
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Disappointed Wives Club

Adrianne Lind, Certified Yoga Teacher, MSc, MA, BA, Rose-Kathryn Young, Editor


Copyright

Copyright © [Year of First Publication] by [Author or Pen Name] 

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE DISAPPOINTED WIVES CLUB

    

    
      First edition. April 24, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Adrianne Lind.

    

    
    
      Written by Adrianne Lind.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Foreword
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I am curious about myself but have yet to satisfy that desire.

As I am afraid that I am not who I appear to be and would rather not know I am existing as someone else.

I.1, by rose-kathryn young © 1984

When my longtime friend Adrianne Lind asked me to write this Foreword, my kneejerk reaction was to say to myself, "This must be a mistake"—knowing full well that it was not. There was headshaking and an uncomfortable chuckle—an old, familiar habit of self-doubt asserting itself. And then she suggested I consider using my poetry in the text and I felt a familiar twinge of fear in my gut. Like I was about to step onto the stage for my very first poetry reading decades ago. And then I began to read The Disappointed Wives Club. No, there was no mistake here. This is a book that asks us to see ourselves honestly.

Be prepared to glimpse, if not fully see, yourself in these pages. Allow yourself to "glimpse" and to "see"—to hear, remember and feel what arises. And remember to breathe.

Adrianne's prose is instructive and easing. Even so, the narrative of our protagonist's story touches upon familiar, often uncomfortable situations and sensations. If you are familiar with her writing through such works as Wellness on the Weekly: 52 Fun Prompts for Mindfulness, Movement, and a Whole Lot Less Stress! and the Wellness on the Weekly Companion or have participated in meditation or yoga practice with her, you know this voice. The narrative intent is firm—it does not tippytoe so as not to disturb. It does not browbeat, or shout seeking to guilt or blame. It is a firm and guiding touch that is compassionate.

The inclusion of mindfulness practices and playlists offers us, dear readers, a space to follow Vivian's narrative at our own pace. A moment to reflect on the memories and feelings brought to the forefront. The practices are not intimidating—they are thoughtful, succinct and dare I say easy. You are not required to use the practices as you read. Sometimes I followed the narrative for several chapters and returned to them after allowing myself to experience and contextualize my emotional responses. The playlist with each chapter is short. When I knew the songs, I found myself nodding as I remembered them because they "fit". My music library now includes a The Disappointed Wives Club playlist. I think of it as a mixtape that Adrianne gave me.

Do read deliberately. Be open to recalling, if not fully remembering and feeling, your story in these pages. Allow yourself to sit with the visuals and inklings brought to the surface. There are passages that brought my mother, her sisters and my grandmother to mind. Their interactions with each other and mine with them. Others caused me to recall professional and nonfamilial interactions and consider how I responded at the time. They were not always joyful, but they were always meaningful. I remembered my responses at the time, and reflected upon my personal growth, knowing there is still growing to do. The memories and feelings will come whether you welcome them, try to ignore them, or stuff them down. Take the moment to contextualize the narrative as told by your own experiences and observations. Embrace your memories and the lessons learned.

The Disappointed Wives Club is not pulp-fiction or sensationalist prose. It is not some formulaic page-turner urging you to hurry and finish the book. It is a great read that is measured and insightful. I am certainly better for having read it, participating in the mindfulness exercises, listening to the music and purposefully breathing. 

This is the spirit in which The Disappointed Wives Club is offered.

do not ask me to apologize for my emotions:

it would be to deny my essential self.

do not ask me to mask my sensitivities:

it would be to bury this living soul.

do not ask me to ignore my love:

it would be to live outside my purpose.

do not ask me to drown my passion:

it would be to exist drenched in darkness.

i have eyes existing to see,

and i have purpose in this living,

and i have this soul longing to be free,

and i have this self who i love to be.

do not ask me these things:

invite me to share my emotions

in acceptance of this self.

bask in the marvels of my sensitivities

know this soul living free.

don't ask, rose-kathryn young ©1988
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A Note to the Reader
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“Truth is stranger than fiction.”

Lord Byron wrote that nearly two centuries ago, and he was right.

We live stories that would make a novelist blush: quiet betrayals, small mercies, silences that last years, and choices that, sometimes without warning, change everything inside. Most of what shapes us never makes it into words. But our hearts record it all.

This book is fiction. The people in these pages are inventions—but their roots are tangled with real lives: my own, and the lives of women I’ve known, loved, and listened to. Their stories have been altered to protect privacy, honor complexity, and keep sacred the truths that aren’t mine alone to tell. But the feelings, the bone-deep ones, are real.

You might recognize yourself here. Or your best friend. Your mother. The person you used to be, or the one you’re still becoming. These stories aren’t universal, but the patterns will feel familiar.

Friendship. Love. Disappointment. Betrayal. Hope. The way we come of age again, and again, and again.

If you’ve ever found yourself holding your breath to keep the peace, or letting your silence speak louder than words, you are not alone. If you’ve ever wondered when you started shrinking yourself, or how to take up space again, you are not alone. If you’ve ever needed a place to set your burdens down for a while, welcome.

Each chapter includes a mindfulness practice. These aren’t prescriptions for peace or shortcuts to healing. They’re small invitations: to pause, to notice, to breathe, to remember that you have a body and a heart. Both deserve your attention.

You’ll also find a playlist at the end of every chapter, because our lives have soundtracks. Some songs hold memories, others say what we’re too weary or wary to express. Let them accompany you, if you wish.

Read this book at your own pace. Let yourself feel what you feel. Pause when you need to. Rest when you can. This story isn’t a test of endurance or a challenge to be solved. It’s a place to recognize yourself, or to see someone else more clearly.

And if, at any point, you need to put the book down and tend to your own life, that’s not just allowed, it’s encouraged.

Above all, remember:

You are not alone. Not in your questions, not in your quiet, not in your longing.

You are part of a conversation that began long before these words and will continue long after.

Thank you for being here. Thank you for reading. Thank you for bringing your whole, complicated, beautiful self to these pages.
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PROLOGUE



The Women Who Learned to Hold Their Breath
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Vivian learned to hold her breath before she learned to explain herself.

She was seven, standing in her mother’s kitchen, when something fragile broke, not loudly, but enough to change the air. A glass tipped near the sink, water spilling across the counter. Her mother froze, silent for a beat. Vivian did the same, unsure if she’d done something wrong. Vivian watched her mother inhale, steadily, and she counted - 1, 2, 3, 4, 5. When her mother spoke again it was in a voice that brushed the moment aside.

“It’s fine,” her mother said. “Just be more careful.”

Vivian nodded, her own breath shallow, waiting for more. None came. That was the lesson: not that accidents happen or that feelings follow, but that restraint was safer than reaction. Silence kept things together.

Her mother, Bernadette, had learned this too—how to iron clothes perfectly, keep the house spotless, and correct mistakes without raising her voice. She believed endurance was love, that quiet kept families standing. Bernadette never explained this. She showed it, every day, in the way she controlled what she could.

Vivian’s grandmother was different. Not loud, not soft, just steady. She moved through rooms as if she belonged there, never rushing her words or apologizing for taking up space. Vivian remembered the thin gold necklace her grandmother wore every day, the small oval pendant resting at her sternum like something steady and known. When she spoke, people listened. Not because she demanded it, but because she didn’t disappear to earn it.

Vivian remembered sitting beside her on the couch, knees touching, her grandmother’s hand warm and grounding on her arm.

“Pay attention to your body,” her grandmother would say. “It knows things before your mouth catches up.”

Vivian didn’t understand yet. But she would.

Years later, she found herself smiling through discomfort, laughing at jokes that tightened her chest, calling silence maturity. She became skilled at appearing unbothered, at shrinking her reactions to fit the room.

She would come to see, not all at once but in slow, difficult increments, the cost of holding her breath. How it shaped her days and her relationships, how it lived in her jaw and her chest and the ache that never fully left her shoulders.

One morning, decades after that first broken glass, Vivian stood in her own kitchen, watching her daughters bicker over cereal and spoons. She caught herself pausing before speaking, tensing at each small spill, smoothing her tone to keep the peace. She recognized her mother’s restraint in her own voice and wondered what her daughters were learning by watching her.

Her phone buzzed on the counter. She hesitated, then checked it, skimming through notifications. School reminders, work emails, a clipped message about an agenda she’d been left off of. The words stung, but she said nothing, just pressed her lips together and poured another cup of coffee.

A call came in—a colleague, brisk and apologetic. “Vivian, this isn’t about your work. The timing just isn’t right. We want to be careful.”

Careful. Always careful.

Vivian forced her voice steady. “Of course. I understand.”

But she didn’t. Not really. She felt the old tightness return, a familiar ache pressing at her chest.

After the call, she stood at the sink, watching steam curl from her oversized tea cup, trying to let the moment pass. But the ache lingered. She wondered how many times had she chosen silence over honesty, composure over need? How much had she lost by holding her breath?

She could hear her grandmother’s words echo: Pay attention to your body. It knows.

Vivian pressed a hand to her sternum, noticing the tension, the shallow breath. Not pain—at least, not yet. Just the first quiet, arriving to take its place.

She resolved, maybe for the first time, to notice the cost. Not to fix it all at once. Not heroically, and not perfectly, but to let herself feel it, name it, and see where that truth might lead.

Mindfulness Practice: I Do Not Need to Hold My Breath

Place one hand on your chest and one hand on your stomach.

Do not try to fix your breath.

Do not force it deeper.

Just notice what is true.

Notice the tightness. Notice the pause. Notice the way your body has learned to brace before your mind has found the words.

Then say, slowly:

I do not need to hold my breath to hold myself together. My body tells me the truth. I am allowed to notice what I feel. I am allowed to take up space. I do not have to disappear to keep the peace. I can breathe and stay. I can soften without giving myself away. I am here, and I am listening.

Repeat the lines once more.

Then sit quietly for a moment.
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Playlist
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Kelela, Idea 1

Arlo Parks, Beams
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PHASE ONE



Disappearance
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Chapter 1


The First Quiet
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Vivian learned silence the way some people learned prayer: not as faith, but as armor.

She woke before the alarm, her heart quickened by some unspoken warning. In the hush before sunrise, the house offered its own ritual music—distant traffic, the hush of tires on wet asphalt, a neighbor’s trash can scraping the curb. It wasn’t peace. It was a pause, stretched taut, waiting for the day to make its demands.

She took inventory, the way she always did: jaw tight, shoulders tense, breath shallow. Her body kept the score.

Vivian slipped from bed with practiced care, the floorboards creaking softly as she moved. In the hallway, she paused outside her daughters’ door, listening for the gentle rise and fall of sleep, a familiar reassurance. Satisfied, she padded on to the kitchen.

Yesterday’s mess greeted her: cereal bowls, a scattering of pencils, her laptop dark and humming with yesterday’s heat. The sticky spot on the counter, the pile of unsigned slips, the crumpled grocery list—all noted, all filed away. She straightened a stack of mail, seeking order in small ways. The fridge hummed, a low, constant companion.

Coffee first. Always.

She filled the kettle, set out cups, and measured grounds by touch. These rituals were the scaffolding of her mornings—movements she could trust when everything else felt uncertain. As the water heated, she checked her phone. Her thumb hovered over notifications—a group chat, an unread work email, last night’s reminder to RSVP, a single text from her mother: Call me when you’re free.

Vivian’s eyes flicked over her inbox, searching for emergencies but finding only the ordinary. Her mind snagged on a familiar anxiety: What am I missing? What’s about to fall apart?

Then a subject line: Agenda Revision. She opened it, reading twice before the meaning landed.

Her name was missing. Not a mistake—just a line quietly erased.

A clipped email followed:

It’s just not the right time. We want to be careful.

Careful. Always careful.

Vivian stared at the screen, willing it to explain itself or at least soften. But the words remained, a cold, polite erasure. For a moment, her body reacted before her mind could catch up. Her jaw clenched, her breath stilled—the cost of holding her breath made explicit, humming just beneath her skin.

The kettle shrieked. She poured the water too quickly, scalding her wrist. The pain was sharp, real—a reminder she was still here, still feeling.

Her phone rang before she could set the cup down. She recognized Diane’s number, a colleague who only called when she wanted to avoid accountability in writing. Vivian braced herself, pressing the phone to her ear.

“Vivian, I wanted to follow up personally.” Diane’s voice was brisk, practiced, already moving on. “This isn’t about your work. We just think the moment requires a lighter touch.”

Vivian pressed her back to the counter, grounding herself in the cool stone. She forced her words steady. “I understand.”

Did she? Not really. But the habit of making things easy for others was hard to break.

There was a pause on the other end, as if Diane was waiting for resistance. When none came, she softened slightly. “We’ll circle back when things settle.”

“Of course,” Vivian said, her voice almost gentle.

After the call ended, she stood very still, feeling the ache in her wrist and a deeper ache in her chest. She tried to file the moment away, but her body refused. A wave of frustration crashed quietly inside her: Why does my silence always protect others and never myself?

The sun crept across the tile, gold striping the floor. Vivian moved through the kitchen, straightening stacks, aligning edges, creating order where she could. She wiped the counter, rinsed dishes, and rearranged fruit. She needed the house to look ready, even if she didn’t feel that way herself.

From down the hall: the soft thud of feet, a door opening.

“Mama?” Her youngest’s voice, small and uncertain.

“In the kitchen,” Vivian called, drawing warmth into her tone.

Fiona shuffled in, dragging a blanket behind her. “Can I have the blue cup?”

“Of course, honey.” Vivian handed her the cup, watching as Fiona clutched it like a prize.

A moment later, her older daughter, Maddie, appeared, immediately reaching for the cereal box. “She always gets the blue cup,” Maddie complained.

Vivian smiled, but her mind raced. “You can have it tomorrow. Today’s a good day for purple.”

Maddie grumbled, but accepted the compromise. Fiona shot her a triumphant look. The girls argued over which bowl was luckiest, debated the merits of strawberry versus banana slices, protested about who got to use the last clean spoon. Vivian found herself arbitrating, her hands busy with fruit and lunch boxes, her mind replaying the call.

“Did you hear me, Mama?” Maddie asked.

Vivian blinked, pulled back to the moment. “Sorry, sweetheart. What did you say?”

Maddie rolled her eyes. “Never mind.” But her voice was soft, not angry.

Vivian knelt beside her, trying to bridge the distance. “I’m listening now. Start over?”

Maddie’s face softened. “I was just saying I have a spelling test. Can you help me later?”

“Absolutely. After dinner?”

“Okay.” A small, real smile.

Fiona chimed in, “Do you think Chicken can dream, Mama?”

“I hope so,” Vivian answered, grateful for the simplicity as she ruffled the dog’s hair. A dog named Chicken. Goodness, she really loved her girls for choosing that name. “What do you think they dream about?”

Fiona considered. “Probably chasing squirrels.”

Vivian laughed, letting herself feel it. “That sounds perfect.”

Her phone buzzed again—another email, another reminder of how easily her place could be erased. She silenced it, rubbing her wrist where the burn smarted.

As the girls ate, their conversation tumbled through spelling tests, playground drama, the mysteries of dreaming dogs. Vivian listened, offered reminders about napkins, and tried to keep her face open, her voice steady. But inside, something had gone quiet—a hush settling where hope and ambition used to live.
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