brown Church in the Vale.

Her wedding dress was a white suit, rather than the traditional dress she’d always dreamed of wearing. Phillip looked dashing in his suit, complete with a white shirt and a blue and white striped tie.

She could see the pearls and earrings she’d been given on her sixteenth birthday. At the time, Grandma Howard told her she knew she wouldn’t live to see her oldest granddaughter married, so she wanted to be sure she had the pearls for her wedding. Within less than two years, she passed away, making her earlier prediction truth. She’d taken the earrings to the jeweler, and had them turned from clipped to pierced.

The minister met them at the altar, and asked their ages. When they produced their birth certificates that verified that she was eighteen and Phillip was twenty-one, the minister started the service, with his wife and the groundskeeper acting as witnesses.

They’d been so happy spending the night in Iowa before returning to the campus, and she moved from her dorm room to Phillip’s apartment.

The second semester ended in May, and they had a dilemma. Phillip’s parents insisted he should come back to New York for the summer break, while her father wanted her to come back to the farm in Rock County. They were left with no option but to tell both sides of the family about their marriage.

It didn’t take long for Ralph Howard to arrive in Madison, followed by Thomas and Pauline Vanderlin.

 

~ * ~

 

Carole awoke with a start. It had been years since she’d dreamed of Phillip, and their doomed marriage. She remembered having the same dream many times before she’d met Rod. It always ended the same way, with her father and Phillip’s parents arriving to drive a wedge between the two of them. As it had when she was younger, the dream left her drenched in sweat, and too haunted by the past to go back to sleep. Why would I dream about Phillip now? she thought. I should be dreaming about Emily’s upcoming wedding.

Rather than try to determine the meaning of the dream, Carole turned on the T.V., and surfed through the channels. When she found nothing worth watching, she switched it off, and decided to call her best friend, Ellen, who was in California. It was only half past ten in Wisconsin, and the west coast was two hours behind that.

“What are you doing, calling me this late at night?” Ellen teased, after she answered the call. “I thought you told me you were usually in bed long before this.”

“I was, but I had a disturbing dream, and now I’m wide awake. Can you talk for a few minutes?”

“Of course. What could be so disturbing?”

Carole knew the only person she could talk to about this was Ellen. Back in their college days, they’d been roommates when Carole and Phillip eloped. Now that Carole’s father and second husband were both gone, Ellen was the only living person who knew of the secret marriage.

“I dreamed about when Phillip and I got married,” she said. “It was just like it was happening all over again. Of course, I woke up when our parents showed up, mad as wet hens.”

“Why in the world would you dream about that?” Ellen asked. “My God, Carole, that’s ancient history. Did you even tell Rod about him?”

“You know I did. He had to know why I wasn’t a virgin on our wedding night.”

“I don’t know why you had to explain anything to him. It was the sixties. There was free love all over the campus. Anyway, I ask again, why would you dream about that almost sixty years after it all happened?”

“I suppose it was because I had a call from Emily. She’s met this guy, and she’s head over heels for him. They’re getting married. It’s going to be on a cruise, and I’m invited, all expenses paid.”

“Now, that’s great news,” Ellen said. “When is the wedding?”

“Thanksgiving weekend. I guess her fiancé’s grandfather is so rich, he’s booked the cruise and is paying the passages for everyone they’re inviting. Emily said her folks are paying for my ticket to fly from Chicago to Miami, so I guess I’ll have to do some heavy-duty shopping. I can’t go down there wearing what I have in my closet.”

Her comment was met with silence on the other end of the line.

“I’ve got a great idea,” Ellen said.

Carole knew all about Ellen’s ideas and wondered what this one would entail.

“You know my son Tyson does a lot of traveling, and has more free tickets than he can ever use,” Ellen went on. “I’ll give him a call, and set everything up. You can come out here, and we’ll go on a shopping spree. You know I’m always looking for a reason for the two of us to spend quality time together. There are some great shops up in San Francisco. You’ll be the best-dressed Granny at the wedding.”

As much as Carole wanted to protest her friend’s generous offer, she got caught up in the excitement of spending time with Ellen. That alone made her start planning her trip to California.

 

~ * ~

 

Carole’s plane landed in California. In Wisconsin, the first snow of the season had fallen in the early part of October, and, even though it melted away, a cold snap had hit, and Halloween promised to be cold enough for the kids to wear snowsuits underneath their costumes. She was glad she would be spending the holiday in California, and not freezing, handing out candy.

“Over here,” Ellen called as soon as Carole entered the baggage claim area.

The excitement of the trip soon overcame Carole, and she ran to embrace the friend who knew her every secret.

“I’ve been counting the days to Ellen-time,” Carole confessed.

“Me, too. You know how the kids tease me about counting the days until Carole-time? I had a call from my daughter, Mardell, and she predicted we would be doing a lot of giggling.” 

“She’ll never let us live that one down, will she?” Carole immediately remembered the first time she’d visited Ellen in California. The two of them sat up most of the night talking and giggling. The next morning, the kids said they didn’t know their mother knew now to giggle.

“That was a great night, though,” Ellen said. “Anyway, I have big plans before Del insists we have to go to Reno so that he can gamble. Tyson is coming up there too, so he can get to see you.”

“What kind of plans, other than shopping?” Carole asked, her interest piqued.

Over the years, Carole made several trips to California, and it always ended up with them going to Reno, or Tahoe. Even though Ellen and Rod didn’t like to gamble, Carole and Del enjoyed going to the casino. It became a joke between the two couples. Now, with Rod gone, Carole’s gambling gene, as Ellen called it, had dimmed. She would play the nickel slots a little, but now that she had to watch every penny, gambling was a special treat.

As Carole remembered the past, she recalled the first time the four of them went to Tahoe together, along with Ellen and Del’s kids. She and Del hit the casino, while Rod and Ellen stayed at the hotel with the kids. They were playing blackjack when the dealer had said, “You and your husband are really doing well.” The comment made Carole laugh, especially when she’d replied, “Oh, that’s not my husband, that’s my best friend’s husband.” The dealer seemed to be in shock when she came back with “Where is your husband?” Ready to keep up the joke, she said, “He’s back at the hotel with my best friend. Now shut up and deal.” Over the years, she’d gotten a lot of mileage out of that story.

“Well, tonight we’re going out to dinner, afterward, we’ll spend the night at the house. Tomorrow the two of us are going shopping, and the next day, we’re going up to Wine County. We can enjoy some of the wineries, while Del goes to the casino. Del got us a comped room, and the next morning we’ll come back home and leave for Reno. Another thing is, Tyson sent me a prepaid credit card in your name to pay for your shopping.”

Ellen handed Carole the Visa card with her name on it. The envelope that housed it read: Here’s a little something for your shopping spree. I hope two thousand will cover it, but if it doesn’t, let me know. I love you, Aunt Carole—Tyson.

Carole couldn’t believe it. “This is too much…I couldn’t…”

“Of course, you can,” Ellen said. “You can thank Tyson when we get to Reno.”

“Speaking of Reno, aren’t you worried about snow in the mountains, Del?”

Del laughed at her comment. “No, because we’re flying. Tyson has everything set for us to fly to Reno. Once we land, he’ll be there to pick us up, and take us to the hotel. He has a show booked that he wants us to see. I told him it was exactly what you needed.”

The generosity of her friends never ceased to amaze Carole. Rather than argue further, she hugged Ellen tightly, before retrieving her luggage.

 

~ * ~

 

Their plane landed in Reno, and as soon as they entered the baggage claim area, Tyson was waiting for them. He was easy to spot, since he stood well over six-foot-five, and was strikingly handsome.

In no time flat, their luggage was retrieved, and taken to Tyson’s vehicle for the trip to the hotel.

For the first time in too long, Carole went to the blackjack table with Tyson, while Del and Ellen hit the slots. As it had so many years earlier, her luck was with her. Within less than an hour, she’d tripled her money. Pleased with her winnings, she insisted on taking her friends out. As usual, they declined her offer, and paid for her meal. Even so, it felt good to be able to make the offer.

After dinner, they went to the show Tyson booked for them. Carole was awed by the show’s beauty, as she always was when they came to Nevada.

For the next two days, Carole and Ellen explored the stores and other attractions while the guys gambled. All too soon, it was time for them to return to their everyday lives. Knowing she would be flying home from Reno, Carole shipped the majority of her luggage, as well as her new purchases home. It certainly made the trip home stress free.

 

~ * ~

 

By the time Carole’s California vacation was over, she was ready to leave for Florida and Emily and Jeremy’s wedding cruise. Her new cruise wardrobe took almost all of the money Tyson gifted her with, so she knew she would look fabulous.

The day before she was to leave for Florida, Carole went to the salon for a manicure and pedicure, along with a new hairstyle. She toyed with the idea of coloring her hair, but decided it would be an unnecessary expense, at her age.

Not wanting to mess up her nails, she treated herself to dinner at her favorite Chinese restaurant. She didn’t like going there alone, but this was a special occasion. Tomorrow, she would be going to Florida to join her family, as they watched her granddaughter get married.


Chapter Two

Phillip listened as Jeremy and Emily made the announcement about getting married. How he envied these two youngsters who were ready to start their new life together.

“So, when are you planning this wedding?” Phillip inquired. “I hope I’ll be able to attend.”

“We were talking about Thanksgiving weekend,” Jeremy replied. “We haven’t made any concrete plans yet. We thought maybe we’d have a destination wedding, but that’s as far as we’ve gotten.”

“That’s good,” Phillip said. “How would it be, if I gave you your destination wedding? It would be my pleasure to pay for whatever cruise you and your guests would like to invite, as long as I’m invited, that is.”

“Oh, Mr. Vanderlin, that’s way too much,” Emily protested.

“Nonsense. I have the money, and what good is it if I can’t do something special for my family? And another thing, young lady. none of this Mr. Vanderlin stuff. I want you to call me Grandpa, unless that would be disrespectful to your family.”

“It wouldn’t be disrespectful at all, Grandpa. My Grandpa Martinson died a few years ago, and I never knew my mother’s parents. It will be so special to have a grandpa in my life.”

Phillip could sense a bit of sadness in her voice, but at the same time, she seemed pleased to be able to be less formal in his presence.

“Then it’s settled. You make your guest list, choose the cruise, and I’ll make all the arrangements. It’s been a long time since I’ve been able to plan a special trip. Back in the day, before your grandma left us, we loved to travel. You probably don’t know it, but when we were traveling, we went to all seven continents, even cruised to Antarctica. It’s been a long time since I’ve been so excited about planning a vacation. Now you two need to get back to the States, and I have some major plans to make.”

 

~ * ~

 

Within two weeks, Jeremy called. He told him of the cruise they wanted to take, and a tentative guest list. After a visit to his travel agent, he’d booked suites for the parents and grandparents, and the same for Jeremy and Emily, after they were married. For the other guests, he booked staterooms. As for the airfare, that was up to each individual. At the same time, he booked his flight from Paris to Miami.

Phillip was pleased with his grandson’s choice of the Norwegian Cruise Line’s Norwegian Getaway Seven-Day Western Caribbean from Miami cruise. He knew all the ports of call from when he and Bridget took a similar cruise, twenty years earlier.

Once the plans were finalized, he and his valet, Pierre, went shopping for a cruise wardrobe. He knew this shopping trip was long overdue. Nowadays, he saw no need to shop for clothes, considering his social life dwindled down to being almost non-existent since Bridget’s passing. The idea of the cruise invigorated him, and brought new life into his mind, as well as his heart.

 

~ * ~

 

Phillip checked his luggage in at the airport in Paris. As he did, he thought about how quickly Jeremy and Emily decided to get married. He’d been pleased he could give them the destination wedding they wanted. Like he’d told the kids, what good was money, if you couldn’t do something special with it every now and then?

Thinking about the wedding, he remembered the girl he’d met in college. Carole Howard was one of the most beautiful girls on the campus of the University of Wisconsin, Madison. They’d been impulsive, and eloped to Iowa toward the end of her freshman year and his junior year. The plan had been to continue their studies, and when he graduated the following May, they would return to New York. Carole could’ve easily transferred her credits if she wanted to finish her education.

Of course, everything went south once their parents found out about the marriage. His parents acted like the snobs they were, saying she was beneath him socially; they insisted on a divorce. Having no say in what happened, they packed his belongings and took him back to New York to finish getting his degree. How he wished he’d stood up to them.

As for Carole’s father, he was outraged about not knowing of the plans. Mr. Howard completely agreed with the Vanderlins, and took Carole back to their farm.

He prayed Jeremy and Emily’s marriage would be better than his first marriage to Carole.

Phillip’s flight was called and he settled into his first-class seat. As he waited for takeoff, he wondered why he was thinking of Carole. He’d neither heard from her, nor seen her since the day his parents took him back to New York. In fact, he hadn’t thought about her in years. When he met Bridget around the time he’d graduated, he forgot all about his first disastrous marriage. They had been happily married for fifty years when she died from a brain aneurysm.

 

~ * ~

 

Once the midflight meal was served, Phillip settled back into the plush seat. He hadn’t bothered with buying a set of earphones, since he’d already seen the movie they were showing. Instead, he closed his eyes, and immediately drifted off to sleep.

In his dreams, he saw Carole, as she’d been on the day of their wedding in Iowa. The long-forgotten memory was clear, as if he were truly standing next to her. Her ash-brown hair hung long and loose around her shoulders. She wore a Jackie-Kennedy-style pillbox hat, along with a white linen suit accented with a jewel tone blouse, a single strand of pearls, and teardrop pearl earrings.

Phillip watched the wedding service as he’d seen it so many years earlier. From there, the scene switched to the wedding night. His body actually tingled as it had when they first made love. The tender scene was replaced with three angry parents, intent on tearing them apart, and starting the divorce proceedings. Within the blink of an eye, he was starting his senior year at NYU. He’d sent letters to Carole’s family farm, but they all came back marked ‘return to sender’.

The announcement over the plane’s PA system brought him out of his dream. “We will be landing in Miami in about half an hour,” one of the stewardesses announced. “Please return your seats to the upright position, stow your tray tables, and fasten your seatbelts.”

As Phillip rubbed the remnants of sleep from his eyes, he was surprised to hear Bridget’s voice in his mind.

‘I always knew I wasn’t your first love. Even if you never told me about Carole, your mother did. I think she thought knowing you’d been married before would have scared me off. It did just the opposite. I wanted you, and was secretly pleased when your parents decided they didn’t want anything to do with us. Carole was your first love, and I was your second, but there is a third in your future. Go into it with the knowledge of maturity. Those of us who have been in your life know this is meant to be. I love you with all my heart, but I’m no longer by your side. You are still capable of love. Find someone to make your remaining years memorable.’

Phillip shook his head, almost unable to comprehend how he could hear from his dead wife. With her passing, he’d vowed he would never love again. He’d loved Carole enough to ask her to marry him, but he didn’t know real love until he met Bridget. She had become his lasting love for fifty years.

Was he ready for another love to enter his life? He doubted it. At his age, he didn’t need love, other than that of his children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren. To think of a love affair brought back the memories of what true love was. It was love for him, not for the fortune he’d amassed over the last fifty plus years.

The sound of the landing gear locking in place forced him to put his thoughts of the two women who had been so important in his life, and future love, on the back burner. He knew once he cleared customs that he would be meeting his daughter, Nina.

At his instructions, Nina planned the dream wedding for Jeremy and Emily. Phillip prayed it would live up to the expectations of his grandchildren. Nina assured him she’d been in touch with Emily’s mother, Janice Martinson, and they’d planned everything down to the finest detail together. It was going to be a day none of them would ever forget.

 

~ * ~

 

At the hotel he’d booked for the night, Phillip’s son-in-law, Mark, along with Jeremy, were waiting for him.

“I hope you slept on the plane, Grandpa,” Jeremy said. “We’re planning to take you out to dinner tonight, our treat, this time. I made reservations for us at Surf Side this evening, for six. Emily and her folks will be there, along with her grandmother.”

Phillip thought of when Jeremy first brought Emily to Paris to get his blessing for their marriage. At that time, he’d treated them to the top restaurants in Paris. He knew they’d both been awed by his selections. Being so far away, he hadn’t gotten the chance to get to know the family of the young lady who would become his grandson’s wife.

Over the years, he’d heard about Surf Side, but with no reason to visit Miami, had never been there. He did know it was a seafood restaurant, and the kids knew this was one of his weaknesses. He’d never eaten much seafood, until he met Bridget. Her parents were from Maine, and it was there he had his first fresh lobster. On the night he married Carole they had lobster, but being in Iowa, it wasn’t the same as what he was served in Maine.

“That sounds like a plan. Do I have time for a shower?” he asked, knowing there was plenty of time for him to clean up and shave before they would have to leave for the restaurant.

“Of course, you do, Dad,” Nina said. “We’ll go downstairs to the bar and meet you there when you get ready.”

Philip agreed and headed for the shower. Even though he’d been able to sleep on the flight from Paris, he knew he really needed a nap. Instead, he got into the shower, and let the spray of the hot water reinvigorate him.

Judging by the way his son-in-law and grandson were dressed, Phillip opted for a pair of white slacks and a yellow shirt. Looking in the mirror, he could hear Bridget telling him he’d chosen correctly for the evening.

 

~ * ~

 

Carole’s flight from Chicago arrived almost on time, which seemed like a miracle, since they were late in taking off because of the weather. 

Carole sighed in relief when the pilot announced the temperature in Miami was in the mid-seventies. She knew she certainly wouldn’t need the winter coat she’d brought with her.

After landing and making her way to the baggage claim area, Carole looked around until she finally saw Robbie, Janice, and Emily, waiting for her.

“We checked with the airline, and they said you were delayed getting out of Chicago,” Emily greeted her. “We were worried you wouldn’t get here on time. I’m so happy to see you, Grandma.”

“I was worried, too,” Carole said. “I guess we must have made up time somewhere along the line. I’m just glad to be here. Will I have time for a nap?”

Her daughter-in-law, Janice, checked her watch. “Unfortunately, I don’t think you do. We’ll get you to the hotel. You should have time for a shower, but we have reservations to meet Jeremy’s family at six.”

“So, where are we going?” Carole inquired.

“Have you ever heard of Surf Side?” asked Carole’s son, Robbie. “It’s supposed to be a top seafood restaurant. Sounds a bit pricey to me, but I’m not footing the bill, so I guess I’ll just enjoy the food.”

“Daddy is worried about us looking like the poor relatives, compared to Jeremy’s family,” Emily said. “I’ve met them all, and they’re great people.”

Robbie gave her a mock salute.

“Just because they have money doesn’t mean they’re snobs.”

Carole thought back to the day she first met Phillip’s parents. They immediately deemed her unworthy of their son. With Robbie, it was snobbery in reverse.

“Don’t judge them based on their net worth,” Carole cautioned. “Believe me, Robbie, if you don’t change your attitude, it could be disastrous for Emily and Jeremy’s happiness.”

“Since when have you become an expert in things like this, Mom?”

“Since always. Just take it from me, I knew a girl in college who eloped, and when the groom’s family got wind of it, they insisted he divorce her because she wasn’t on their same social level. It was devastating for her. I don’t want your reverse-snobbery ruining things for Emily and Jeremy.”

“Your mom is right, Robbie,” Carole’s daughter-in-law agreed. “We’ve met Jeremy and liked him immediately, even before we learned his family has money. It’s not like we’re paupers.”

“Well, we can’t afford to book passage for all of the wedding guests on a cruise. Of course, you’re right. You’re always right. You too, Mom. Now let’s grab your luggage, and get over to the hotel.”

Carole worried about her son’s attitude. She prayed the Nelson family would win him over. So what if Jeremy’s grandfather had enough money to finance a cruise? It didn’t mean he was as snobbish as Thomas and Pauline Vanderlin.

Once they were in the car, Carole reached into her purse and pulled out the box containing the pearl necklace and earrings for Emily to wear at her wedding.

“Oh, Grandma, these are so beautiful,” Emily gushed. “They are going to look perfect with my wedding dress. I can’t thank you enough.”

“Seeing the smile on your face is thanks enough for me,” Carole said. “I wore them at my wedding, and I know your great-grandma would be so pleased to know you will be wearing them for your wedding. They’re not like the synthetic pearls everyone buys today. These pearls are the genuine article.”

“Why is it I never saw those pearls, Mom?” Robbie asked.

“These pearls were passed down through my family, just as the jewelry Janice wore at her wedding came from her family.”

“Not really, Mom,” Janice said. “There was nothing special about them, but I wanted everyone to think they were special. My folks were hard put to pay for our wedding. There wasn’t anything to be handed down. I bought the necklace and earrings at the bridal shop where I found my dress. Mom was horrified to think I was going to spend twenty dollars on something so foolish as jewelry, but I told her it was my wedding, and I wanted to have something special to wear.”

“Oh, dear, if I’d known that, I would have insisted you wear the pearls. I just didn’t want to step on your parents’ toes.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Janice assured her. “It makes Emily being able to wear them all the more special.”

By the time they finished their conversation, Robbie pulled up to the hotel. The valet parked the car for them while they took the bags up to the room that had been reserved for Carole.

After shedding her long-sleeved sweater and heavy slacks, Carole luxuriated in the free-standing shower her room afforded her. From her clothes, she chose a white skirt, along with a red top. She finished off the outfit with the white sandals Ellen insisted she would need for the trip.

“You don’t look too bad, for an old gal,” she said to the reflection in the mirror. “Not bad at all.”


Chapter Three

Phillip was ready and anxious to meet Emily’s family. It was evident she made his grandson very happy.

Once again, Phillip remembered his first wedding to Carole Howard. It had been hard to watch his parents put Carole down, just because her father wasn’t as rich or socially acceptable as they were. To him, it never mattered if she was rich, or poor. He’d loved her, but was too young, and didn’t have the balls to stand up to his parents about who he’d chosen to marry.

Checking his watch, Philip realized he’d taken more time than he thought he would. It was time for him to go down to the bar and meet his family, to go to the restaurant.

He saw Mark and Jeremy sitting at the bar. Mark was looking at his watch, indicating they were ready to leave for the restaurant.

“It looks like I took a little too long getting dressed,” Phillip commented.

“Not to worry, Grandpa,” Jeremy said. “They have a bar at the restaurant, and you can get your first drink there.”

Phillip’s daughter, Nina, got off the bar stool and gave him a kiss on the cheek, while Mark paid the tab. 

“I think you’re going to love this restaurant, Dad,” she said. “Mark and I ate there the last time we were in town. Thankfully, it’s close enough to the hotel that we can walk. We didn’t see a point in
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