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When First They Met



Excerpt from The Inn at Rose Harbor

Recipe for Jo Marie’s Sweet and Crunchy Biscotti



Dear Friends,

As an author, I’ve always found it difficult to bid farewell to my characters. Perhaps that’s the reason I tend to write books in a series. In 2001, I launched the Cedar Cove series, based on Port Orchard, Washington, where Wayne and I have lived for the past twenty-six years. It’s been my most popular series to date, but all good things must come to an end eventually. I felt it was time to move on. A new series idea had come to me and so I announced I was writing the last book in the Cedar Cove series.

But, oh, how my readers protested!

They said things like, “You can’t leave Cedar Cove; you just can’t.” “What about …” and then they would name their favorite character. “These characters have become my friends. Please, please don’t leave them behind.”

While such comments are like a melody to an author’s ears, they were disconcerting, too. I’d already decided the new series would involve a bed-and-breakfast—one with a very special theme—which you will discover when you read The Inn at Rose Harbor. But this special inn needed a location, so it came to me, why not Cedar Cove?

This e-short you are about to read introduces you to Paul and Jo Marie. It’s the story of how they meet and fall in love. My wish is that you will fall in love with them, too, and be as eager and enthusiastic to snuggle up with all the guests at Rose Harbor Inn and the wonderful friends who populate Cedar Cove.

If you want to learn more about me or Cedar Cove, please visit my website at DebbieMacomber.com or my Facebook page, DebbieMacomberWorld. I want to extend a warm welcome for you to visit my world.

Warmest Regards,

Debbie Macomber

P.S. I have a news flash to share. The Hallmark Channel has recently contacted me for a movie version of Cedar Cove, which will air in September at the same time as the launch of The Inn at Rose Harbor. Check my website for the day it debuts!




When First They Met

I’ve always been a big football enthusiast. Okay, the truth? I’m a bit of a football fanatic. I blame my dad for that. One year my mother had to hold up Thanksgiving dinner for our entire extended family because my dad and two of my uncles were immersed in a football game.

Dad’s gaze remained fixed on the television screen. “Hold your horses, the game has only two minutes left.” The turkey was dry and the mashed potatoes grew cold because those “two minutes” turned into something like thirty-three minutes. Mom was counting.

My mother never got into football the way my brother, Todd, and I did. Growing up in Spokane, the Seahawks were our team. After I moved to Seattle, when Columbia Bank transferred me to the Denny Way branch, I bought my dad a couple of Seahawk tickets every year for Christmas. Which was actually pretty self-serving because Mom couldn’t have cared less, so Dad would take me instead. I bonded with my father over football. It seemed like we could talk about anything while munching on peanuts and shouting out advice to the refs and coaches.

You can imagine my excitement when three tickets became available through the bank where I’m the account manager and junior vice president. I leaped at the opportunity to take two of our clients. Little did I know then that this particular football game would forever change my life.

The bank had several season tickets in prime locations. The Andersons, Lou and Helen, were a nice, middle-aged couple with three grown children. Mr. Anderson owned a long-haul trucking company and did all his banking with us, and we wanted him to know that we appreciated his business.

As planned, I met the Andersons outside of CenturyLink Field so we could walk into the stadium together. The tickets were on the fifty-yard line, about fifteen rows up from the field. I settled into my seat and noticed the two men next to me, who were obviously military. With Fort Lewis, the Bremerton shipyard, Naval Station Everett, and McCord Air Force Base all located within the Puget Sound region, it wasn’t unusual to run into someone serving in the military.

The first thing I noticed about the guy to my immediate left was his eyes. He turned and glanced in my direction when I came into the row. Blue eyes. I’ve always been a sucker for men with blue eyes.

Afraid I might be staring, I quickly looked away. Blue eyes didn’t. In fact, he seemed to have his gaze fixed on me. I made a show of checking my ticket to be sure I was in the correct row and seat. I was, and I was right next to the man with the striking blue eyes.

“Welcome,” he said as soon as I sat down, saluting me with his coffee.

“Thanks.” I settled into my seat. Now, there are blue eyes and then there are really blue eyes. His looked like the waters of the Caribbean—almost turquoise. His gaze held mine and I felt jarred, as if someone had bumped into me from behind. I swallowed hard, because right then, at that very moment, I knew this man could be real trouble. A good kind of trouble. Red lights immediately started flashing.

I quickly looked away. To be clear, I’m over thirty, well over thirty, and didn’t hold out any hope of finding the right man. I’d been through the mill when it came to men and relationships. I’ve been in love a couple of times, or I thought I had, and both relationships ended poorly. The first man of my dreams, Ben, had a problem. A rather big problem as it turned out. He was married. Separated but still married. No thanks.

As soon as I found out, I suggested Ben not contact me again until he was single. He never did.

My second love had a bit of a gambling problem. I could see the handwriting on the wall with Dean when I ended up paying for our last three dates because he’d lost money on the horses and at a friendly poker game, and had an overdue rent bill. I’d extracted myself before my heart was seriously involved.

My mother’s convinced I’m far too picky. Perhaps I am, but I prefer a man who doesn’t have a wife and a couple of children he conveniently forgets to mention until we’re three months into the relationship. Or a guy who doesn’t have enough sense not to lose his entire paycheck on what he is sure is a winning hand. As if a “full house” was a sure thing! It would help, too, if he didn’t live with his mother. That was Lonny, who I met through one of those online dating services. He lied, too.

Maybe I’m gun-shy. At thirty-eight, I’ve seen most of my friends through the gauntlet. I’ve been a bridesmaid more times than I can count, a godmother at least ten times over, and served as a divorce counselor and shoulder to cry on when the relationships fell apart. I’m not jaded; at least I hope I’m not. I prefer to think that I’m practical and just a bit leery.

In two words, I have “high standards” and I’m not willing to settle for second or third best. I wanted a man who was honorable and honest. A man who loved God, country, me, and family. A few basics didn’t seem unreasonable. I found it shocking how rare it was to meet a man like that. As a result, I’d basically given up. If I met someone who fit the bill, I’d be thrilled. If not, well, then it just wasn’t meant to be.
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“Would you mind passing this to the guy with the peanuts?”

Those were the first words Paul Rose ever spoke to me beyond welcome. He handed me a five-dollar bill that I gave to Mr. Anderson, who passed it along to the vendor. The peanut guy hurled the bag, which Paul deftly caught with one hand. His change made its way from the Andersons to me and then to Paul.

“Thanks.”

“No problem.”

“I’m going to get a beer to go with the peanuts when the guy comes by. Would you like one?”

I blinked and narrowed my eyes. I’d dated a really wonderful guy once who had a drinking problem. You see, this is what happens when you’ve been in the game as long as I have. Over the course of my dating career, I’ve met all kinds. You have to be careful. The guy with the killer eyes was hitting the bottle pretty early in the day.

“It isn’t a final Jeopardy question,” Paul teased.

“No thanks.”

“Later?” he asked.

I shrugged. I’d watch and see how well he handled his liquor first. If he had more than two or three beers during the course of the game, then, no thanks to that beer or anything else.

He grinned then and again it was those eyes. I imagined he had women swooning over him the minute he smiled at them. Not me; at least, I wasn’t going to show it. I wasn’t about to be taken in by some fast-talking sailor, although I didn’t think he was navy.

“You’re military?” Really, it was pretty obvious.

“Airborne Ranger,” he answered.

“Stationed out of Fort Lewis?”

“No, we’re here for the next six weeks for training exercises.”

I knew as much about the military as I did about quadratic formulas. I could probably work it out but it would take awhile.

The beer man made his way toward our seats and Paul bought two beers. One for him and one for his buddy. Generosity was a bonus.

“Hi, I’m Mike,” his buddy leaned over and introduced himself.

“Jo Marie.”

“Paul.” He offered me his hand and we shook. His grip was firm but not punishing. “Ignore Mike,” Paul whispered. “I saw you first.”

I laughed. “Is this a competition?”

“Nope. I paid for you fair and square.”

“Paid for me?”

“Not literally. I bought Mike the beer with the promise I got first crack at you.”

“What makes you think I’m not married or involved?”

“I was just hoping. Are you?”

“What if I said I am?”

“Then it’s hands off. I wouldn’t want anyone hitting on my girl.”

I liked his ethics. I have to say he was looking better by the minute.

Once the game started, I could see he was as keen on the sport as I was. When the referee made a bad call, we both shot to our feet, ready to give the official our opinion about his eyesight problem. Pete Carroll, the Seahawks head coach, must have heard us because he immediately threw in the red flag, challenging the penalty. It took several minutes while the replay ran on the huge jumbo screen. It seemed the rest of the stadium agreed with us as well. By all that was fair, the penalty was reversed.

As if the two of us were personally responsible, Paul turned to me and I turned to him and we high-fived it. He smiled at me and I smiled back. I should have known then that my heart was doomed.

The Seahawks won the game, thanks in part to the reversal of that penalty. Whether we could claim any credit for that or not, Paul and I were convinced we’d saved the game.

I did my best to play the hostess with the Andersons, but they were enjoying the game all on their own without any help from me.

As people started to exit the stadium, the Andersons turned to thank me once again. Paul stood behind me.

“Will you let me buy you that beer now?” he asked.

I hesitated, pondering if accepting his invitation was the right decision or not. He’d already told me he would be in the Seattle area for only a few weeks. I’ve had friends who’d struggled with long-distance relationships, and frankly, I just wasn’t sure it was the wisest thing in the world to get involved with a guy in the military.

Even now I’m not sure what made me say yes. Then again, maybe I am. I’d been drawn to Paul the moment I laid eyes on him. Deep down I had the feeling I’d regret walking away and so I accepted his invitation.

If I had drawn up a list of the qualities I sought out most in a guy and labeled it from one to one hundred, Paul would have easily scored a ninety-nine.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s have that beer.”

We started to walk toward a local sports bar with Mike.

“I’ll catch a ride back to base with Jeremy,” Mike said and waved us off.

“What if he doesn’t connect with this other guy?” I asked, concerned that Mike might be stranded.

“Not to worry, he already set it up.”

“And exactly when did he do that?”

Paul chuckled. “Early on.”

That was interesting. “Hmm … were you that sure of yourself?”

“No,” he admitted, “but I was hopeful.”
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We sat in the sports bar with the huge flat screen and watched the interviews with the players and the coach. We’d already discovered that we were both big football fans, so we started off talking about our favorite players and teams. I knew quite a bit about the Seahawks, seeing that I’d been following them since I was barely old enough to understand the game.

“Did you know the average player is only in the league three point two years?” I asked him.

“You mean other than the quarterback?”

“Don’t forget the kicker. They tend to last longer.”

“Right.” He seemed impressed I knew as much about the game as I did.

“Do you like Mexican food?” he asked.

“I do. Cheese enchiladas are my favorite.”

His eyes rounded. “Mine, too.”

“What about Chinese food?” I asked.

“Love it.”

“Your favorite dish?”

He hesitated. “I tend to enjoy the spicy food the best. If I had to choose, I’d say Szechuan chicken.”

Now it was my turn to be surprised. “Mine, too.” This was getting spooky. I reached for a napkin, dug a pen out of my purse, and started writing.

“What are you doing?” Paul asked.

“Okay, I’m going to ask you a question, and when you answer I’m going to show you my answer and see if they match.”

“Okay, ask away.”

“Your favorite author?” This was an important question. I’d dated men who had never read a book. Reading was a passion of mine and I couldn’t imagine being involved with someone who didn’t understand the importance of books and stories.

This seemed to be a difficult question. “Male or female?”

“Male.” I assumed that would be easier to answer.

“Pat Conroy.”

My mouth sagged open. I turned the napkin around and showed him my answer. It was the same.

We chatted about The Prince of Tides for ten minutes and then two other books by Conroy. Apparently I had nothing to worry about when it came to Paul being a reader.

“Okay,” I said after several minutes. “Here’s my next question and it’s important.”

He sipped his coffee and relaxed against the seat. “Ask away.”

“Are you married, divorced, or separated?”

“None of the above.”

“Why not?”

He grinned and glanced down at the table. “I guess I’m picky.”

Picky was my mother’s favorite accusation. Oh, boy.

“What about you?” he asked, and it was a fair question. “I find it hard to believe that anyone as attractive as you has never been married.”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

I laughed. “I’m picky, too.”

He grinned. “Any other questions?”

Clearly we had a lot in common, but there was more to life than enjoying the same food or reading the same author.

“Have you ever thought about what you want to accomplish in life?” I asked. This would say a lot about him as a person. Some people don’t ever think beyond the next twenty-four hours let alone the next six months or a year. I’ve always been goal-driven, which has helped me advance quickly in my career.

“Actually, I’ve thought about it quite a bit,” Paul told me.

I sat up a bit straighter.

“I take my job with the military seriously. I’ve been given the responsibility to look out for my team, my men in the field, and keep them safe so they can return to their families while still getting our job done. That’s my top priority, right along with protecting our country.” He hesitated as if he’d said too much. “What about you?”

“Oh, yes. I have a detailed list.”

“Of goals?”

It was in a way. “I like to think of it as a life list. As a teenager, I started writing down all the things I wanted to do in life, places I yearned to see, experiences I hoped to have.”

“How long is your list?”

I was a bit embarrassed to tell him. “At last count, I had over a hundred eighty items written down.”

“Have you accomplished any of them?”

“Actually, I have. I climbed Mount Si, which is close to Seattle, when I was sixteen, and I’ve done it every year on my birthday since then. I haven’t sailed in the South Pacific, but I’d like to do that one day. I did get to New York once on a business trip and I saw two musicals, both of which I loved.” I mentioned three or four other minor and not so minor accomplishments.

We talked more about his job and I couldn’t help being impressed with his dedication to the military and to his men. If I was looking for a man both honorable and decent, then he was staring me in the face. I knew it then and I know it even more now.

“What’s the hardest thing you’ve ever accomplished?” he asked me.

The answer was easy. “Walking sixty miles in three days with the Susan G. Komen Walk to cure breast cancer.”

Paul’s gaze left mine and his beautiful blue eyes filled with sadness. “Any particular reason you chose to do that?”

I nodded. “My aunt Teresa was my godmother. She died of cancer when I was twenty and she was forty-two. She left behind two teenaged sons. It felt like a gaping hole in our family after her death and I wanted to do whatever I could to get rid of that horrible disease.”

“Sixty miles.”

“And I did it, despite the summer heat and the blisters, and afterward I felt like I could conquer the world.” It’d been an incredible emotional high.

“Breast cancer killed my mother. I was a sophomore in college.”

“Paul,” I whispered. “I’m so sorry.” I reached across the table and placed my hand over his.

“My dad fell apart after we buried Mom. He quit his job and bounced around from city to city and job to job and then he left the country. He’s living in Australia now. Unfortunately, we don’t have much contact anymore. From what I understand, he’s remarried.”

So cancer had strongly impacted his life, too.

“I’d never had a strong relationship with my father but I was close to Mom. She was the glue that held my world together. After she was gone, I’d hoped Dad and I could help each other through our grief, but he wasn’t interested. I joined the military and that has been my family ever since.”

“You’re an only child?” I asked.

“I had a sister who died of crib death when she was three months old. What about your family?”

“One brother, Todd; he’s younger,” I said. “He lives in Spokane close to my parents. My dad was one of six children and my mother has three living sisters, so there are cousins galore.” I mentioned how the whole family got together before Christmas every year for baking cookies and making candy, as well as the big Easter celebration Mom and Dad always hosted.

“I’m talking way too much.” Paul made it so easy. He was a good listener; his laugh came quick and often.

“No, please, I’m really enjoying this.”

I continued telling him about my brother and parents. He seemed hungry for details of my rich family life. “Hearing all this reminds me why I’m fighting for our country and our freedom. I wish my own family was more like yours.”

As if he regretted mentioning it, Paul changed the subject and suggested we have dinner. We found a Mexican restaurant he’d heard about close to CenturyLink Field, although I doubted either of us was hungry. We lingered over the cheese enchiladas and talked nearly nonstop until it was almost seven o’clock. I don’t ever recall feeling that kind of instant connection for any other man like I did that first night with Paul.

When we left the restaurant, Paul walked me to my car but didn’t kiss me, although I wouldn’t have minded if he had. In fact, I was disappointed that he didn’t.

“Can I call you?” he asked.

“Yes, sure,” I said and shrugged as if it was no big thing when in reality it was. He waited until I was in my car and had driven away before he left the area. I know because I kept glancing at him in my rearview mirror.

My condo was relatively close. My head was spinning as I came into my unit and turned on the lights. I’d always felt at home and comfortable in my own place, but after meeting Paul it seemed cold and empty. Even that early into our relationship I wanted him with me.

Although he’d asked if he could call and I’d given him my cell number, I had to wonder if he actually would. His life was with the army. He would only be at Fort Lewis another few weeks. Surely he had the same reservations I did.

One thing was sure. I refused to revert back to my junior high days when I was left hoping with all my heart that some boy liked me nearly as much as I liked him. I turned on the television, just for the noise, when my cell rang.

It was Paul.

“I bet you didn’t count on me calling quite this soon,” he said and seemed a little embarrassed. “I wanted you to know how much I enjoyed being with you.”

“I enjoyed it, too.” And that was no exaggeration.

“Are you feeling the same way I am?” he asked.

“I don’t know. What are you feeling?” I slumped down onto my sofa and held my cell close to my ear.

“I’m not sure if I can put it into words. That we were supposed to meet today?” He made it a question, as if hesitant.

This didn’t sound like a line he used with other woman. “Fate?” I teased.

“No,” he said quickly. “I don’t believe in fate or luck or any of that. I don’t hold to signs of the zodiac any more than I do to the advice of fortune cookies. This is different. Way different.”

“How do you mean?” I asked, although deep down I already knew. I understood his hesitation. We were meant to meet that day. And while it might sound dramatic and a bit theatrical, Paul Rose was my destiny and I was his.
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We talked every day after that, sometime two and three times. My friends knew that something had changed with me, although I didn’t mention meeting Paul. Not to anyone; at least not right away. I kept that to myself for a long time. It wasn’t a secret I intentionally withheld from those closest to me. If asked I couldn’t have explained why I didn’t want to share that I’d finally found the man I could and would love for the rest of my life.

The weeks at Fort Lewis passed so quickly it seemed like they evaporated. The days flew by with such speed that I needed to hold my breath in order to keep up. We were together at every opportunity. I loved Paul’s dry sense of humor. His wit often caught me by surprise, and his wisdom, too. He often spoke of the men in his charge. He felt responsible for each one and carried the weight of his duty well.
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His orders took him to Germany, but we both knew he would eventually land in Afghanistan. After he left the area, we kept in touch in every way imaginable. We talked on the phone, emailed, Skyped, wrote letters. I lived for word from him.

In November, Paul managed to get leave and flew to Seattle for the holidays. By now my parents had heard all about him. Paul and I drove to Spokane to spend Thanksgiving with my family.

“This is the one, isn’t it?” my mother said, the moment the two of us were alone in the family kitchen.

I didn’t even need to think. “Oh, yes.”

“I like him already.”

“So do I,” my father said, coming into the kitchen. Paul was in the other room, chatting with my brother, Todd. Soon my aunts and uncles would arrive and the house would be filled to an overflowing capacity. Mom planned on twenty-five for Thanksgiving dinner. “If you don’t marry this man then all I can say is that you aren’t nearly half as smart as I give you credit for.”

“I’ll wait for him to do the asking,” I said. By then I knew I loved Paul and I knew he loved me, but his future, and consequently our relationship, remained unpredictable.

“If Paul did ask you to marry him, what would you say?”

“Yes.” I didn’t even need to think about my response.

“What about your position with the bank?” my father pressed.

My dad and I had often discussed my career. Dad was quick to give me advice and I always welcomed his input. He knew how hard I worked; the long hours I put in and how important my job at the bank was for me. The long-term goal was to be named manager, and if I proved myself in that position, to go on to upper management.

Again I didn’t hesitate. “If Paul asked me to marry him—and that meant I had to move as a result—I’d give it all up in a heartbeat.”

My father hugged me then and I could see how happy he was for me.

Thanksgiving dinner was crazy, with several of my aunts and uncles attending. The cousins who gathered around the table ranged in age from eight to thirty. I loved watching Paul with my family and was amazed at how quickly he caught on to everyone’s names.

After dinner, Paul, my brother, and several others went outside to play football. Dad went with them. Apparently the televised games that day had inspired them to have a competition of their own. After the dishes were all finished, I went outside to watch with Todd’s wife, Mary Lou.

Paul played quarterback and stepped back to shoot the football to my cousin Billy when my brother broke through the defensive line and tackled him. Even from the sidelines I heard Paul go down. He hit hard, with Todd landing on top of him.

I gasped and covered my mouth with my gloved hand, and then before I could stop myself I raced onto the field. Todd stood over Paul and had extended his hand in order to help him up.

I shoved Todd out of the way and fell to my knees next to Paul on the ground. He’d had the wind knocked out of him and had raised his knees and was kicking the ground.

“Paul, Paul, what can I do?”

He shook his head, indicating there was nothing. It would pass in a few minutes. At that moment, I was ready to slam my brother to the ground. By then the two teams had surrounded Paul, too. After a few tortuous moments, he sat up and looked around at the concerned faces.

“I’ll live. It takes more than a hard tackle to knock me out of a game.”

“You’re sidelined, young man,” Dad insisted. “I’m placing you on the injured reserved list.”

“Yes, sir.”

Todd helped him to his feet, and with my arm around Paul’s waist I led him off the field.

“I’m fine, Jo Marie,” he insisted. “Quit looking at me as if you expect me to keel over any minute.”

I didn’t want him to know how frightened I’d been seeing him injured. Pressing my head against his shoulder, I clung tightly to him. After a few minutes, he was back in the game. Until that moment, I don’t believe I’d ever realized what it was like to watch someone you love suffer. It wasn’t anything I wanted to think about, especially in light of the fact that Paul had chosen the military as his career.
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The football game ended and everyone headed back into the house for pumpkin and pecan pie. Mom and my aunts dished up while my cousins and I served. Paul asked for a slice of each. My dad and Todd did, too. They’d worked off those extra calories for sure.

After the second set of dishes was finished, the day wound to an end. It was after ten before everyone had left the house. My brother remained, along with his family. His two children were fast asleep and Mary Lou sat in Todd’s lap, her head on his shoulder. After seeing most everyone off, my parents remained in the kitchen, talking. I figured that after all the noise and company, they sought a few minutes of peace with just the two of them.

I still hadn’t quite forgiven my brother for hurting Paul. If I’d been a ref, I would have called unnecessary roughness and penalized him fifty yards. As it was, my brother was lucky I was speaking to him.

“This is one of the best Thanksgivings I can ever remember,” Paul said, sitting down on the sofa next to me.

“Despite getting hurt?”

Paul grinned and looped his arm around my shoulder. “You have a wonderful family.”

I had to agree, although I glared at my brother, sitting on the other side of the room.

“Hey, sis, if Paul’s forgiven me, then you should, too.”

“Maybe.”

Paul kissed the top of my head.

Mom and Dad came into the living room and my father looked at Paul. “Now?” he asked.

Not knowing what this was about, I sat up and noticed Paul’s eye contact with my dad.

“Your father and I had a long talk this morning,” Paul said.

I’d been busy in the kitchen helping my mother stuff the turkey and hadn’t noticed.

“And then your father talked to me,” Mom added.

“About?”

“About,” Paul answered, “you and me.”

I held my breath, anticipation building. I couldn’t pretend I didn’t know what this was about. I’ve never been a woman who cries easily. Some of my friends can weep over the silliest, most nonsensical things. Not me. Yet in that moment, tears flooded my eyes.

“Jo Marie,” Paul whispered, “would you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

I couldn’t speak if my life depended on it. My throat completely closed up on me so that all I could manage to do was nod, which I did with enough gusto to dislocate my neck. Paul’s beautiful blue eyes held mine. His image blurred because of the tears flowing down my cheeks. “Oh, Paul, yes, yes, yes,” I croaked out in a whisper. Swiping the moisture from my cheeks, I noticed both my mother and father had tears in their eyes, too.

Then Paul kissed me and we clung to each other. Earlier he’d said this had been one of the best Thanksgivings of his life. For me, it was the happiest day I could ever remember. He slipped the diamond ring on my finger and we kissed again.

“When’s the wedding?” Mom asked, after she blew her nose.

I looked at Paul and he looked at me, the reality of the question coming as a shock.

“Soon,” he suggested.

I’d waited nearly my entire adult life for this man, and now that I had an engagement ring on my finger, I wanted to be his wife—and the sooner the better.

I’m one of the most fortunate women I know. I held out for the man of my dreams and I was soon going to marry him.



Now that you’ve met Jo Marie, here’s a peek at THE INN AT ROSE HARBOR, Debbie’s new novel, on sale August 14, 2012. After facing great loss and heartache, Jo Marie is ready for the next chapter in her life. Read on for more.…




Chapter 1

Last night I dreamed of Paul. He’s never far from my thoughts—not a day passes when he isn’t with me, but he hasn’t been in my dreams until now. It’s ironic, I suppose, that he should leave me then, because before I close my eyes I fantasize about what it would feel like to have his arms wrapped around me. As I drift off to sleep, I pretend that my head is resting on his shoulder. Unfortunately, I will never have the chance to be with my husband again, at least not in this lifetime.

Until last night, if I did happen to dream of Paul, those dreams were long forgotten by the time I woke. This dream, however, stayed with me, lingering in my mind, filling me with equal parts sadness and joy.

When I first learned that Paul had been killed, the grief had been all-consuming and I didn’t think I would be able to go on. Yet life continues to move forward and so have I, dragging from one day into the next until I found I could breathe normally again.

I’m in my new home now, the bed-and-breakfast I bought less than a month ago on the Kitsap Peninsula in a cozy town on the water called Cedar Cove. I decided to name it Rose Harbor Inn. “Rose” for Paul Rose, my husband of less than a year; the man I will always love and for whom I will grieve for whatever remains of my own life. “Harbor” for the place I have set my anchor as the storms of loss batter me.

How melodramatic that sounds, and yet there’s no other way to say it. Although I am alive, functioning normally, at times I feel half dead. How Paul would hate hearing me say that, but it’s true. I died with Paul last April on some mountainside in a country half a world away as he fought for our national security.

Life as I knew it was over in the space of a single heartbeat. My future as I dreamed it would be was stolen from me.

All the advice given to those who grieve said I should wait a year before making any major decisions. My friends told me I would regret quitting my job, leaving my Seattle home, and moving to a strange town.

What they didn’t understand was that I found no comfort in familiarity, no joy in routine. Because I valued their opinion, I gave it six months. In that time, nothing helped, nothing changed. More and more I felt the urge to get away, to start life anew, certain that then and only then would I find peace; and this horrendous ache inside me ease.

I started my search for a new life on the Internet, looking in a number of areas, all across the United States. The surprise was finding exactly what I wanted in my own backyard.

The town of Cedar Cove sits on the other side of Puget Sound from Seattle. It’s a navy town, situated directly across from the Bremerton Shipyard. The minute I found a property listing for this charming bed-and-breakfast that was up for sale, my heart started to beat at an accelerated rate. Me, own a bed-and-breakfast? I hadn’t thought to take over a business, but instinctively I realized I would need something to fill my time. As a bonus, a confirmation, I’d always enjoyed having guests.

With its wraparound porch and incredible view of the Cove, the house was breathtaking. In another life, I could imagine Paul and me sitting on the porch after dinner, sipping hot coffee and discussing our day, our dreams. Surely the photograph posted on the Internet had been taken by a professional who’d cleverly masked its flaws. Nothing, it seemed, could be this perfect.

Not so. The moment I pulled into the driveway with the real estate agent, I was embraced by the inn’s appeal. Oh, yes, with its bright natural light and large windows that overlooked the cove, this B&B felt like home already. It was the perfect place for starting my new life.

Although I dutifully let Jody McNeal, the agent, show me around, not a single question remained in my mind. I was meant to own this bed-and-breakfast; it was as if it had sat on the market all these months waiting for me. It had eight guest rooms spread across the two upper floors and on the bottom floor, and a large, modern kitchen was situated next to a spacious dining room. Originally built in the early 1900s, the house looked out on a stunning panorama of the water and marina. Cedar Cove was laid out along Harbor Street, which wound through the town with small shops on both sides of the street. I felt the town’s appeal even before I had the opportunity to explore its neighborhoods.

What attracted me most about the inn was the sense of peace I experienced the moment I walked inside. The heartache that had been with me seemed to lift. The grief that I’d carried with me all these months eased. In its place came serenity, a peace that’s difficult to describe.

Unfortunately, this contentment didn’t last long, flooding my eyes with tears and embarrassing me as we finished the tour. Paul would have loved this inn, too. Now I would manage the inn alone. Thankfully, the real estate agent pretended not to notice the emotions that I was struggling to disguise.

“Well, what do you think?” Jody asked expectantly as we walked out the front door.

I hadn’t said a word during the entire tour, nor had I asked a single question. “I’ll take it.”




Want to know what happens next to Jo Marie?
Order THE INN AT ROSE HARBOR now!
Available in hardcover and eBook August 14, 2012




Jo Marie Rose greets every guest at the Rose Harbor Inn with warmth, compassion, and delicious treats straight from the oven. Whether they’re muffins, cookies, or cake, the sweet scents emanating from Jo Marie’s kitchen soothe even the most troubled of patrons. Here’s a great recipe for homemade biscotti that she serves alongside a steaming cup of coffee for a comforting treat.




Jo Marie’s Sweet and Crunchy Biscotti




2¼ cups all-purpose flour

1 teaspoon double-acting baking powder

½ teaspoon baking soda

½ teaspoon salt

½ cup butter, softened

1 cup sugar

3 large eggs

1 teaspoon vanilla

½ teaspoon almond extract

½ teaspoon coconut or hazelnut extract

1 cup lightly toasted whole hazelnuts or almonds, chopped coarsely



Sift the dry ingredients together and set aside. With a mixer, cream the butter and the sugar until light and fluffy. Add the eggs, one at a time, beating well after each addition, and then beat in the extracts. Add the flour mixture and then the nuts. Dough will be sloppy.

Butter and flour a 10″ × 15″ cookie sheet, or use parchment paper.

Divide the dough into thirds. On a well-floured board, shape each piece of dough into a log and transfer to the floured cookie sheet. Pat and shape each log until it is about 2 inches wide and 10 inches long. Arrange three logs on the sheet, leaving equal space between each.

Bake the logs in a preheated 325°F oven for 30 minutes (dough will spread as it bakes). Let logs cool on sheet on a rack for 10 minutes. Slice each log diagonally into the traditional biscotti shape, about ¾ inch thick. Arrange slices on a clean cookie sheet(s), cut slices down, and put back into 275°F oven for 10 minutes on each side. Repeat again as often as needed to dry out the slices without browning them. Cool on cookie racks; when cool, store in an airtight container.

If desired, melt baking chocolate and smear the entire bottom of the biscotti, or drizzle decorative lines over the top.
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