
You are all amazing for coming today. Thank you. I’m bowled over 

with your generosity for giving your valuable time to someone you don’t 

know or know very well. It’s meaningful for me to be here because I love 

talking about my novels and I have fond memories of xmas luncheons here 

with my study group, QAF. I’ve talked about joining WUC because I’d like 

to take your famous bridge lessons. Now that I knkow aobut the book 

review program that would be something else I’d enjoy. So, I thank Joy 

Goodenough for recommending me for this event today and reconnecting 

me Mary Lou LaPierre, to create this fortuitous gathering. The clever 

Japanese have an expression, Ichi-go ichi-e, that applies to all of us here in 

the room, “one meeting, one moment in your life that will never happen 

again.” 

  

To make this moment meaningful for you I am going to share key 

personal memories that brought me to you today – and how I came to 

write a novel about falling love late in life, art, aging, cooking and 

traveling. 

When I entered the world, in 1952, my house was on a single lane of 

white sand road, one mile long and frequently mud puddles. The road 

could rattle your teeth and give you quite a bounce in those days. Riding a 

bike was an extreme sport on that road. Our side of the street was all cow 

pasture, dairy barn and citrus groves. The other side was just citrus groves. 

Our telephone number had four digits and there was no TV. 

 



My maternal grandparents lived next door at the end of the pink 

sidewalk that joined the two houses, where they had lived for more than 40 

years. My grandmother’s sister, Eva, and her mother had recently moved 

from Chicago to be permanent houseguests. My great grandmother was a 

90- year-old tired of running a boarding house and my great aunt Eva was 

a 60-something retired teacher.  

 

Raise your hand if you have a grandchild. All of you know exactly 

how this relationship goes. It’s almost a chemical attraction that must 

have genetics to it, the magic of the grandchild relationship. I basically had 

four grandparents next door: Papa, Nana, Grandma and Eva. I was 

extraordinarily lucky to have this extended family and to arrive when all 

four were happy, relatively healthy and delighted to enjoy a new baby. 

Before I could walk, Eva would come get me from my crib several times a 

day and take me next door to visit everyone. As soon as I was able, I ran 

next door several times a day to see what was new and exciting with my 

friends. I pretty much had them to myself as my family already had two 

sophisticated older kids who already went to school. 

 

Papa had the kitchen to himself early in the morning, which made it 

a nice time to visit him alone and he frequently cooked an omelet for me. 

All the women would still be asleep upstairs. He never minded me 

interrupting his newspaper. Now, I can appreciate how happy he would 

have been for the interruption from world events. Is that an aging thing? I 



used to love to read the newspaper but I find it so painful these days. 

Unbeknownst to me, Papa was not just my personal omelet cooker and 

storyteller; he was a larger than life character in Vero Beach, FL where he 

had brought his ambition and enthusiasm as a young man in 1913. Waldo 

E. Sexton had made his dad really mad when he graduated from Perdue 

University and didn’t bring all that education home to the farm in Indiana. 

He may have had extra determination to succeed to show his dad how big 

his ideas really were. He focused on all the industries of Florida: tourism, 

cattle, citrus and real estate. He was a pillar of the development of Vero 

Beach and Indian River County. Waldo planted thousands of citrus trees in 

the early years. He developed a new variety of grapefruit and was always 

involved with citrus growing and production. He started the first real 

estate agency, still run by the family of his partner. Footnote: One of his 

great grandchildren just got engaged to the great grandchild of that real 

estate partner. He started the first dairy and insurance agency. He excelled 

in all areas I think because he had good ideas and worked very hard.  

 

Flagler’s railroad made it easy for people to get to Vero Beach and he 

created reasons for them to get off the train or park the car. He developed 

the McKee Botanical Garden, a successful tourist attraction for many years. 

He developed his family beach house into the Driftwood Inn. He built the 

Ocean Grill, which became famous during WWII for all the military men 

who spent the evenings in the bar. (Footnote: My mom married one of 

those guys who was running a naval training outfit nearby called Scouts 



and Raiders, which was the precursor of the Navy Seals and the property is 

now a popular Navy Seal museum.) Waldo brought the Brooklyn Dodgers 

to Spring training in Vero and as is still expected now, built a big facility 

for Branch Rickey’s team that functioned as a dining hall, bar and grill for 

the team and everybody in town who wanted to be with them. They called 

it Dodgertown. 

 

My great Aunt Eva didn’t have children of her own and took me on as 

her baby and student from the beginning and had me reading years before I 

went to first grade. I really can’t remember not being able to read. I spent 

hours with her in her bed reading. I didn’t know that she was sick. But she 

did and had a mission to enjoy every minute with me. She was the first of 

the four to die when I was about 5, my first broken heart. She gave me the 

lifetime gift of the joy of reading and loving me. She also gave me her Phi 

Beta Kappa key, a Tibetan bead necklace I have on today and a jade ring. I 

still think they are all beautiful and bring me luck—or at least very good 

feelings. 

 

Every time I went through the screen door to the kitchen I got a 

treat. That was Nana’s way of teaching. She had a sweet tooth and cleverly 

lined up jars right by the kitchen door to help your self. Big people with 

long arms could reach inside the jars without even coming in the kitchen. 

The routine sweets menu included home-made cookies, jelly beans, 



M&M’s; chocolates from California, macadamia nuts, poppycock, and 

peanut brittle.   

 

Nana’s mother lived to be 104 with a big 100th birthday party that 

included having her name read on the Today Show on television and many 

letters of congratulations including one from President Eisenhower. 

Grandma really noticed her 101st birthday was lackluster in comparison 

and complained about it. I learned a lot about aging from all them, but 

particularly Grandma because when she couldn’t manage the stairs 

anymore because of her hips, she was imprisoned in her room upstairs, 

which was big and airy with a nice porch to sit out on. She had a full time 

live-in RN to amuse her with arts and crafts—and me. I absorbed the 

history of technology by reciting all the amazing inventions she witnessed 

in her time from 1861 to 1965. She was born the first year of the Civil War 

and remembered the Chicago fire! She loved to talk about how exciting it 

was when the first of everything came out: Automobiles, electricity, light 

bulbs, telephones, airplanes, television and astronauts. She would have 

liked to die years before she did. She had been active all her life and I don’t 

think she ever adjusted to not doing much. She never lost her mind. She 

was lucid to the end. Her daughter was almost as lucid living to 98 or so. 

She always lied her age. Nana was full of advice on aging such as, if you 

want to have friends, make friends only with people who are 15 years 

younger than you are. Nana’s hips stayed good so I have some hope there 

to avoid hip replacements--and maintain lucidity. 



 

Q: Does anyone remember what kids ate in the 1950s? 

A: Whatever was put in front of them. I don't recall anyone ever 

asking me what I wanted to eat. I’m stunned in the grocery store to hear 

modern moms ask their toddlers what they want for dinner tonight. This is 

so not the 1950s any more. 

 

I bring that up because my earliest memories of Papa and Nana are 

about eating. They loved good food and took pleasure in being at the table. 

The conversation was always lively. Nana was not a cook. She had a cook. 

Applesauce was one of the few things Nana prepared besides cookies. She 

loved frog legs and lamb chops. They ate ham loaf, not meat loaf like we 

did next door. By my time in their story, the cook came only at night and 

made the dinner for the four of them. I ate dinner at home at 6:30 sharp 

with my family, another rule of the 1950s. 

 

I walked in the kitchen one day to find the crowd around the table for 

lunch, even grandma was downstairs, which was unusual. They all watched 

me stare wide-eyed at a big platter with a long pink thing on it. I was about 

3 and it seemed about 3 feet long to me. 

“Do you know what it is, Karen?” 

“It looks a tongue, but whose is it?” They all laughed. 

Someone fixed me a plate and I had a bite with all eyes waiting for 

my verdict as I chewed. 



“What do you think of it?” 

“Well, it feels like a tongue.” That got another big laugh. I did not 

mind eating the tongue once I got past the curious texture. The flavor 

seemed bland compared to sausage or corned beef. But the hot German 

potato salad that came with it was a big hit with me. It’s a taste memory I 

treasure. That specific sweet and sour balance is still the standard for me.  

 

Special occasions were all marked with special food. On Christmas 

morning we always had real maple syrup and maple sugar from Vermont 

for pancakes. The holiday meals at night with the whole family, about 20 

people with all the uncles, aunts and cousins, would feature an enormous 

rare roast beef, ham or turkey. The most memorable turkey was one from 

the backyard coop, which I watched being beheaded by an axe, literally 

running around without its head and then hanging upside down with its 

feet tied to the clothesline to drain. I was fascinated by it. Do you see the 

pattern here with me and the food chain? Was I fearless or just had 

good role models? Holidays always featured an after dinner theatrical 

production written and directed by me, starring my younger cousins. 

 

My favorite memories of Papa are watching him work in his outdoor 

studio or going to a project site. His studio was a large 3-sided structure, 

full of big boards, wrought iron pieces and other artifacts. The walls were 

decorated with many treasures and near the entrance he had a collection of 

what looked like giant toothbrushes in various sizes with long wooden 



handles with wire bristles for removing rust and old paint from wrought 

iron. He was sweaty and dirty, seldom had a shirt on but he always wore his 

Stetson hat. I would look at a black, rusty gate big enough to close a road 

and think this is going to take forever! He took his time and was careful. He 

was patient with the process. I enjoyed hanging out there, watching him 

work, and seeing him making progress every day. We chatted. He was 

enjoying himself. I always thought he had more fun than any of the other 

grown ups. You could see his pleasure in his work, eating and talking with 

people. I admired that. I wanted to have fun too when I grew up. 

 

Papa had a great sense of humor. He laughed and he made me laugh. 

He was always a salesman, a showman making theatre of small things. 

One day when I was about four I was annoyed with the people next 

door and decided to run away and find some nice people to live with. I 

packed my doll’s suitcase and went across the pink sidewalk to say goodbye 

to Papa, who was out working in his studio. He said, "Oh, sorry you're 

leaving. I’ll miss you. Won’t you need a hat and umbrella where you are 

going? We should take a photograph to remember you by. We'll put it in 

the living room and say, look, that's Karen, she used to live here with us." 

He sprung into action getting props from I don't know where and 

soon the photographer came from town and I was posed in front of the 

family station wagon in our garage with my new hat and umbrella ready to 

travel. Papa had assembled a crowd to send me off, just like when we went 

to send Papa and Nana off on trips. Although I hadn’t been anywhere yet, 



except the train station and the airport to wave goodbye and hello, I felt 

full of anticipation. My traveling days had begun. Getting my suitcase out 

of the closet still gives me a thrill. More about that later. 

 

Being around the house and yard made it easy for Papa to ask me if I 

wanted to go for a ride to wherever he was going. Here’s another unusual 

thing about the 1950s, I never asked anybody if I could go, I did what I 

wanted to do. Unbelievable today, but no one was particularly watching or 

worried about me. I had two houses and yards to roam in. I imagine that if 

I were to scream, several people would come running but I don’t recall it 

ever happening. So, I visited construction sites where he was building 

things he thought the tourists would enjoy like a Mountain with Spanish 

tile steps and an art gallery that was a work of art itself and later became a 

restaurant that still exists. My job was painting the back of a door to make 

it look like a very old green door by putting lots of layers of different colors 

of paint on it. Papa knew quite a bit about how to age things. He didn’t 

want anything to look new. There’s no one alive to confirm my version of 

this story but I have proof I was there in his boisterous crowd of artists and 

workers. I posed for two murals, which still exist. One featured a dramatic 

night time campfire in the woods, a chest of gold coins and a crowd of 

indians, pirates, Papa and me, all eyeing the gold. The mural was scary to 

me with tension and danger. You can’t tell who’s going to get the gold. The 

other mural was a large pasture scene, just like Papa’s cattle ranch, the 

Treasure Hammock Ranch, and me milking a cow in the middle of it. In 



retrospect the artist must not have known that at the ranch there were 

only beef cattle. All this posing I did may have been Papa’s sly angle on 

childcare, like a smart babysitter we had taking us fishing where we had to 

be very quiet and sit still or the fish wouldn’t bite. 

 

My take away from my early life was to enjoy your work, pay 

attention to the details, have fun with people and eat good food. All this 

took place when Papa was in his 70s! More on that later. 

 

Grandma died when I was thirteen and Papa died when I was 

fourteen. I treasure the many good years with them. I began working then 

on Saturday and Sundays, 6 AM to 4 PM in the Driftwood kitchen. I made a 

dollar an hour and was the richest kid I knew with the $20 paycheck. 

Beginning with running the dishwasher and working my way up the line 

through salads and sandwiches to becoming the expediter, the assistant to 

M.L. the chef. That job is about issuing the orders, coordinating the dishes 

of the order for pickup and garnishing. When M.L. called in sick one day, 

and there was discussion of closing the restaurant for the day, I 

volunteered to do his work to the amazement of the waitresses who were 

sure the day would a disaster, without M.L. and the pancake batter, a 

critical part of the breakfast service. One of them came over on my side of 

the kitchen, which was not acceptable, and grabbed the almost empty 

pancake batter pot. What are we going to do?” 



My 15 year-old self stood up to her 40-year old self and said, “I know 

how to make it.” She said “How? There is no written recipe,” I said, “I have 

watched him do it.” She went back to her side but kept her eye on me as I 

lined up the ingredients and added them to the stainless steel pot without 

measuring cups or spoons, just the way M.L. did it. No one could tell a 

difference in my pancakes. The other feather in my chef hat was my fried 

chicken on Sundays when I stood in for M.L. Nana ate lunch there after 

church and was so proud of me for the fried chicken I made. These days 

changed my life. What I felt was the first taste of competency in an adult 

world, far away from the classroom, and it was exhilarating. I liked 

cooking. 

 

My day jobs over the last 40 years mostly involved marketing and 

writing for financial services, and later a chef and a caterer. My favorite job 

was selling books in a cookbook store, but I also enjoyed writing and 

editing cookbooks. I have free-lanced and created web site content, and 

was the senior editor of a commercial web site dedicated to home cooking. 

 

Before blogging was popular, I was reviewing cookbooks and writing 

about entertaining and wine tasting for The Enological Society and on my 

personal web site with the tagline Cooking and Reading Every Day. I still 

have the blog. You can read it on my web site and know what I’m excited 

about in cooking. I read one or two books a week and try to be eclectic in 

my choices. I keep a list on Goodreads which feeds into my website and 



supplies the covers of the last 20 or so books. In addition to all the 

recommendations I see in newspapers and other media, I have two 

librarians that give me things I would never find on my own. That’s a great 

fringe benefit of being a volunteer at the library. I have been an 

ambassador for Seattle at the public library for almost ten years. I help the 

citizens and the tourists find their way around the building and the city. 

These days I also advise many newcomers to Seattle about the attractions 

in the area. I urge them to join the library and a museum so they will 

always have something free to do if they feel like going out.  

 

All the while I’m thinking about writing my own book. I didn’t want 

to write a memoir. I agree with the poet Mary Oliver who said, “The world 

is full of sad stories but I don’t want to tell one.” I wanted to write 

something I’d like to read -- about cooking, wine, traveling. It would be a 

story about smart people who were my age, a husband that was a good guy 

-- and no sociopaths, sadists or serial murders.  

It was only a matter of time to me and I took note of all the people 

who got a late start in life with their new writing career. Julia Child wasn’t 

the only one.  

 

My transcendent moment occurred in Kuala Lumpur at guess what? 

Yes, a cooking class. The teacher, Rohani Jelani, is a real person, an 

entrepreneur in cookbook writing, food styling, cooking classes, and 

corporate retreats in her country house. The moment was a cultural 



collision that was shocking and hilarious at the same time. She is a 

beautiful Chinese woman who always wears pearls (a la Julia Child) and 

looks elegant in size 2 silk sleeveless dresses. Rohani began the class for 

two people in her own beautiful city apt. by announcing she was 51 years 

old, divorced and her children were grown and gone. I almost had a seizure 

because she could have said she was 40! Why is she saying this? It hit me 

right then I had a book in this cultural canyon between Asia and America -

- and between women who don’t mind gray hair and women who lie about 

their age. There was no stopping me now on the trail of this middle-aged 

American dreading every step of the way into the terrifying abyss of her 

old age. The character knows she is privileged and ought to have a more 

accepting attitude about the inevitable. I got started outlining and plotting 

while on vacation and soon got Rohani to agree to let me use her name and 

recipes for the book. 

 

Writing The Cooking Class in Kuala Lumpur was a revelation to me. I 

learned being a novelist is the perfect job for me. I should have started 30 

years ago but lacked the courage. No staff meetings or office politics. I 

make all the decisions. It’s great!  

 

As Ann Patchett, one of my hero authors for Bel Canto and many 

more books says, “No one can teach you to write a novel. They can only 

teach short stories because that’s what the time allows.” She is also famous 

to me for ignoring the rule about never writing about happy people. If you 



haven’t read her title, “This is the story of a happy marriage,” I recommend 

it. I learned a lot working on the first novel and invested it in the second 

novel, The Cooking Class in San Sebastián. Both novels feature all the stuff 

I like: food and wine, exciting travel, art and parties, intelligent characters, 

love and lust.  

 

Aside from the pleasures, aging is a theme in both stories. My aunt El 

is one of the smartest women I know. She manages her own money, plays 

golf 3 times a week, bridge and Pilates twice. She has a flat bottom fishing 

boat for catching the cagey ones in the river. She’s 89 and when I asked her 

if there was any good news about aging she said, “There’s definitely good 

news about aging. You don’t have to shave your legs as much.” I think 

about that gold nugget every day. Can anybody add an item to this list? 

 

 My novel CC Kuala Lumpur features six characters on the day 

they’ve all been invited to a party at Amy and Kevin’s to celebrate the 

Malaysian trip. Most of the mid-lifers are agonizing over career problems, 

the Great Recession and relationship issues. Amy is working on her new 

attitude about aging and coping with unexpected obstacles. In the morning 

she runs into one of her guests and he bluntly tells her he has forgotten 

about it, and he can’t come anyway because he’s too busy at work. On the 

evening of the party, one guest is still missing from the table and the 

doorbell keeps ringing all night long. Old friends appear and it’s quite a 

day in the life for all of them. 



 

The oldest character in this crowd is Laurence, who is a 75 year old 

retired Boeing engineer. He has experienced the exhaustion of caring for a 

dying spouse and now the isolation of being a widower. He was invited to 

the party but said he wouldn't come. He changes his mind. 

  

The CCSS occurs about a year later with a few of the same characters. It is a 

story about falling in love late in life, which shares the exhilaration and 

terror of falling in love at any age, but is different from first love. Raise 

your hand if you have experienced falling in love late in life? Any 

complications with children or friends? Were you surprised by the 

reaction of kids, friends or relatives? Have you read other stories about this 

situation?  

 

When Laurence begins telling the story, the retired Boeing engineer has 

had a part time job at Drew’s art gallery for over a year and is enjoying life 

again with extra money and new acquaintances. Laurence acts as a food 

judge for cooking contests and sometimes as a greeter at the gallery. 

 

He is intrigued with Eva, a 70-year-old CEO he meets at the gallery. She is 

sponsoring a cooking contest among chefs who use her Italian import 

products with ticket sales going to a charity. Eva is a successful, savvy 

business woman. Everyone respects and values her opinion. In addition to 

the significant name I gave her, she’s a role model for me for being 70. 



She’s not diminished by age in any way. She does not suffer fears of aging. 

She’s going strong for new goals, including getting married. Many would 

find that a daunting position, but not Eva. 

 

Laurence was everyone’s favorite character in CCKL. I was pleased with 

that because I spent a lot of time creating him. He’s a nice guy, smart and 

interested in many subjects, a great reader and library goer, in fact he 

organizes his days amongst the Seattle public libraries, a common practice 

of retired people I’ve observed being a volunteer at the library. He’s 

accustomed to smart women who worked at Boeing. But he’s never met 

any woman like Eva. She’s not just smart, she’s presidential in her bearing, 

a natural leader. On the surface it looks like two smart people should be 

able to figure it out, but it turns out to be complicated on many levels. 

 

The other character who tells the story is Drew, the 55-year old art gallery 

owner, still struggling with the Great Recession. He has innovated his 

business model by renting his gallery on the weekend nights for private 

parties like Eva’s and performance art. He is devoted to art and his role 

connecting artists and buyers. Drew is a good example of a person 

obsessed with his work. It’s everything to him. He has no balance in his life 

at all. He may remind you of the most self-obsessed person you know.  

 

To solve a big problem, Drew gets inspired by Amy and Kevin's vacation in 

the Basque country, the cooking class they take, and a special party Amy 



and Kevin put on that encourages him to risk his reputation by staging a 

Basque art exhibit. It seems like a brilliant idea because the travelers and 

the art patrons of the Basque country are a sophisticated, affluent bunch. 

But he has no experience in the art and the work of sourcing the art turns 

out to be challenging and nerve wracking. Eva tries to help Drew’s business 

by sending him a multi lingual Parisian woman who leads art and 

architecture tours of Seattle for Europeans who need a tour guide that 

speaks their language. Bernadette is a fascinating woman in her mid fifties 

with her French point of view, couture clothes and an adult son who’s also 

studied art in Paris. They are different, so not American, which is 

unsettling to all the other characters. They seem so confident about 

everything and offer no personal details of their previous life.  

 

Who goes to any of the monthly art walks in Seattle? What’s your 

favorite? Why? I chose the art gallery setting because I like them. They are 

less formal than a museum, you don’t have to whisper and frequently a 

party atmosphere with a crowd moving from gallery to gallery. I like the art 

walks in Pioneer Sq, SODO and G’town. A typical setting for culinary 

fiction is in restaurants and bakeries. Although some well-known Seattle 

venues are visited in the book, the gallery makes an attractive stage for the 

interaction between the characters. Have you read any other books set 

in a museum or gallery? (My Favorites include The Goldfinch by Donna 

Tart, The Art Forger by B A Shapiro, The Last Painting of Sara de Vos by 

Dominic Smith, and A Bed of Scorpions by Judith Flanders.) 



 

 

Why San Sebastian and the Basque Country?  

Raise your hand if you’ve been to Basque Country. Then you all know 

it’s the southern part of France and Northern Spain bordered on one side 

by the Atlantic Ocean. The coast features fishing villages as well as 

glamorous resorts for the rich, famous and royal. The Pyrenees Mountains 

and fertile valleys of the interior produce exceptional vegetables and 

sheep. It’s fun to travel there. San Sebastian is a beautiful city on a bay. 

The food is amazing, the restaurant and bar scene is vibrant. There are 

many Michelin star restaurants and of course cooking classes! The culture 

is fascinating, the history is enormous. This is also a serious international 

art scene anchored by the Guggenheim Bilbao surrounded by a galaxy of 

art galleries. All this is the homeland of The Basques for thousands of 

years. They are a most unusual people. They are tenacious about their 

traditions and culture. They didn’t immigrate from anywhere. They’ve 

always been there. 

 

Seattle also plays a role in the story. Several of my readers said I should 

contact the chamber of commerce of Seattle, Bellingham and Lopez Island 

for my portrait of these communities.  

 

Wining and Dining 



Raise your hand if you enjoy cooking. Who used to love cooking? 

Who loves to have company for dinner? What’s more fun than planning a 

menu for a party? Who enjoys wine tasting? The food and wine element in 

my novels presents the techniques and activities of cooking that is so 

pleasing to the characters Amy and Laurence. They love cooking and love 

talking about it together. Cooking is the bond in their relationship. They 

are very different in their approaches. Laurence is a baker, and I believe all 

bakers are engineers, whether or not they have a degree in engineering. 

Amy is not a baker, she is obsessed with the process of cooking, studying 

recipes from around the world and learning the history of different 

cuisines. She loves to cook for relaxation and creativity. She loves to 

entertain. Party planning and travel planning are two of her big joys. She 

also loves her house and garden. (Her husband Kevin is a successful tax 

attorney, the kind who can help you take advantage of all the regional tax 

benefits legislated to help businesses. He can afford to indulge her and he 

wants to. Now isn’t that the description of a good husband?) She takes a 

cooking class wherever she travels to learn more about the cuisine and 

meet people from the culture, as well as kindred spirits. Amy found the 

cooking class in Kuala Lumpur to be a life changing experience that made 

her embrace her own fears of aging. The cooking class she takes in San 

Sebastian has surprise elements for her, which enhance her trip and her 

vision of herself. She grows from the experience and of course uses it to 

create a marvelous party in Seattle that all the characters are invited to. 

This party is a virtual food and wine tasting of the Basque Country. Six 



recipes from the party appear in the back of the book. If you happen to eat 

to live-- instead of live to eat, I want to share with you a comment from a 

reader I met once at a luncheon that means a great deal to me: “I 

thoroughly enjoyed your book. It was lovely following these characters, 

especially the women and how they amaze the men. I’m not much of a 

foodie but the way you use food in the story is very natural and only 

enriched the characters and the ambience of each scene.”  I love this 

woman. I’d like to get to know her. 
 

Work is a key theme with all the characters. Having work, needing work, 

hating or loving your work, retiring from work, all motivate people to take 

action. The cast of characters offers different age related perspectives on 

careers, activities and retirement. Finding the activity that engages you 

late in life is on everyone’s mind and ignoring the numbers that typically 

define retirement.  

 

Why Love? 

To be entertaining and useful, stories always have to be about love. In real 

life there is no fate worse than not having anyone to love. PD James is 

another author hero to me because she started writing books in her fifties 

and wrote good books until she was about 98 and then died. Do you 

remember her starring character Adam Dagliesh, poet and chief inspector 

with Scotland Yard? I adored him. He’s solidly in the genre of detectives 

who are single and lonely. Can you think of a happily married detective? I 



can’t. PD James says it best for me: “The world is a beautiful and terrible 

place. Deeds of horror are committed every minute…But we have love. It 

may seem a frail defense against the horrors of the world but we must hold 

fast and believe in it, for it is all that we have.” 

 

Last but not least I want to tell you about one of my best friends whose 

wife quickly succumbed to a wretched cancer, which broke all our hearts. 

After a few years he started looking for a new love. He couldn’t bear the 

idea of not having someone to share his life with. He threw himself into 

meet up groups and online dating and all that stuff, which is scary. He’s a 

great reader and bought my new book the first day it was on sale. A month 

later I still hadn’t heard from him so I called him and said, “you’re driving 

me crazy not telling me how you enjoyed the CCSS.” He said, “Well, I could 

have read it by now. I do read it every day. But I only read chapter four.” I 

sighed and said “OK. Glad it’s working for you.” In case you couldn’t guess, 

Chapter four is where the engineer has sex for the first time in 15 years. 

I’m happy to tell you that in the last few months, my friend has found a 

wonderful new friend who is 70 and older than he is. I think that’s going be 

another happy story. 

 

Taking pleasure in cooking, eating, working, traveling and loving are all 

part what I learned growing up. And now you see 

how those pleasures translate into my new novel, CCSS. I hope you will 

think about reading it and that it will inspire you to have friends over to 



talk and laugh about the challenges of this crowd in Seattle. Order take-out 

if you don’t like to cook. I hope also that you, like me, will take inspiration 

to stay engaged in whatever you enjoy doing, no matter how old you 

are. You’ve been such a good audience.   

 

I would welcome any questions you have. 

 

April 17, 2019 


