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Wendy Lovell, a former primary school teacher with a Bachelor of Arts degree in Psychology and a minor in Education, has been an avid novel reader since childhood.

In There Is A Rainbow In The Clouds, Ms. Lovell continues to explore the complexities of relationships, emotions, and personal growth, drawing on her academic background and keen insights into human psychology. This book is infused with the vibrant colors and warm spirit of Barbados, and Ms. Lovell’s rich cultural heritage is intricately woven into the narrative, creating a celebration of the diversity of the human experience.

Ms. Lovell resides in Barbados, her birthplace, and can be contacted via email at wendylovell_1@hotmail.com or through her Facebook page.
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This is book two in The Sun Shines Again series.  It takes you on a continual emotional journey that chronicles the lives of Maria, Charles, David, and their family and friends. You will observe how they cope with the joys and heartaches they encounter and learn more about the Caribbean island of Barbados.
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Chapter 1


Searching for Maria
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Charles knocked hesitantly on the front door of Maria’s home, his nerves on edge.

“Who is it?” called a high-pitched voice from inside, unfamiliar to him.

“It’s Charles Pierre. May I speak to Maria?”

“She doesn’t live here anymore,” replied a woman as she opened the door, standing with a toddler on her hip.

Charles blinked in surprise, struggling to gather his thoughts. “You’re Kerry, right? Pleased to meet you,” he said, extending a hand, offering a smile. He glanced at the child, who was sucking on a red and white lollipop and watching him with wide-eyed curiosity.

“Yes, Maria told me about you,” Kerry said, shifting the boy to her other hip before shaking Charles’ hand.

“And is this little fellow your son?” Charles asked.

“Yes. Say hi, John,” Kerry urged, looking down at the boy.

“Hi, are you Auntie Maria’s friend?” John asked between licks of his lollipop.

Charles grinned. “Yes, I am. Where does she live now?” he asked, noticing the brief frown that flickered across Kerry’s face.

“I’m not at liberty to say. Maria will have to tell you herself,” she replied, setting John down on a nearby chair and rubbing her hip.

Charles stroked his chin, deep in thought. “I’ll ask her when I see her,” he said, masking his disappointment with a smile. He took a moment to notice Kerry’s petite frame in the slightly loose navy-blue house dress she was wearing.

“Thank you for your time. When you hear from her, please tell her I stopped by and ask her to call me.”

Kerry promised to relay the message, and Charles left, contemplating his next move. Should he call Maria’s cell, visit her workplace, or wait to see if she would respond?

It had been ten months since he last spoke to Maria. After that disastrous weekend at the hotel in New York, Maria had refused to take his calls. He wanted to apologize and ask her for another chance to let their budding relationship grow. Deciding he needed to clear his head, Charles drove to his favorite bar in Hastings for a Rum and Coke.

“Old habits die hard!” said John Best, one of Charles’ good friends, as he strolled into the Lucky Horse Shoe.

“Yeah, you’re right,” Charles chuckled, settling onto a stool beside John and ordering a double shot of Rum and Coke. “What’s the score?” he asked, gesturing toward a football match between Spain and England playing on one of the bar’s large screens.  

“Two-nil, Spain,” John drawled, his face slightly flushed from alcohol. “Didn’t expect to see you here tonight, but it’s Friday, so I guess I’m not surprised,” he added, eyeing Charles curiously.

“I’m back in Barbados for a few weeks, and you know this is my spot,” Charles grinned, taking a sip of his drink. “How are things with you? Is Janet still in the picture? How are the kids?”

Charles and John had met years ago when Charles, newly married, moved into John’s neighborhood. They’d become fast friends and had kept in touch over the years. John, retired from the Royal Barbados Police Force after rising to the rank of Superintendent, had started a successful food business with two Mini-Marts.  His love life had been more complicated, with two marriages, several affairs, and a brief fling. Despite the ups and downs, he now had a steady girlfriend, Janet, and two kids.

“Janet’s doing fine, and the kids are good,” John replied. “Henry turns twenty-one on Tuesday. He is studying Political Science at UWI. Pearl is eighteen and pursuing a degree in Management at BCC.”

“Glad to hear it. Things are going well with my apartment building project in New York, but I’m back in Bim for some rest and relaxation, and to visit the family. You know this is my second home, I can’t stay away for too long,” Charles said. His attention turned to the game on the screen. “Wow! That was a fantastic goal by England. The game’s really heating up now.”

John’s eyes gleamed. “Care to make a wager? A Grantley to whoever picks the winner.”

“You’re on. I’m calling England. I guess that leaves you with Spain,” Charles grinned, taking another gulp of his drink. “It’s two-all with fifteen minutes left, so it’s anyone’s game.”

“Spain’s got this. You’ll see,” John declared, finishing his drink.

Twenty minutes later, Charles handed over a hundred-dollar bill with a reluctant sigh.

“Better luck next time, my friend,” John said with a broad smile,  patting Charles on the shoulder.

After losing the bet, Charles decided to call it a night. On the drive home, his thoughts turned to Maria. He decided to text her. Once home, he parked his car, unlocked the front door of his bungalow, and settled on the couch.

Pulling out his phone, he typed: “Hi Maria, how are you? Can I take you to lunch tomorrow?’’

He waited anxiously. Five minutes later, her reply came: “I’m fine, but I don’t want to go to lunch with you.’’

Charles, just happy that she responded, felt encouraged. He pressed on: “Can I bring you lunch tomorrow?’’ He stood up, pacing the room, phone in hand.

Two minutes later, her response arrived: “Yes, you can. Bring a Chefette snack box and a milkshake.’’

Charles smiled, replying that he’d be at her workplace by noon. Feeling hopeful, he set his phone on the coffee table, turned on the stereo, and began singing along with Barry White’s You’re the First, the Last, My Everything, optimism blooming for the first time in months.
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Chapter 2


A Fragile Trust
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Maria Brathwaite rolled over in bed and glanced at her cell phone; it registered the time as seven o'clock. She jumped out of bed, realizing she had overslept. She wanted to be at work by eight-thirty for the usual nine o'clock Saturday opening of the clothing store she managed. Although she had assigned two employees to open the store and had confidence in their ability, she believed in leading by example, so she preferred to arrive before the start of business.  

After buttoning her blue and black silk blouse, which complemented her blue denim jeans, Maria slipped on her black leather block-heeled mules. She unlocked and opened the front door of her apartment, grabbed her black leather handbag from the console table, dashed out, locking the door behind her, and headed to the nearby bus stop. A minibus arrived quickly, and she squeezed into a seat near the door for the fifteen-minute ride, trying to block out the pounding music that threatened to give her a headache. She was grateful that, in a few days, she’d be driving her new car. A surge of both dread and excitement washed over her as she thought about her lunch meeting with Charles. She couldn’t avoid seeing him any longer, so she’d finally agreed to meet him. When the minibus reached her stop, she hopped out and made her way to the store.

Charles swung into the parking lot of the shopping mall that housed Distinctive Clothing. He parked and gingerly got out, balancing Maria's lunch in one hand while locking the vehicle. Maria caught a glimpse of him from the back of the store and met him near her office.

“Hi Maria, it’s so good to see you again,” he pronounced, hugging her lightly.

“You too, she smiled, ushering him in and leading him through the office to a small private patio, where he deposited the food on a nearby table.

“Please have a seat,” she said, directing him to a chair on the opposite side of the small table while she sat down. “Where is your lunch?”

“I left it in the vehicle because I didn’t want to be presumptuous with your time.”

“I don’t want to eat alone, so please go and get it. You can use this patio exit and return the same way.”

Five minutes later, they were enjoying their meal and chatting about their families, trying to postpone the inevitable topic of the hotel fiasco in New York. Finally, near the end of the meal, Charles plucked up the courage to broach the subject.

“I’m sorry about what happened in New York when you visited me. Sarah lied to you about being pregnant with my child. It’s true I spent time with her at a bar and then at a nearby hotel, but she confessed that I fell asleep before anything could happen, and she tried to convince me afterward that I was her child’s father because she was desperate. She was pregnant by her sister’s husband.”

Maria wiped her lips with her napkin and put down her fork, staring incredulously at Charles, wondering if she had heard correctly. She wanted to believe him, but she didn’t trust him enough to apply blind faith to the situation. Lowering her eyes to her meal, she took a deep breath and considered her response. Though brief, the silence carved its way between them, sharp and deliberate.
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