


	

Golden	Christmas
By:	Margaret	Denise	Shead

Copyright	©	2014	by	Margaret	Denise	Shead.

All	rights	reserved.	Except	as	permitted	under	U.S.	Copyright	Act	of	1976,	no	part	of
this	publication	may	be	reproduced,	distributed	or	transmitted	in	any	form	or	by	any
means,	or	stored	in	a	database	or	retrieval	system,	without	the	prior	written	permission
of	the	publisher.

This	story	is	a	work	of	fiction.	Characters	and	events	are	the	product	of	the	author’s
imagination.	Any	resemblance	to	any	person,	living	or	dead	is	purely	coincidental.

Front	cover	image	credit:	Tammy	Fullum	via	iStock.com.
Back	cover	image	credit:	Microsoft	clip	art.

ISBN	978-1-63110-120-5

Library	of	Congress	Control	Number	2014954284

Printed	in	the	United	States	of	America

Mira	Digital	Publishing,	a	Division	of	Graphic	Connections	Group
174	Chesterfield	Industrial	Blvd.
Chesterfield,	MO	63005

Book	Cover	Design	by:	Kyle	Sandy,	Mira	Digital	Publishing
Interior	Layout	Design	by:	Roy	Behymer,	Mira	Digital	Publishing

First	Edition:	November	2014

http://iStock.com


PART	ONE

	Chapter	One	
“Like	sands	through	the	hourglass…so	are	the	Days	of	Our	Lives.”

~Macdonald	Carey~

Fall	 had	 definitely	 begun	 to	 unveil	 that	 comforting	 “chai	 tea”	 and	 “gingerbread”
aroma,	along	with	that	chilly,	frisky	feeling	in	the	air,	with	its	personal	invitation	to	skip
on	home	to	 the	warm	glow	of	a	cozy	crackling	fireplace	and	snuggle	up	with	a	favorite
book	and	lap	blanket.

It	was	also	time	to	start	thinking	of	decorating	the	cabin	for	the	upcoming	Christmas
holidays!	Carodyne	Grimes	 loved	 to	 decorate,	 and	was	 planning	 to	 do	 something	 extra
special	for	her	family	this	year	because	soon	they	would	all	be	coming	to	the	hill	country,
instead	of	celebrating	in	the	big	city	as	they	had	in	years	past.

“At	 Christmas,	 all	 roads	 lead	 home.”	 Her	 favorite	 Christmas	 quote	 by	 Marjorie
Holmes	would	be	her	50th	wedding	anniversary	theme;	she	had	elected	to	use	it	for	their
upcoming	celebration.

She	 and	 her	 husband	 Rhett	 would	 soon	 be	 celebrating	 their	 50th	 wedding
anniversary,	 on	 Monday,	 December	 25,	 2000—the	 millennium	 year—at	 the	 upscale
Brenan’s	Dude	Ranch	in	the	beautiful	hill	country	of	Boerne,	Texas.	Could	they	actually
have	 a	 normal	 50th	 anniversary?	Their	 40th	 anniversary	 had	 been	 anything	but	 normal!
That	 celebration,	 on	 Tuesday,	 December	 25,	 1990,	 was	 to	 have	 been	 a	 romantic	 vow
renewal	ceremony	on	the	beach	in	Honolulu	Hawaii.	They	had	planned	to	rekindle	 their
vows	with	a	gorgeous	sunset	backdrop,	as	their	parents,	their	four	children	and	families—
a	 total	 of	 thirteen	 family	members—stood	 lovingly	 beside	 them	 to	 witness	 this	 joyous
occasion.

Everything	 had	 been	 meticulously	 planned	 by	 Carodyne	 a	 year	 before,	 and	 her
longtime	travel	agent,	Beverly,	had	handled	their	reservations	to	perfection—or	so	she	had
thought!

She	recalled	the	telephone	conversation	she’d	had	with	Beverly	back	then.

“Hi,	Beverly,”	she	had	said.	“It’s	Carodyne	Grimes.	I	haven’t	heard	from	you	lately.
Is	 everything	ok	with	our	 reservations?	 I	have	not	 received	our	 travel	documents	 in	 the
mail	yet.”

Before	Beverly	could	answer,	Carodyne	fired	off	another	question.	“Also,	have	you
contacted	 the	 wedding	 coordinator	 at	 the	 Royal	 Hawaiian	 Resort	 to	 finalize	 our	 vow
renewal	ceremony	before	we	leave	next	week?”

“Wedding	 coordinator?	 What	 wedding	 coordinator?”	 Beverly	 frantically	 asked.	 “I
thought	you	were	handling	that	part.”	Her	voice	was	now	frazzled	and	frantic.

“Oh	my	lord,	Beverly!	Please	tell	me	this	is	not	happening!”	Carodyne	said.	“First,	I



have	not	received	our	travel	documents,	and	now	we	have	no	wedding	coordinator?”	She
suddenly	began	to	feel	panic-stricken.	She	let	out	a	huge	irritated	sigh,	and	then	grumbled,
“What	else	is	going	to	happen?”	She	paced	the	floor	of	her	real	estate	office,	now	feeling
quite	baffled	with	Beverly.

Carodyne’s	 personal	 secretary,	 Connie,	 had	 then	 walked	 into	 her	 office	 with	 a
concerned	 look	on	her	 face.	Connie	 handed	her	 a	 note	 to	 let	 her	 know	her	 one	 o’clock
clients	were	anxiously	waiting	to	see	her,	and	it	was	now	one-fifteen!	This	behavior	was
highly	 unusual	 for	 Carodyne,	who	 had	 ‘invented’	 promptness,	 as	 her	 friends	 often	 told
her!

Carodyne	nodded	her	head	and	held	up	her	hand	 to	 indicate	 five	more	minutes,	 so
Connie	could	let	the	clients	know	that	she	would	see	them	shortly.

“How	in	the	hell	did	this	happen,	pray	tell?”	Carodyne’s	voice	was	shockingly	angry
by	this	time.	She	was	not	known	for	having	a	‘potty’	mouth!

“Carodyne,”	 Beverly	 explained,	 “I	 know	 I	mailed	 out	 your	 travel	 documents	 over
two	weeks	ago	 so	you	 should	have	 received	 them	by	now.”	She	 rummaged	 through	 the
travel	documents	on	her	desk	 that	were	waiting	 to	be	mailed	out	 that	day,	 to	make	sure
Carodyne’s	was	not	in	that	pile.	It	wasn’t.	Thank	God,	she	thought.

“Well,	I	haven’t	received	them.	Are	you	sure	you	mailed	them	to	the	right	address?”
Carodyne	asked.

“Well,	 of	 course	 I	 did.	 I	 know	 your	 address	 like	 I	 know	my	 own,”	 Beverly	 said,
trying	 her	 best	 to	 make	 sure	 she	 didn’t	 say	 anything	 she	 might	 later	 regret.	 After	 all,
Carodyne	was	one	of	her	best	clients.

“Ok,	just	do	me	a	favor,	Beverly,	and	recheck	the	address	you	have	on	file	to	verify
the	address	you	used	was	correct.	Call	me	back	in	about	an	hour	because	I	have	a	client
waiting	on	me	right	now.”

“Alright,	Carodyne,	I	will	double	check	the	address	right	away,”	Beverly	said,	“but
I’m	sure	I	used	the	correct	address!”

“Connie,	this	is	Beverly,	Carodyne’s	travel	agent.	I	need	to	speak	with	her	right	away,
if	she	is	not	with	a	client,	please!”	Beverly’s	heart	was	pounding	because	of	what	she	was
about	 to	 reveal	 to	 Carodyne.	 Connie	 told	Beverly	 she	 had	 perfect	 timing	 because	Mrs.
Grimes	 had	 just	 finished	 with	 her	 client,	 and	 then	 transferred	 the	 call	 immediately	 to
Carodyne.

“Hi,	 Beverly,	 what	 did	 you	 find	 out?”	 Carodyne	 asked,	 eager	 to	 know	 the
whereabouts	of	her	travel	documents.

“Oh,	Carodyne,	I	am	so	sorry	to	tell	you	this,	but	my	assistant,	Olivia,	printed	out	the
mailing	labels	and	she	inadvertently	mailed	your	travel	documents	to	your	office	address,
rather	than	your	home	address!”	She	cringed,	waiting	for	Carodyne	to	be	furious	with	her.

Instead,	Carodyne	said,	in	a	relieved	tone,	“Ok,	that	explains	it.	I	knew	they	had	to	be
somewhere!	I’ll	have	Connie	check	the	mail	to	see	where	they	are.”	She	added,	in	a	softer



tone,	“Oh,	by	the	way,	Beverly,	I’m	sorry	that	I	got	snippy	with	you	about	the	documents,
but	I’m	so	stressed	right	now	with	work	deadlines	and	the	trip	next	week,	that	I	took	it	out
on	you.	Can	you	please	forgive	me?”

With	her	heart	rate	back	to	normal,	knowing	now	that	Carodyne	was	not	furious	with
her	anymore,	Beverly	simply	replied,	“All	is	forgiven.”

Before	Carodyne	had	a	chance	 to	mention	about	 the	wedding	coordinator	situation,
and	 because	 she	 wanted	 to	 stay	 one	 step	 ahead	 of	 the	 conversation,	 Beverly	 asked
Carodyne	to	please	meet	her	for	lunch	the	next	day	at	La	Madeleine’s	to	discuss	the	vow
renewal	details,	so	she	could	select	a	wedding	coordinator	for	Carodyne	ASAP!

“Yes,	 that	would	 be	wonderful,”	Carodyne	 said.	 “Let	me	 check	my	 desk	 calendar.
How	about	tomorrow	at	11:30?	Does	that	work	for	you?”

“Sounds	good	to	me.	I	will	see	you	tomorrow	at	11:30	at	La	Madeleine’s,”	Beverly
said.	A	big	relieved	smile	plastered	itself	across	her	face!

Carodyne	 raised	 the	 receiver	of	her	 intercom	office	phone.	“Connie,	can	you	come
into	my	office,	please?	I	need	to	ask	you	something	before	my	next	client	arrives.”

“Yes,	Mrs.	Grimes.	I’ll	be	right	in.”

Carodyne	 appreciated	 Connie’s	 dedication	 and	 compassion.	 Connie	 had	 been	 a
faithful	employee	with	her	firm	for	almost	five	years.	She	was	always	prompt,	her	attire
polished	 ‘to	 a	T’,	 and	 she	was	 a	perfectionist;	 always	making	 sure	 things	were	done	 to
Carodyne’s	specifications.

“She	is	my	right	hand,”	Carodyne	liked	to	say.	She	would	be	absolutely	lost	without
Connie.

Connie	had	been	happily	married	for	two	years	now.	Carodyne	knew	that	Connie	and
her	husband	Charlton	were	planning	to	start	a	family	very	soon,	especially	since	Connie
had	just	recently	turned	thirty-seven	and	knew	her	‘biological	clock’	was	ticking	away—as
she	was	constantly	being	reminded	by	her	meddling	mother!

Connie	had	recently	mentioned	this	to	Carodyne	as	they	were	both	leaving	work	after
a	long,	busy,	and	tiring	day.	Carodyne	was	so	happy	to	hear	about	Connie’s	plans,	but	told
her	she	was	hoping	she	would	consider	returning	back	to	work	after	having	her	child.

Of	course	Connie	had	said	yes.	Carodyne	knew	that	Connie	absolutely	loved	her	job
and	felt	very	fortunate	to	be	employed	by	such	a	prestigious	real	estate	agency	in	Dallas.

“Connie,	my	 travel	 agent,	Beverly,	 said	her	 assistant,	Olivia,	 accidently	mailed	my
travel	documents	 folder	here	 instead	of	 to	my	home	address,	so	I	was	wondering	 if	you
might	have	seen	them?”

“No,	Mrs.	Grimes,	 I	 haven’t	 seen	 them,	but	 I	will	 certainly	 look	 around	 and	bring
them	to	you	if	I	find	them.”

“Thank	 you	 so	much,	 Connie.	 I	would	 appreciate	 that	 because	we’re	 leaving	 next
Sunday	for	our	trip,	and…well…	I	am	getting	a	little	nervous.”



“And	rightly	so!”	Connie	replied.

Connie,	 upon	 returning	 to	 her	 desk,	 looked	 in	 her	 incoming	mailbox	 for	 the	 travel
documents,	but	had	no	luck	in	finding	them.

She	also	asked	a	few	other	secretaries	that	worked	in	Mr.	Grimes’s	law	office;	which
was	 right	down	 the	hallway	 in	 the	 same	building	as	Carodyne’s	 real	 estate	office.	They
had	not	had	seen	the	documents	either.

After	exhausting	several	places	the	travel	documents	might	be,	Connie	waited	about
an	hour	before	calling	Carodyne	back.

Carodyne	answered	the	intercom	right	away	when	Connie	buzzed	her.	“Yes,	Connie?
Any	luck?”

“No,	I’m	afraid	not,	Mrs.	Grimes,	and	I’ve	looked	everywhere	I	could	think	of.	I	just
don’t	know	where	they	could	be,”	Connie	said,	getting	a	little	flustered	because	she	was
feeling	bad	for	her	boss.

“Oh	 great!	 This	 is	 the	 strangest	 thing.	 I	 just	 don’t	 know	 what	 to	 think	 now,”
Carodyne	said,	“but	thanks	for	looking,	Connie.	I	appreciate	it.”

Carodyne	 hung	 up	 her	 phone,	 still	 thinking	 about	 what	 she	 needed	 to	 do	 next
concerning	 the	 travel	 documents.	However,	 she	 had	 some	work	 remaining	 to	 do	 before
handling	a	closing	in	an	hour	on	a	new	home	for	her	clients.

She	was	to	meet	the	anxious	new	home	owners	at	the	title	company,	at	four	o’	clock
that	 afternoon	 and	 it	was	 now	 exactly	 three	 o’clock!	 I	 better	 get	 busy	with	 the	 closing
paperwork,	she	thought,	and	not	think	about	those	travel	documents	anymore	today!

As	 Scarlett	 O’Hara	 would	 have	 said:	 “I’ll	 think	 of	 it	 all	 tomorrow.	 After	 all,
tomorrow	is	another	day.”	Carodyne	smiled	at	 the	 thought.	“Beverly	 is	so	good.	 I	know
she	can	use	her	magic	in	handling	this,”	she	said	quietly	to	herself.	“We	shall	think	about
it	tomorrow	over	lunch	at	La	Madeleine’s.”

She	thanked	the	stars	that	the	title	company	was	upstairs	in	the	same	building	as	her
real	estate	company	and	her	husband	Rhett’s	law	firm.	That	gave	her	more	time	to	meet
her	deadline.

With	that	thought,	she	eagerly	returned	to	her	paperwork	so	she	could	meet	with	her
anxious	clients	and	present	them	with	the	keys	to	their	new	home.

She	 loved	 to	 surprise	people,	 so	 after	 each	 closing,	 she	 ended	by	handing	her	new
homeowners	a	beautiful	custom	floral	basket;	filled	with	a	box	of	fine	chocolates,	a	bottle
of	wine	including	wine	glasses,	and	the	keys	to	their	new	home,	all	elegantly	wrapped	in	a
velveteen	 bag	 as	 their	 “Welcome	 to	 Your	 New	 Home”	 gift.	 She	 also	 enclosed	 her
personally	 designed,	 handwritten,	 signed	 notecard	 that	 was	 carefully	 snuggled	 into	 the
welcome	basket.

She	had	her	personal	florist	design	each	basket	 to	her	specifications	for	her	clients,
and	deliver	it	to	her	office	an	hour	before	closing,	for	her	to	personally	present	to	them.



Carodyne	had	started	her	basket	tradition	many	years	ago,	because	she	remembered
the	 very	 first	 home	 she	 and	 Rhett	 had	 purchased.	 How	 cold	 and	 impersonal	 the	 title
company	 and	 realtor	 had	 been	 to	 them.	 She	 had	 been	 nervous	 enough	 signing	 a	 ton	 of
paperwork,	and	the	somber	temperature	of	the	title	company	staff	had	not	helped!

Beverly	purposely	arrived	at	La	Madeleine’s	at	precisely	eleven	fifteen.	The	weather
was	freezing,	so	she	decided	to	remain	in	her	car	out	front	to	stay	warm	as	she	waited	for
Carodyne	to	arrive.	She	carefully	reviewed	her	file	one	more	time	before	their	meeting.

She	 looked	up	 from	her	 file	 folder	 to	 see	Carodyne	buzzing	around	 the	corner	and
looking	 for	a	parking	place	 in	her	gorgeous	new	white	 two-door	Mercedes	Benz	coupe,
with	the	name	CARODYNE	spelled	out	on	the	license	plates.

Wow,	my	 ‘dream’	 car,	Beverly	 thought.	 It	 sparkles	 like	glitter.	Maybe,	 just	maybe,
one	day	I	can	drive	a	car	like	that.	She	looked	around	inside	her	older,	but	yet	still	very
nice,	Honda	Accord!

She	got	out	of	her	car	and	walked	over	to	greet	Carodyne,	who	had	ended	up	parking
one	spot	over	from	her.	“Oh,	Carodyne,	I	absolutely	love	your	new	car!”

“Oh,	 thank	 you.”	 Carodyne	 smiled	 ,	 but	 seemed	 not	 to	 want	 to	 draw	 to	 much
attention	to	herself	or	her	new	car.

“And	 I	 absolutely	 love	 the	 color	of	your	 car.	 It	 just	 sparkled	 like	diamonds	 as	you
were	driving	around	the	corner,”	Beverly	said,	still	admiring	it	and	hoping	she	might	one
day	own	a	Mercedes	like	Carodyne’s.

“That’s	why	I	named	her	White	Diamonds.	I	always	name	my	cars,”	Carodyne	said,
with	a	sheepish	tone	in	her	voice	and	a	proud	smile	on	her	face!

“What	a	clever	idea,	Carodyne!	I	might	have	to	give	my	car	a	name!”

They	both	started	walking	briskly	towards	the	restaurant	to	get	out	of	the	cold,	bitter
weather.

“Well,	actually,	to	be	perfectly	honest	with	you,	Beverly,	I	had	originally	decided	on
a	black	car,	but	as	I	was	about	to	get	into	the	black	one	to	test	drive	it,	I	looked	over	and
noticed	this	car	parked	right	next	to	it.”	Carodyne	glanced	over	at	her	new	car.	“I	told	Ron,
my	 car	 salesman,	 that	 I’d	 changed	 my	mind	 and	 I	 wanted	 to	 test	 drive	 the	 white	 one
instead.	He	got	me	the	keys—I	think	he	definitely	wanted	to	please	me,	because	he	was
sure	of	a	big	sale.”	She	laughed,	adding,	“My	test	drive	only	lasted	a	few	minutes	because
I	knew	we	had	instantly	bonded,	so	back	to	the	dealership	we	drove	and	I	told	Ron	that	I
was	ready	to	talk	numbers!”

The	 total	 confidence	 in	Carodyne’s	 voice	 confirmed	 to	Beverly	 that	 her	 client	 had
most	definitely	made	the	right	choice.



	Chapter	Two	
“There	is	only	one	happiness	in	life:	to	love	and	be	loved.”

~George	Sand~

Carodyne	 loved	 the	 finer	 things	 in	 life,	 and	of	course,	 she	had	 the	means	 to	afford
pretty	much	what	she	wanted;	but	yet	at	the	same	time,	she	never	came	across	as	being	a
‘pompous’	woman.

Beverly	always	admired	her	 for	 that	and	knew	 it	was	one	of	 the	 reasons	Carodyne
was	so	successful	 in	her	career—because	she	 treated	people	 the	way	she	expected	 to	be
treated:	with	respect.	That	was	why	Beverly	had	adopted	Carodyne’s	work	motto,	which
was:	“The	best	or	nothing!”	in	her	travel	agency.

In	fact,	Beverly	 liked	to	 think	Carodyne	totally	owned	it	when	she	sometimes	said,
“I’m	not	bossy;	I’m	just	the	boss!”

Beverly	thought	Carodyne	was	the	epitome	of	Mary	Poppins:	“Practically	perfect	in
every	way!”

“Ok,	Carodyne,”	she	said,	“when	you	get	tired	of	your	new	Mercedes	and	decide	to
trade	it	in,	call	me.	I	would	love	to	buy	it	from	you.”	She	spoke	in	a	teasing,	yet	serious
tone,	knowing	 that	would	be	 the	only	way	she	could	ever	afford	 that	 type	of	car	on	her
salary!

Also,	she	knew	Carodyne	 took	exquisite	care	of	her	vehicles	and	she	would	not	be
buying	a	lemon	from	a	stranger.

“I	will	certainly	do	it,”	Carodyne	replied	in	a	‘matter-of-fact’	tone	as	she	closed	the
door	going	into	the	restaurant.	“But	now,	we	need	to	get	this	meeting	started.	I	have	to	get
back	to	my	office	to	a	brick	load	of	paperwork,	before	I	leave	for	the	day.”

“Brrrrr!”	Beverly	said,	as	they	headed	for	the	restaurant.

“This	 is	 what	 my	 mother	 calls	 ‘bone-chilling’	 weather!”	 Carodyne	 thought	 it
described	quite	well	how	she	felt	about	being	out	in	the	cold	weather.

“That	 it	 is!”	 Beverly	 nodded	 her	 head	 in	 agreement.	 “I	 don’t	 know	 about	 you,
Carodyne,	but	I’m	hungry!”

Carodyne	was	in	a	cheerful	mood	and	no	longer	irritated	with	Beverly	over	the	travel
documents	being	mailed	to	the	wrong	address.	“Me	too,”	she	said.	“I	didn’t	have	time	to
eat	breakfast	 this	morning,	so	I	guess	I	will	make	up	for	 it	at	 lunch.	However,	I	had	my
last	fitting	yesterday	for	my	gown	for	 the	vow	renewal	ceremony,	and	Beverly,	I	cannot
gain	even	one	pound	between	now	and	then!”	She	glanced	up	at	the	menu	to	see	what	she
could	afford	to	eat	calorie-wise!

“Welcome	 to	 La	 Madeleine’s.	 How	 can	 I	 serve	 you?”	 the	 well-mannered,	 nice
looking	young	man	asked	Carodyne.

“I	 will	 have	 a	 half	 order	 of	 your	 Croque	Monsieur.”	 The	 classic	 French	 ham	 and



Swiss	cheese	sandwich;	with	a	garlic	cream	sauce	on	their	famous	wheat	berry	bread	was
one	of	her	 favorites.	“And	a	small	spinach	cranberry	salad,	with	hot	 tea,	please.”	 It	was
frigid	cold	outside	and	she	needed	the	hot	tea	to	warm	up	her	bones.

She	 was	 pleased	 with	 her	 choice	 because	 she	 guessed	 her	 order	 was	 probably
somewhere	 around	 650	 calories.	 Actually,	 what	 she	 really	 wanted	 to	 order	 was	 her
comfort	food	at	La	Madeleine’s,	which	consisted	of	a	cup	of	their	signature	famous	tomato
basil	soup	and	their	fabulous	quiche	Florentine.	No	can	do!	she	thought.

Beverly	 ordered	 a	 whole	 Turkey	 Bistro	 sandwich	 (a	 turkey,	 bacon	 and	 provolone
cheese	 sandwich	 with	 sun-dried	 tomato	 pesto,	 and	 lettuce	 and	 tomato)	 with	 a	 bowl	 of
tomato	basil	soup	and	unsweetened	mango	iced	tea.	She	found	a	nice	quiet	table	for	them
to	sit	at	in	front	of	the	fireplace,	which	was	wreathed	with	a	warm,	cozy	and	Christmassy
feel.	The	fire	had	just	been	freshly	stoked	by	one	of	the	workers,	so	it	was	the	relaxing,
and	roaring	and	crackling	with	sound	that	brought	‘music	to	the	ears,’	Carodyne	thought.

“Carodyne,	is	this	table	ok	with	you?”	Beverly	asked.

“It’s	perfect.	In	fact,	while	I	was	driving	here,	I	was	really	hoping	we	could	sit	by	the
fireplace	 because,	 according	 to	 my	 car	 temperature,	 it’s	 a	 frigid	 twenty-eight	 degrees
outside.	This	 fire	 feels	 very	 comforting	 to	my	 cold	old	bones	 right	 now.”	She	 carefully
placed	her	tray	down	on	their	table,	not	wanting	to	spill	her	hot	cup	of	tea.

They	 removed	 their	 food	 from	 their	 trays	 and	 glanced	 around	 at	 the	 beautiful
Christmas	 decorations,	 taking	 special	 notice	 of	 the	 unique	 decorations	 on	 the	 nearby
Christmas	tree.

The	gorgeous,	lightly	flocked,	tall	Douglas	Fir	Christmas	tree,	with	its	rich	fragrance
that	permeated	 throughout	 the	 room,	was	cleverly	decorated	with	small	 items,	 including
hundreds	of	individually	wrapped	tea	bags,	each	with	a	with	miniature	red	or	green	bow
that	appeared	to	have	been	hot	glued	onto	the	middle	of	the	teabag.	Other	items	placed	on
the	tree	included	small	packets	of	spices	and	small	bags	of	various	pastas,	all	beautifully
packaged	and	decorated	with	bows	and	ribbons	that	were	used	to	tie	 them	onto	the	tree.
Placed	in	between	the	decorations	were	smaller	cooking	utensils.	The	garland	for	the	tree
was	 created	 from	 small,	 round,	 colored	 pasta	 strung	with	 clear	 fishing	 line	 through	 the
hole	in	the	middle.

Carodyne	 leaned	over	 and	quietly	 said	 to	Beverly,	 “That	 tree	 is	 a	 uniquely	 created
masterpiece,	I	have	to	say.”	She	took	a	bite	of	her	French	ham	and	Swiss	cheese	sandwich.

“You	 took	 the	words	 right	 out	 of	my	mouth	 because	 I	was	 just	 thinking	 the	 same
thing,	 Carodyne,”	 Beverly	 said,	 blotting	 her	 mouth	 with	 the	 beautiful	 red	 and	 green
Christmas	napkin	that	had	been	carefully	placed	in	a	silver	and	gold	napkin	ring.

“Ok,	Beverly,	we	need	to	get	down	to	business.	Here	is	my	vow	renewal	file,	with	all
the	details	that	I	want	to	include.	I	had	my	secretary	Connie	make	a	copy	for	you.”

They	both	discussed	each	and	every	detail.	Beverly	 told	Carodyne	she	had	done	an
amazing	job	of	organizing	her	vow	renewal	ceremony	from	beginning	to	end.	“But,	then
again,	you	are	Carodyne,	the	‘Queen’	of	details,”	she	said.	“Do	you	have	any	questions?”
Carodyne	asked,	finishing	up	her	delicious	spinach	cranberry	salad.



“I	can’t	think	of	anything,	Carodyne.	I	believe	you	have	covered	it	all.	I	will	fax	this
information	immediately	to	the	wedding	coordinator	at	the	Royal	Hawaiian,	as	soon	as	I
return	to	my	office.”	Beverly	added,	“Oh,	by	the	way,	Carodyne,	here	are	your	new	travel
documents.	 I’ve	printed	them	out	for	all	 thirteen	family	members,	so	you	are	all	set	and
ready	to	go!”	she	said,	with	a	HUGE	smile	of	relief.	She	carefully	handed	the	new	travel
documents	to	Carodyne	as	they	prepared	to	leave	the	restaurant.

“I	know	everything	will	be	absolutely	gorgeous,”	Beverly	added,	“and	I	want	to	see
lots	of	pictures	when	you	return.”

Carodyne	sensed	 that	Beverly	was	wishing	she	could	be	 there	 in	person	 to	witness
the	beautiful	 event.	 “It	would	be	my	pleasure	 to	 share	our	pictures	with	you,	Beverly.	 I
promise	I’ll	call	you	when	we	return	and	we	can	get	together	for	lunch;	how	about	that?”

“I	 can’t	 wait!”	 Beverly	 said.	 “Now	 I	 need	 to	 return	 to	 my	 office	 to	 get	 the	 vow
renewal	 ceremony	 information	 faxed	 to	 the	 wedding	 coordinator,	 ASAP!”	 She	 paused,
and	then	asked,	“So,	are	you	all	packed	yet?”

“Almost,”	Carodyne	replied.	“I	just	need	to	pick	up	my	gown	in	a	few	days	and	then
I	should	be	good	to	go,	except	of	course	my	cosmetic	case,	and	I’ll	pack	that	the	morning
of	our	trip.	Beverly,	I	can’t	believe	we	will	be	leaving	in	five	days!”	She	felt	excited	but
stressed	at	the	same	time.

Their	 flight	 number	 1337	 left	 Sunday,	 December	 23rd	 at	 12:13	 p.m.	 from	 DFW
airport	 in	Dallas,	 and	 they	were	 returning	 Friday	 evening	December	 28th	 at	 7:22	 p.m.;
three	days	before	New	Year’s	Eve.

Carodyne	 and	Rhett	 had	 their	 own	 private	 plans	 for	New	Year’s	 Eve,	 but	 had	 not
shared	them	with	family	or	friends,	because	they	were	hoping	for	a	quiet,	romantic,	and
restful	evening	for	just	the	two	of	them,	after	returning	home	from	celebrating	their	40th
anniversary	trip.

Carodyne	had	made	arrangements	for	two	black	stretch	limousines	to	pick	them	up	at
their	home	by	10:15	a.m.	on	December	23rd,	so	they	could	all	ride	together	comfortably	to
and	from	the	airport.

My	trip	check-off	list	is	almost	complete!	she	thought.

“Well,	 Beverly,	 I	 enjoyed	 lunch,	 but	 I	 must	 get	 back	 to	 the	 office	 to	 finish	 some
paperwork.	Thank	you	again	 for	making	all	of	 this	happen	 for	us.	You	are	 the	best,	my
dear!”

Carodyne	loved	high	end	fashion,	and	always	looked	very	polished,	Beverly	thought,
as	she	watched	her	client	friend	stand	up	and	wrap	her	gorgeous	Burberry	camel-colored
wool	coat	over	her	beautiful	Christmas-red,	well-tailored,	long	sleeved	Coco	Chanel	wool
dress,	beautifully	accented	by	her	stunning	black	Prada	stiletto	high	heeled	shoes.

Carodyne	 then	 draped	 her	 warm	 Burberry	 scarf	 around	 her	 neck	 and,	 of	 course,
pulled	 on	 the	matching	Burberry	 gloves	 over	 her	 freshly	manicured	 bright	 red	 nails,	 as
they	prepared	to	face	the	cold	twenty-eight	degree	weather	outside.	She	then	anchored	her
stylish	Chanel	black	caviar,	classic	quilted	leather	handbag	over	her	shoulder.



Carodyne	 always	 wore	 simple,	 but	 elegant,	 jewelry.	 She	 had	 on	 a	 classic	 pair	 of
Tiffany	 diamond	 stud	 earrings	 that	 were	 probably	 at	 least	 a	 full	 carat	 each,	 with	 an
exquisite	string	of	Tiffany	freshwater	cultured	pearls	around	her	neck.	Her	only	bracelet
was	a	classic	Chanel	gold	charm	bracelet.

She	 also	wore	 her	 classic	 signature	 gold	 carved	 shell	 cameo	 pendant	 brooch;	with
small	diamonds	nestled	around	 the	cameo.	This	was	a	grandeur	gift	presented	 to	her	on
her	 twenty-first	 birthday	 from	 her	 loving	 grandmother,	 Caroline	 Barnes	 Merrick.
Whenever	 Beverly	 saw	 Carodyne,	 she’d	 also	 see	 that	 pin	 on	 her	 clothing,	 even	 if
Carodyne	was	wearing	just	a	simple	white	blouse	with	jeans!

Her	signature	fragrance	was	Chanel	no.	5.	She’d	 told	Beverly	she	had	received	her
first	 bottle	 from	 Rhett	 for	 Christmas	 when	 they	 first	 started	 dating,	 and	 she	 had	 been
wearing	it	ever	since.	It	blended	perfectly	with	her	body	chemistry	plus	she	received	tons
of	compliments	wherever	she	went.

Carodyne’s	successful	career	certainly	afforded	her	the	ability	to	dress	and	live	on	the
high	end,	 thought	Beverly.	She	wished	 she	 could	 afford	 to	purchase	Carodyne’s	 clothes
after	Carodyne	had	grown	tired	of	 them;	however,	her	size	 twelve	body	would	never	 fit
into	Carodyne’s	petite	size	six	frame.	Oh	well,	she	thought.	I	could	never	picture	myself
wearing	high	end	designers,	anyway.

They	both	headed	to	their	vehicles	to	leave,	but	Carodyne	decided	she	wanted	a	chai-
tea	latte	from	the	local	coffee	shop	next	door,	to	sip	on	while	driving	back	to	the	office.	“It
will	help	warm	me	up,”	she	said,	“and	it’s	also	my	favorite	Christmas	holiday	tea.	Luckily,
the	drive-through	lane	doesn’t	look	crowded.”

Upon	returning	from	lunch,	Beverly	promptly	called	the	Royal	Hawaiian	Resort,	 to
secure	the	most	favorable	wedding	coordinator	they	employed.	She	wanted	to	make	sure
everything	was	100%	satisfactory	this	time	around	for	Carodyne!

The	 Royal	 Hawaiian	 Resort	 highly	 recommended	 Olina	 Anela,	 their	 wedding
coordinator	director.	They	immediately	transferred	Beverly	to	her.

Beverly	 discussed	 her	 client’s	 wedding	 renewal	 vows	 in	 detail	 and	 she	 felt
comfortable	with	Olina.	She	told	the	planner	she	would	be	faxing	the	file	to	her	as	soon	as
they	ended	their	conversation.	“Olina,	I	just	can’t	thank	you	enough	for	all	your	proficient
help.	You	have	 truly	been	a	‘joyful	angel’	 to	me	to	make	this	happen	for	my	client,	and
especially	 with	 only	 a	 few	 short	 days’	 notice!”	 Beverly	 couldn’t	 hide	 the	 relief	 in	 her
voice.

“It	was	my	pleasure	to	help	you,	Beverly,”	Olina	replied,	“and	I	feel	so	honored	you
called	me	a	‘joyful	angel’	because	that	is	exactly	the	meaning	of	my	name.	My	first	name,
Olina,	means	joyful;	and	my	last	name,	Anela,	means	angel.”

“Oh,	my	gosh,	Olina,	 you	 just	 gave	me	goose	bumps	 sharing	 the	meaning	of	your
name	with	me,”	Beverly	said,	rubbing	her	arms	to	calm	down	her	goose	bumps.	“Olina,	do
you	get	the	feeling	that	God	intervened	to	bring	us	together	to	make	this	event	happen	for
Carodyne	on	her	special	day?”

“My	thoughts	exactly!”	Olina	responded.



“W-o-w!”	Beverly	said.	“Ok,	now	that	my	goose	bumps	have	finally	calmed	down,
Olina,	 I	 better	 get	 back	 to	 business.	 I	will	 fax	Carodyne’s	 file	 to	 you	 right	 away.”	 She
headed	straight	to	the	fax	machine	in	her	office	to	fax	Carodyne’s	wedding	renewal	vows
file	to:	Olina	Anela;	Wedding	Coordinator	Director,	Royal	Hawaiian	Hotel.

Good,	she	thought,	the	fax	went	through	and	the	confirmation	sheet	printed	out.

Next,	she	faxed	the	confirmation	sheet	to	Carodyne’s	office	for	her	file	and	for	peace
of	 mind	 for	 herself,	 especially	 after	 what	 had	 happened	 with	 the	 previous	 travel
documents.

“Hi,	Connie.	This	is	Beverly	from	the	travel	agency.	Would	you	please	let	Carodyne
know	 I	 just	 finished	 faxing	 her	wedding	 renewal	 vows	 information	 to	Olina	Anela,	 the
wedding	coordinator	director?	I	also	faxed	her	a	confirmation	sheet	for	her	file.”

Connie	 sensed	 Beverly’s	 anxiety.	 “I’ll	 let	 her	 know	 the	minute	 she	 walks	 in	 her
office,	Beverly.	Thanks	so	much	for	calling,”	Connie	 looked	at	her	watch	while	rubbing
the	tension	out	of	her	neck.

“Mrs.	 Grimes,	 now	 that	 you	 are	 back,	 I’m	 going	 to	 lunch,”	 Connie	 said.	 “Also,
Beverly	 called	 to	 let	 you	 know	 she	 just	 faxed	 you	 a	 copy	 of	 the	 confirmation	 sheet,
showing	proof	she	faxed	your	wedding	renewal	vows	information	to	a	Ms.	Olina	Anela,
your	wedding	coordinator	director,	for	your	file.”	She	let	out	a	slight	sigh.

“Wonderful!”	 Carodyne	 said,	 nevertheless	 sensing	 the	 small	 bit	 of	 frustration	 in
Connie’s	voice.	I	hope	things	are	ok	with	her	and	her	husband,	she	thought,	remembering
the	 conversation	 they’d	 had	 a	 while	 back,	 about	 Connie	 wanting	 to	 start	 a	 family	 real
soon.

Carodyne	 headed	 to	 the	 restroom	 down	 the	 hall	 from	 her	 office.	 She	 washed	 her
hands	and	was	about	to	throw	the	paper	towel	in	the	trash	can,	when	something	caught	her
eye!



	Chapter	Three	
“A	party	without	cake	is	just	a	meeting.”

~Julia	Child~

“What	 is	 this?!”	 Carodyne	 wondered.	 She	 came	 to	 a	 sudden	 halt	 in	 her	 steps	 It
appeared	to	be	a	small	piece	torn	from	a	manila	envelope.	A	partial	address	label	was	on
it.	What	caught	her	eye	was	the	incomplete	name	on	the	label:	‘Beverly’s	Trav—’

She	leaned	over	to	look	again.	She	could	see	a	few	more	tiny	pieces	of	a	torn	manila
envelope	peeping	out	from	different	levels	of	trash	in	the	can.	Is	this	what	I	think	it	is?	No,
no,	 it	 couldn’t	 possibly	 be,	 she	 thought.	Thoughts	 scrambled	 around	 in	 her	 head	 as	 she
tried	to	understand	what	she	had	just	seen,	but	most	importantly:	why!!

She	did	something	 totally	out	of	character.	Hurriedly,	yet	gingerly,	 she	grabbed	 the
black	trash	bag	out	of	the	can	and	carried	it	into	her	office.	She	quickly	shut	and	locked
the	door	behind	her.

She	was	sure	no	one	had	seen	her	carrying	the	trash	bag	into	her	office,	and	she	was
glad	Connie	was	at	lunch,	so	she	would	not	question	why	her	boss	was	carrying	a	big	trash
bag	into	her	office!

She	quickly	kicked	off	her	Prada	stiletto	high	heels	and	started	delving	through	the
trash	bag.	She	eventually	decided	 it	would	be	much	faster	 to	 just	dump	it	all	out	on	 the
floor;	however,	she	didn’t	want	to	dump	dirty	trash	on	her	clean	floor.	What	a	mess	that
would	make,	for	goodness	sake!	she	thought.

She	remembered	the	light	blanket	that	she	kept	in	her	office	closet	to	cover	her	legs
sometimes	if	she	got	cold	while	working	at	her	desk.	She	got	out	the	blanket,	spread	it	on
the	 floor,	 and	 dumped	 the	 trash	 out	 onto	 it.	Now,	when	 I’m	 finished	 going	 through	 the
trash,	she	thought,	I	can	just	wad	up	the	blanket,	trash	and	all,	and	throw	it	all	away!	The
blanket	was	not	an	expensive	one,	but	at	 this	point,	she	didn’t	care	one	bit	 if	she	had	to
dispose	of	it.

Her	 heart	 rate	was	 now	 racing	 faster	 and	 faster	with	 sheer	 panic,	 as	 she	 carefully
picked	out	pieces	of	 the	manila	 envelope.	She	noticed	more	 small	 torn	pieces	of	 paper,
some	of	which	revealed	her	family	members’	partial	names	on	them.

This	whole	incident	is	so	bizarre!	she	thought.

She	was	beginning	 to	 feel	 slightly	 lightheaded,	 so	 she	made	herself	 stop	 for	 a	 few
minutes	to	regain	her	composure	before	deciding	what	her	next	step	should	be.

She	began	rubbing	her	temples	to	help	ease	her	new	stress	headache.	She	carelessly
ran	 her	 fingers	 through	 her	 perfectly	 styled	 hair,	 forgetting	 that	 her	 hand	 had	 just	 been
pilfering	through	dirty	trash!

She	was	extremely	cautious	about	germs	and	thoroughly	washed	her	hands	frequently
throughout	 the	day;	however,	what	she	had	 just	witnessed	 in	 the	restroom	trash	can	had
upset	her	beyond	even	thinking	about	all	the	germs	she	now	had	on	her	delicate	hands	and
freshly	manicured	nails.	Carodyne	was	 totally	confident	 that	she	had	discovered	enough



evidence	to	show	proof	that	someone	had	deliberately	destroyed	her	travel	documents!!

She	gathered	all	 the	 torn	pieces	and	quickly	placed	 them	 in	an	empty	 shoebox	she
found	in	her	office	closet.

A	chill	suddenly	spiraled	down	her	spine,	as	she	slowly	rose	from	the	floor,	feeling	a
little	stiff.	She	was	still	trying	to	process	why—?

Who	would	 do	 such	 a	 thing?	 she	 thought.	 For	what	 reason	would	 anyone	want	 to
destroy	her	travel	documents?	Her	mind	was	now	spinning	in	a	cloud	of	total	confusion.

Did	someone	hate	her	that	bad?	she	wondered,	with	a	feeling	of	total	disbelief.

She	headed	down	the	hall	to	her	husband’s	office.

“Elayne,	is	Rhett	in?”	Carodyne	asked	Rhett’s	personal	secretary,	her	voice	choking
with	emotion.	“I	need	to	see	him	right	away.”

She	raced	past	Elayne’s	desk	to	go	into	Rhett’s	office,	holding	her	box	of	ripped	up
travel	documents	to	show	him.

“No,	he’s	not	back	from	lunch	yet,	Carodyne,”	Elayne	said,	giving	her	an	inquisitive
look.

“Well,	 how	 soon	 do	 you	 expect	 him	 back?”	 Carodyne	 glanced	 impatiently	 at	 the
clock	 on	 the	 wall	 behind	 Elayne’s	 desk,	 observing	 that	 the	 time	 was	 now	 exactly	 two
thirty-eight	p.m.

“Should	be	any	minute	now,”	Elayne	replied,	“because	he	has	a	client	scheduled	for
three	o’clock,”	She	glanced	down	at	her	wristwatch	to	check	the	time.

“Alright,	 then,”	Carodyne	said,	“but	please	have	him	call	me	the	minute	he	 is	free,
ok,	Elayne?”	She	forced	a	smile	on	her	face	as	she	turned	around	and	walked	out.	She	was
still	 tightly	 clutching	 her	 shoebox	 of	 evidence	 against	 her	 chest,	 as	 she	 briskly	walked
back	to	her	office.

Connie	was	back	 from	 lunch	and	working	diligently	at	her	desk.	She	 looked	at	 the
shoebox	 Carodyne	 had	 snuggled	 tightly	 against	 her	 breast,	 and	 then	 up	 at	 Carodyne’s
somber	face.	“Mrs.	Grimes,”	she	asked,	“did	your	meeting	go	well	with	Beverly	today?”
She	 seemed	 still	 not	 sure	 what	 to	 think	 of	 Carodyne’s	 unusual	 demeanor	 with	 that
shoebox!

“I’m	 sorry,	 Connie.	 What	 did	 you	 say?”	 Carodyne	 was	 still	 concentrating	 on	 the
mystery	contents	of	her	shoebox.

“I	asked	 if	 your	meeting	 went	 well	 with	 Beverly	 today,”	 Connie	 repeated,	 a	 little
louder.

“Yes,	yes,	 it	went	very	well,”	Carodyne	replied.	Her	curtness	was	not	intended,	but
she	was	still	upset	with	her	trash	can	discovery.	She	turned	to	open	her	office	door	and	go
in.	“Connie,	I’m	expecting	Mr.	Grimes	to	call	me.	Please	send	the	call	in	to	me	ASAP!	It	is
extremely	important!”

“Absolutely,	Mrs.	Grimes,”	Connie	said,	clearing	her	throat.	She	was	clearly	curious



what	was	so	ASAP	that	Carodyne	would	not	even	discuss	it	with	her.

Carodyne	 usually	 included	 Connie	 in	most	 of	 her	 conversations,	 so	 this	 exclusion
was	out	of	character.	She	chose,	however,	not	to	mention	what	she	had	discovered	in	the
bathroom	to	Connie	just	yet	because	she	wanted	to	discuss	it	with	Rhett	first,	to	hear	what
his	thoughts	were	about	her	mysterious	discovery.

“Mrs.	Grimes,	your	husband	 is	on	 line	one,”	Connie	 said,	her	 tone	both	concerned
and	curious.

“Sweetheart,	what	on	earth	 is	going	on?”	Rhett	asked	Carodyne.	His	voice	held	 its
usual	 calm	 and	 sexy	 timbre,	 but	 now	had	 a	 very	 concerned	overtone.	 “Elayne	 said	 you
seemed	extremely	upset	about	something.	Shall	I	walk	down	to	your	office	right	away,	my
love?”	he	asked,	his	voice	now	quieter.

“Oh,	Rhett,	darling,	I	discovered	something	most	unsettling	earlier	this	afternoon	that
I	 must	 show	 you.	 Yes,	 please	 come	 to	 my	 office	 right	 away,”	 Carodyne	 removed	 her
reading	glasses	 and	grabbed	a	 tissue	 from	her	desk	because	 she	was	beginning	 to	get	 a
little	mistyeyed	just	thinking	about	it	again.

Connie	had	already	left	for	the	day	by	the	time	Rhett	arrived	at	his	wife’s	office.	It
was	five	thirty,	which	was	thirty	minutes	past	her	normal	eight-to-five-with-an-hour-lunch
work	schedule.

Rhett	opened	Carodyne’s	office	door	and	immediately	rushed	over	and	embraced	his
wife	with	a	tender,	loving	hug.

She	reached	up	to	give	him	a	gentle	kiss	on	his	cheek.

He	pulled	away	from	their	embrace	and	noticed	her	eyes	were	red	as	if	she	had	been
crying.	“Honey,	please	 tell	me	what	 in	 the	hell	 is	going	on	here	 that	has	made	you	 this
upset?”	He	looked	extremely	concerned,	his	face	a	huge	question	mark.

“You	see	these	torn	pieces	of	paper	in	this	shoe	box?”	She	indicated	them	to	Rhett,
with	her	hands	shaking	almost	uncontrollably.

“I’m	not	following	you,	Carodyne.	So,	you	are	upset	about	torn	paper	that	looks	like
trash	in	a	shoebox?”	he	said,	shaking	his	head,	with	his	hands	in	the	air.

“No,	Rhett,	you	don’t	understand.	Someone	in	this	office	building—and	I	don’t	know
who,	yet—deliberately	tore	up	our	travel	documents	from	our	upcoming	trip	next	week!”
She	strongly	stressed	the	word	‘deliberately.’	“You	can	see	bits	of	our	family’s	names	and
some	of	our	personal	information	on	these	torn	pieces	of	paper,”	she	said,	“and	look	at	this
partial	address	label,	Rhett.”

“It	says	Beverly’s	Trav—,”	Carodyne	said,	carefully	pointing	that	out	 to	Rhett.	Her
voice	was	now	gruff	and	her	hands	trembled.	“This	torn	label	is	what	caught	my	eye	in	the
first	place.”	She	reminded	Rhett	who	Beverly	was,	since	he	never	had	to	deal	with	travel
agencies.

Shaking	 his	 head	 in	 disbelief,	with	 his	mouth	 falling	 open,	Rhett	 said,	 “Where	 on
earth	did	you	find	those,	Carodyne?”

“In	the	trash	can	in	the	women’s	restroom!”	She	now	sounded	angry.	“I	was	washing



my	hands,	and	as	I	was	drying	them	off	with	a	paper	towel,	I	just	happened	to	look	down
and	this	 torn	address	 label	was	staring	back	at	me,	with	a	‘devilish	evil	eye,’	 like	it	was
meant	for	me	to	see	it,	Rhett.”	She	stared	at	her	husband,	waiting	for	his	reaction.

“Damn,	Carodyne,	I	don’t	know	what	to	think	about	this.	Why	would	someone	want
to	 intentionally	 destroy	 our	 personal	 documents?”	Rhett	 said,	 his	 face	 again	 a	 question
mark.

“My	thoughts	exactly,	Rhett,”	she	said.	“So	what	do	we	do	next?	I	intend	to	get	to	the
bottom	of	this	and	figure	out	the	motive	and	culprit!”

“I	totally	agree,	sweetheart,	but	I	think	we	both	need	to	sleep	on	this	issue	after	our
long	day	 today	and	 investigate	 this	 just	 a	 little	more,	before	we	 start	 accusing	anyone.”
Rhett	sighed.	“I’m	feeling	exhausted	after	being	 in	court	most	of	 the	day,	and	now	with
this	 agitation	 just	 thrown	 at—”	 He	 looked	 at	 her	 suddenly.	 “Carodyne,	 why	 were	 the
documents	mailed	to	our	office	instead	of	our	home	in	the	first	place?”

“Rhett,	I	have	developed	such	a	headache	over	this.	Can	I	answer	that	question	over
dinner	 tonight,	my	 love?”	She	 rubbed	her	 forehead.	 “Where	would	you	 like	 to	 go?	 I’m
getting	rather	hungry.”

“Hmmm,”	 he	 muttered,	 rubbing	 his	 chin,	 as	 he	 pondered	 which	 restaurant	 they
should	 go	 to.	 “My	 thought	 is	 Romana’s	 Fine	 Italian	 Cuisine;	 does	 that	 work	 for	 you,
love?”	He	reached	for	her	soft	warm	hand.

“Good	choice,	Rhett,	darling,”	she	told	him.	How	lucky	I	am	to	have	such	a	loving
and	caring	husband	as	Rhett,	she	thought.

Romana’s	was	an	all-time	favorite	of	theirs,	because	it	embraced	that	quaint,	warm,
cozy,	and	romantic	feel,	but	most	of	all,	because	it	was	a	quiet	restaurant	where	they	could
sip	 their	wine	 and	 talk	 privately	 after	 a	 long,	 hard	 day	 at	work.	 They	 both	 needed	 that
before	 they	 headed	 home	 for	 the	 evening,	 especially	 after	 this	 most	 unsettling	 and
unnerving	day!

“Would	you	bring	us	a	bottle	of	your	best	White	Zinfandel	please?”	Rhett	asked	their
waiter.

Rhett	 approved	 the	wine,	 and	 the	waiter	 carefully	 proceeded	 to	 pour	 it	 for	 both	of
them.

They	 raised	 their	wine	glasses	 for	 a	 toast,	 as	Rhett	often	did	 for	Carodyne,	 and	he
said	to	her,	“Let	us	celebrate	the	occasion	with	wine	and	sweet	words.”

A	quote	from	Plautus,	thought	Carodyne.	She	loved	the	quote,	but	was	puzzled	why
he	chose	tonight	to	use	that	specific	one,	especially	after	what	had	happened	to	her	earlier
in	the	afternoon.

“Sweetheart,	I	can	tell	by	your	expression	you	are	pondering	my	quote	choice,	but	I
decided	tonight	was	the	perfect	time	to	use	it,	to	celebrate	our	upcoming	40th	anniversary
in	a	few	days.”	He	slowly	reached	over	to	lovingly	stroke	her	arm.

“Oh,	 Rhett,	 you	 just	 melted	 my	 heart	 with	 that	 beautiful	 toast,”	 she	 said,	 with	 a
beaming	expression,	as	tears	slowly,	but	gently,	trickled	down	her	glowing,	soft	cheeks.



“Are	you	 ready	 to	order,	or	 shall	 I	 come	back?”	 the	waiter	 interrupted,	his	attitude
curt	and	sharp.

“Let	us	 finish	our	glass	of	wine	 first	 and	 then	we	will	be	 ready,”	Rhett	 responded,
with	 an	 unkind	 smile	 and	 raised	 eyebrows	 at	 the	 improper	 etiquette	 exhibited	 towards
them.

The	 waiter	 returned	 after	 they	 had	 finished	 their	 glasses	 of	 wine,	 explained	 the
specials,	and	waited	for	Rhett	to	order.

Rhett	was	 pleased	 to	 notice	 the	waiter	 had	 returned	with	 a	more	 pleasant	 attitude.
After	 all,	 Romana’s	 was	 an	 upscale	 restaurant	 where	 proper	 manners	 and	 etiquette	 are
definitely	expected!	he	thought.

“My	lovely	wife	would	like	to	order	your	famous	Romana’s	Grilled	Chicken	Harvest
Salad,	 with	 a	 cup	 of	 your	 classic	 minestrone	 soup,”	 he	 replied.	 Carodyne	 loved	 when
Rhett	ordered	for	her	in	his	smooth,	slow,	romantic	voice.

This	was	Carodyne’s	favorite	dish	at	Romana’s,	consisting	of	grilled	chicken	atop	a
harvest	 mix	 of	 green	 apples,	 sweet	 dried	 cranberries,	 walnuts,	 red	 onions,	 and	 grape
tomatoes	 tossed	with	 crisp	mixed	 greens,	with	 crumbled	 feta	 cheese,	 and	 drizzled	with
their	homemade;	tangy	balsamic	vinaigrette	dressing.

“And	I	would	like	to	try	your	new	dish	listed:	the	Romana’s	Grilled	Sirloin	Milano,
with	your	 fresh	garden	 salad	 and,	 of	 course,	 your	 signature	 sourdough	bread	with	 extra
herb	 garlic	 butter,”	Rhett	 said,	 smiling.	He	was	 anxious	 to	 try	 a	 new	dish	 for	 a	 change
because	he	usually	ordered	their	‘award	winning’	fifteen	layered	lasagna!

After	he	had	read	the	description	of	the	new	dish,	he	thought	it	sounded	flavorful	and
filling	 enough	 to	 satisfy	 his	 hearty	 appetite	 after	 his	 long	 and	most	 unusual	 day.	 It	was
described	as	an	eight	ounce	center	cut	sirloin	served	with	a	rich	Chianti	peppercorn	sauce,
with	a	creamy	garlic	mushroom	risotto	on	the	side.

“Carodyne,	were	there	any	witnesses	in	the	restroom	that	you	think	might	also	have
seen	the	torn	documents?”	he	asked,	while	they	were	waiting	for	their	dinner	to	be	served.
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