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To you, our reader. May you always enjoy healthful food, peaceful environs, and a life of joy.
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The Haven of Hopes and Dreams
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[image: ]




Carrots

Action, assertiveness, clarity, vision quests.

The Symbolic Garden: Making your unconscious work for you.

“I don’t think I can do this.”

Joan Marks stationed herself on the porch of her shabby farmhouse with its peeling paint and scanned her dead yard. It was nearly half an acre and had once been a graveyard for conked-out farm equipment. A week ago, after selling the one hundred acres of farmland to Leilani Jones for her dairy, Joan had the tractors and combines towed away for auction. Now, she leaned against the sagging porch and sighed. The sales had required her to sign more paper than she ever had in her life. Her hand was still a little sore. At least the money from the machinery would pay for the plumbing improvements she had scheduled for next month.

She sucked in oxygen, fighting off a breathlessness that had become more and more pernicious lately. And despite the clinging Illinois heat, her hands and feet were freezing. Even though she had begun to make changes in her life, the effort to put herself out there exhausted her.

Loud shouts interrupted her thoughts. Her three boys wrestled in the middle of the yard, puffs of dust rising until they were all coated in the clinging southern Illinois dirt.

It was your choice, remember, she reminded herself. You wanted things to be different and if you keep doing the same things the same way, nothing’s ever gonna change.

But things were changing. Ever since her husband, Eli, went to jail, they’d been changing almost faster than she could keep up with.

She hugged her project notebook to her heart. Inside, she had taped images of bright, colorful, cheerful furnishings and décor. At the front, she’d filled pages with notes on the various laws and regulations she would have to comply with to make her home a dream destination bed and breakfast.

Two months ago, Sophia de Luca—the glamorous and encouraging Italian hairstylist who’d been visiting their tiny town of Gold Coast—had helped Joan create a vision of a joyful future. Together with Katrina Kennedy-Pentecost, baker and accountant extraordinaire, they had created a step-by-step process of what needed to happen to get the house to code and then to make it fresh and beautiful. They had helped her imagine a bustling bed and breakfast business, a place for artist retreats and honeymooners who couldn’t make it to either St. Louis or Chicago. Her notebook had been stuffed full of bohemian sofas, chairs, and dream-like wall art. Wings had featured prominently in all of her choices.

“Since we’ve just had the Little Milan celebration, we’re rescheduling The Thing to Halloween.” Alice Kennedy had spread out her vision board for the next festival. “This year’s theme will be a Haunted Great Gatsby. It would be amazing if we had a place for people to stay for a while to enjoy the town for the whole festival.”

“Of course I can get this done by the end of October,” Joan had proclaimed. “I will have a hospitality business just in time for Halloween. I can decorate like a haunted mansion and have the after party here.” She had danced in her seat at the thought of her house filled with happy people.

Alice and Edna had cheered. Blanche and Cassie had looked up from their menu planning. Charts explaining what foods were in season when had fallen to the kitchen floor. Cassie held a stack of recipe printouts in one hand and a red pen in the other. Cassie squinted a little, looking over Joan’s head. “Mom. I think your marketing themes should include words like ‘inspiring, calm, peaceful, play, create.’”

It had all seemed so possible then, sitting in her finally tidy kitchen with so many women laughing and brainstorming. But now, alone with her ever-squabbling sons, she sighed and closed her eyes in defeat.

“It’s just too much,” she whispered. “I don’t think I can manage this. Not on my own.”

Every day, the list got longer. Did she need a setup for live music? What about outdoor furniture for all those writers and artists she hoped to attract? What about canopies? Once the basic services were improved, how could she make the house attractive and hopeful? Her energy couldn’t keep up with demands on her time. If only she had the energy of a teenager....

She narrowed her eyes at her sons. Now there were some actual teenagers. Fit and strong and at this point, fighting for who would be in charge. Fighting like that took so much energy. If only it could be channeled into something productive.

Her mind, freed from the shackles that her now-jailed ex-husband, Eli, had chained her with for so long, spoke to her. “You need to be the one in charge. You have the power now.”

She had the power to succeed, but she also had the power to fail. She’d failed so much in her life, like her bad choice to marry Eli and her inability to find the energy to make a change until he had been arrested. Failure clung to her as surely as dirt clung to her sons.

How did she find the strength to enforce her wishes? She was the adult. She should be in control. How could she harness her children’s drive into something satisfying and productive? Joan needed some clarity, some courage. Where would she find that, for crying out loud?

She let her legs fold underneath her until she sat on the cracked concrete of the covered porch. Who would help her?

A tiny spark in her heart reminded her that Sophia had told her, “Always fail in new and interesting ways.”

Once that memory came through, another filed into her tired brain. Marie Pentecost-Kennedy, the town’s librarian and Katrina’s wife, had suggested some resources on parenting last week. Each had been chock-a-block full of ideas that challenged the ways she and Eli had done things.

Well. Maybe she wasn’t entirely alone.

Joan slapped down the notebook of her hopes and dreams on the rusted iron table that served as outdoor furniture. Among the books Marie had given Joan were a series of affirmations workbooks. She’d learned that the time was now. The action was hers.

Rising from her uncomfortable seat on the porch, she walked down the unpainted front stairs, and headed to the boys in a perfectly straight line.

“When I tell you to eat dirt, you’ll eat dirt,” her oldest boy, Kurt—now seventeen—shouted. He shoved his youngest brother, Lane, thirteen, into the dust.

“Hey, don’t do that!” Kevin, the middle at sixteen, jumped on Kurt’s back.

Normally, she would have circled them, crying and calling their names, begging them to stop. That had never worked. Now was the time to fail in a new and interesting way.

“That’s enough,” she yelled over them. With courage she didn’t know she had, she reached into the writhing ball of boys, grabbed an ear, and pulled.

“Ow! Mom!” Kurt howled.

She pulled on another ear until she had Kurt on one side and Kevin on the other. Lane scrambled to his feet, his fists clenched and his jaw firmed up, ready to fight Kurt again.

“You stay right there, young man,” she ordered her youngest.

“Stop that, Mom.” Kurt leaned against her hold.

So she did. He lost his balance and fell down. The other two snickered until she snapped her gaze over each of them.

This was the time Eli would have unbuckled his belt and made the brothers hold each other as he thrashed each one. She was not going to do that. She wasn’t too thrilled with the ear yanking, but one thing at a time.

Eli was gone for good now. She wanted more from her life than fighting and rage. Joan placed her hands behind her back so they would not see her ripping at her nails.

“We can’t keep doing this.” Her voice fortunately didn’t crack. Power was exciting, but scary. She knew she would fall apart when she was done standing up, but she wouldn’t do it now. Not in front of the boys.

“Follow me,” she ordered. Keeping her back square, she led them to the still sturdy double rockers. It was big enough for all four of them to fit facing each other, two to a seat. It had been made of whole logs and swung from a rack with enormous chains. It had once been a daybed where she’d nursed Cassie, her oldest, back when Eli had still acted like he knew what love was. Back before her dreams and her resolve shattered.

No thinking about Eli, she reminded herself. This was right now.

Her heart warmed as the boys jockeyed to sit next to her. They were angry, but they still had loving hearts. This was hopeful. Finally, she decided for them by pulling Kurt down onto the seat.

“Mom,” Kurt started.

“No. It’s my turn.” She took a deep breath, then met each of their gazes. Acknowledge their emotions, one of the books had said. “I know things have been really hard for the last year. We’ve gone through a lot of change.”

“Yeah,” Lane muttered, a lank lock of dusty hair falling into his eyes. He swiped it back with the impatience of a young teen.

“No shit,” Kevin added, a scowl line forming between his brows.

They are testing their boundaries, another book had informed her. Hold firm to yours.

“I’ll let you get away with that one,” she told Kevin, “because it’s true. But I want us to have a life where we can tell each other things and not be made to feel bad about it.”

Kevin shifted in his seat but kept quiet.

“Your dad was not a good man, but he was what we are used to,” she managed to say. Don’t be afraid to apologize. “I’m sorry I didn’t protect you and your sister before.”

The boys stared at her in silence. Were they stunned? Angry? Joan had no idea. Sometimes teenage boys were hard to read. At least for her. How did she not know what her own kids were thinking?

She swallowed her insecurity and continued. “We will find a new way to be together. We have a little breathing room from the sales of the acreage and the farming equipment, but we don’t have enough to not work. I told you my plan to make this place into a bed and breakfast. I’m doing it because we need income, but,” she fought back tears. “I don’t have the skills to get a regular job.” She wiped her eyes and continued. “This will let me be with you and for all of us to make our own money. I promise that I’ll pay you once we start having guests. But we have to work together and enjoy our time with each other, too.”

Kevin tentatively raised his hand. There was dirt under his fingernails and caked in the creases of his knuckles.

“Yeah, sweetie?”

“What took you so long? Why didn’t you stop Dad before he got arrested?” he asked.

Oh, boy. Kids. They could really ask the hard questions.

She twisted her hands together. “Before, I didn’t have the courage. I didn’t listen to you, and I wasn’t able to let you choose what you wanted to do. But tonight, we are changing how we are doing this. We are going through my lists of what we need to do. We will each decide what we think would be the most interesting.”

“But its summer break,” Lane moaned, slumping back in his seat.

“Don’t worry. We will decide what relaxing things we will do, as well. We could go canoeing. Or camping. Or even go shopping for fun. This is our chance to try something new. I want us all to love each other and be happy. How about you?” she asked.

The three exchanged glances, speaking in the way of brothers. They clearly weren’t sold.

“Listen, boys,” she said, struggling to keep her tone firm, “we don’t have a choice. If we’re going to keep this house, keep food on the table, we must work together.”

Kurt nodded. “Okay then.”

The other two boys also nodded, albeit reluctantly. She wondered how long their acquiescence would last before she had to fight this battle again. She didn’t want to frighten them, but they needed to understand that they all had to pull together if they were going to survive without Eli.

Not that Eli had been much help.

“Let’s go inside before the mosquitoes get too bad,” she urged them. “And we can start figuring this out. Today we will look over what needs to be done, and tomorrow we will each present what we want to take on. Sound good?”

The boys nodded, although they looked suspicious. It would take time to win them over and to show them that working on a project that interested them would bring them satisfaction. It would be a good life lesson, not to mention it would benefit them all as a family.

Once they were in the kitchen, she got out the carrots and hummus and they snacked while looking over her notebook. Her stomach churned, but she held it together for the rest of the night. She’d never been so proud of herself.
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Chapter Two
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Eggs

Creative endeavors, new ideas and projects, taking care of your inner child.

The Symbolic Garden: Making your unconscious work for you.

The next day, Joan wandered into The Café of Hopes and Dreams, Katrina’s bakery. She had gotten used to stopping for an almond flour scone and a coffee about ten each morning. Since selling her acreage and the easing of her money worries, she had been able to indulge more in life’s culinary delights and had come to understand her daughter’s writing about food bringing pleasure. Just this morning, she had read a particularly good line in Cassie’s food blog:

Little joys add up to give us courage. It doesn’t have to be food. It can be the simple ritual of giving yourself time to dream.

Joan had found that the break at the café gave her a few moments to refresh herself and keep herself energized. She yawned. She needed all the energy she could get, too. She was tired all the time. And a well-made treat from the bakery boosted her joy in simply living.

This time, she had promised her sons that she would bring them a delicious lunch to keep them motivated while they were choosing their projects. Last night, they’d sat down to study her notebook.

She’d been pleasantly surprised by the boys’ eagerness to study her lists and select tasks. They’d asked smart questions about what the tasks entailed and had worked together, discussing the types of projects they found most interesting. She wasn’t going to assign tasks. Who knew what each of them secretly yearned to do? She wanted them to feel like she gave their talents a place to breathe. She felt like they’d made progress both with the bed and breakfast project and with her own secret project of becoming a real family.

Joan had been so proud of her boys. They had cooperated more than they argued last night. There had been elbowing and name-calling, but no all-out fights. But she’d also felt overwhelmed at the length of her lists and how much needed done, especially within the time frame she’d set for herself.

She sat down at one of the bistro tables while Cassie, her smart and talented daughter, packed one white and blue box with eclairs and another with sausage rolls. She hummed a little tune under her breath, carefully arranging each treat.

Katrina came around the corner, a white and gold cup in hand. “Hello, Joan,” she sang out. “Here’s your cappuccino.” She sat down with Joan and pushed the foamy cup across the table. Steam curled from the top, bringing the scent of warm sugar and coffee. “How are things going at the house?”

“Just fine,” Joan started, but burst into the tears she had stifled last night. The embarrassment of it all made her cry harder. How was she ever going to get everything done by Halloween?

“Oh, sweetie, what’s wrong?” Katrina wrapped her arm around Joan’s shoulders. “Tell me.”

“It’s just so huge,” she sobbed, trying to force back the tears, but it was too much. They just kept rolling, burning her eyes and swelling her throat until her head ached.

Cassie typed something into her phone, then came to sit with her mother. There was a gentle kindness in her eyes Joan had never seen before. “It’ll be okay, Mom.”

Marie, the librarian and Katrina’s wife, scurried into the café from the street. She wore her usual white and black striped leggings beneath a hot pink fit and flare dress. A few books were tucked under her arm. She’d clearly just come from the library.

Blanche, the local herbalist and garden expert, walked in from the farmer’s market shop next door, a basket in her hand. “What’s going on?”

It was as if someone had turned on the Gold Coast Bat Signal and half the women of Gold Coast had shown up. For her.

“It’s overwhelming,” Katrina answered, shoving napkins at Joan. “Joan has a lot on her plate and she’s feeling the pressure.”

“Oh, dear.” Blanche walked behind Joan’s chair and wrapped her in a big, warm, soothing hug. “I know it’s hard, but you have help. Us lady entrepreneurs gotta build each other up.” She plunked the basket on the table. “Here. Have some eggs. The protein will help with stress.”

Joan eyed the eggs. She could make an amazing omelet for her and the boys to go with the sausage rolls and eclairs. “Th-thank you, Blanche,” she managed in between bouts of blowing her nose.

“Of course, honey. Anytime,” Blanche assured her.

“I have an idea,” Marie mused aloud, setting her stack of books next to Blanche’s basket.

“Go ahead,” Katrina encouraged her wife.

“It’s a dumb joke I heard. But do you know how to eat an entire cow?”

“No,” Joan choked out between her sobs, lips twitching at the ridiculous question. Whoever heard of eating an entire cow?

“One hamburger at a time.” Marie pulled a silly face while the rest groaned. “What you’ve got here is a whole herd of cows. Let’s break things down into not just hamburgers, but sliders. What drives you the most nuts right now, Joan?”

Joan sighed, happy to be able to answer a simple question. “The yard. It’s terrible, just so yucky. How can I have a successful bed and breakfast if the place looks so bad on the outside? It’s embarrassing. I feel like the next Dust Bowl is going to start there.”

“Heh.” Blanche chuckled over the Dust Bowl comment. “Well, the best way to avoid a Dust Bowl is to plant some drought resistant and hardy plants, like star thistle which prevent erosion and produces a pretty, periwinkle color flower. Or black-eyed Susans. Even better, they make lovely additions to a bouquet. You can also use herbs like comfrey and chamomile to stop erosion and to use in tea.”

Joan wiped her nose with a napkin. Breathing easier, she sipped her cappuccino. The bitter coffee mixed with sweet milk braced her spine. “I’m terrible with plants.”

Blanche smiled, her blue eyes sparkling. “I’m not.”

“You know who else isn’t?” Marie interjected. “The Future Farmers of America kids over at the school. If you get enough of us together, along with a sketch of what you want where, we can plant this in a few days. They would relish the challenge to turn your space into a thriving plot. Heck, you talk about environmental responsibility and food insecurity, and you could get all sorts of engagement. See. Sliders! What else?”

“I also need a website with a reservation system,” Joan said.

Cassie smiled. “Have you talked to Sal? He’s a whiz with technology. I bet he’d know what to do.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Dream Fact01'y, TS5

e H AVEN or
HOPES axo
DREAMS

SHEA MACLEOD
LINDA MERCURY

7





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





