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Can memories of old restore a forgotten love?Camden, Maine ~ Present DaySpunky
octogenarian Priscilla Martin is a woman with many Christmas secrets. When a beloved niece
tempts her to bare her wounded soul, Priscilla must decide whether to share the secret of her
sister’s demise—and the reason she abandoned the man she loved in favor of a loveless
marriage.Camden, Maine ~ December, 1957The only person Priscilla loves more than Ed
Colton is her younger sister, Hazel. But when Ed is drafted and Hazel runs away to New York to
be with a man she believes will make her famous, Priscilla’s plans crumble around her. Ed’s
silence and Hazel’s tragic return leads Priscilla to make a choice she will forever regret.Can
revisiting long-ago memories give Priscilla what she’s longed for all these years?This is Book 4
in The Orchard House Bed and Breakfast Series, a contemporary twist on the well-loved classic,
Little Women. Readers will fall in love with the Martin family—Maggie, Josie, Lizzie, Bronson,
Amie, and their mother Hannah—each trying to find their own way in the world and each
discovering that love, home, and hope are closer than they appear.



PRAISE FOR HEIDI CHIAVAROLI“Chiavaroli delights with this homage to Louisa May Alcott’s
Little Women, featuring a time-slip narrative of two women connected across
centuries.”PUBLISHERS WEEKLY on The Orchard House“As a longtime fan of Louisa May
Alcott’s Little Women, I was eager to read The Orchard House…. [It] invited me in, served me
tea, and held me enthralled with its compelling tale.”LORI BENTON, Christy Award-winning
author of The King’s Mercy“Captivating from the first page….Steeped in timeless truths and
served with skill, The Tea Chest is sure to be savored by all who read it.”JOCELYN GREEN,
Christy Award-winning author of Between Two Shores“The Hidden Side is a beautiful tale that
captures the timeless struggles of the human heart.”JULIE CANTRELL, New York Times
Bestselling author of Perennials"First novelist Chiavaroli’s historical tapestry will provide a
satisfying summer read for fans of Kristy Cambron and Lisa Wingate." LIBRARY JOURNAL on
Freedom’s Ring“The Edge of Mercy is most definitely one for the keeper shelf. ”LINDSAY
HARREL, author of The Secrets of Paper and Ink
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1The ghosts of my past show themselves on Christmas Eve more than any other night of the
year.I drag in a deep breath and place the tiny sheep figurine from my manger back in its place.
It stands out from the rest of the set—slightly bigger, not as intricately carved as the other
figures.That never mattered to me.My chest aches and I lean back in my bedroom chair and
close my eyes, praying for relief from the hauntings.A knock sounds at my door.“Come in.”The
door creaks open and my niece Josie pokes her mass of chestnut hair around the corner. “Hey,
Aunt Pris. Mom’s heading to the church early to help with the pageant. She wondered if you were



okay going with me and Tripp?”“I suppose.”She enters my room, coming closer. She looks pretty
tonight, has taken time to do her hair and makeup.“You feeling okay?”“As well as I can for my
eighty-two years.” Aches and pains are a normal part of life now, especially in these cold Maine
winters. “I’ll be out in a few minutes.”But Josie doesn’t leave. Always my pesky niece, this one.
But she has spunk. Reminds me of myself back in the day. “If you don’t feel well enough to come,
God will understand. You can join us for carols and food after if you’d like. Lizzie and Asher are
playing us their new song.”The thought that she doesn’t want me at the service scrapes painfully
across my heart. “Girl, I haven’t missed a Christmas Eve service in eighty-one years, and I don’t
intend to begin now. I’m fine. Only keeping company with my memories.” I allow my gaze to fall
on that sheep, attempting to shove away the ghosts. I inwardly curse when Josie approaches my
nightstand and caresses the object of my attention. The girl doesn’t miss a trick.“Tell me why you
like sheep so much, Aunt Pris?”She’d given me two sheep figurines when we opened The
Orchard House Bed and Breakfast. One could make the case I was off my rocker for allowing my
dead nephew’s wife and children to convince me to transform my old Victorian into an inn—
complete with a live-in family. But most of the time, though I didn’t make it a plain fact, I
considered myself blessed beyond measure.Josie had noticed my fetish with the gentle animal
during the extensive renovations Colton Contractors performed.“Can’t an old woman have any
secrets?” I shouldn’t snap at her. I blame it on my blasted back, sore with every breath
tonight.My tone doesn’t deter her, though. She kneels at my feet. She smells like coconut and
baby powder, and something in my heart threatens to burst. I am grateful for her and her siblings.
For their Mum, Amos’s wife. They could have abandoned me, forgotten me. Especially after my
nephew died. Especially with my sometimes…challenging nature. But they didn’t. Instead,
they’ve breathed new life into this old house, given me company and companionship in this last
stretch of my life.“Don’t you want to share your stories, Aunt Pris? I want to hear them—we all do.
Would it hurt to open up?” She nudges my arm, a teasing twinkle in her eyes. “It is Christmas
Eve, after all. A time for miracles.”Christmas Eve. A time for miracles. Bleh. Too bad I only harbor
sad memories.But the girl is right. My time on earth is short. Even if I lived another twenty years, I
knew from experience how fast they could fly. Or how quickly a mind slips. I think of my friend
Esther. Poor dear, I am grateful her days still prove healthy. It’s nights that have a way of stealing
her mind. Dementia is not kind.I glance at Josie. Would sharing my story help to make anything
different, or would it only serve to open old wounds?“Don’t you have a child and a husband to be
with on Christmas Eve, girl?”She grins. “They’re both taking naps.” She digs out her phone. How
anyone can carry those ringing, beeping contraptions around every hour of the day is beyond
me. “We have more than half an hour if you feel like spilling your guts.”“As enticing as spilling out
one’s guts sounds, I think I shall pass.”“Then at least tell me why you like sheep so much.”So
young and audacious. Why do I pretend I don’t see my own dear sister in her—a different piece
of Hazel was in every one of my great nieces.My hand takes up a small tremor and I command it
still, to no avail. “I don’t like them.”She cocks her head to one side and speaks slow. “You don’t
like sheep, so you cover your bed and curtains and walls with pictures of them?”I press my lips



together. Do I want to travel this path? So many years of keeping it bottled up…then again, do I
want to take it to the grave?“Do you know what penance is?” I ask.“Yes, of course. It’s something
you pay to show you’re sorry. Kind of like proving you’re sorry.”“The sheep are my penance.”Her
eyebrows come together, the dim light of my nightstand lamp casting divots of shadow and light
on her brow. “Oh, Aunt Pris.”“Don’t pity me, girl. You’re the one who asked, but I refuse any show
of pity. Understood?”She nods, solemn as ever I’ve seen her. We remain silent—me wavering at
the bridge before me, her undoubtedly wondering whether to push me to cross.She doesn’t. My
heart ceases its wretched pounding.There is a certain calm in thinking about it, I suppose.
Perhaps this would be part of my penance. Dare I hope sharing would finally release me?“Your
grandmother—my sister…she loved sheep.”Josie takes in a small inhalation of breath. No
wonder. The child knows nothing of her grandmother, as Amos had known nothing of his mother.
I’d been close-lipped about my younger sister for nearly sixty years now. I oft wondered if the
family forgot I ever knew Hazel.“What do you know about sheep, girl?”“Um…not much. They’re
kind of stupid, aren’t they? And when they fall on their backs, they can’t get up by
themselves.”My jaw tightens, and I force it loose. “They are not stupid, Josie. But they are
emotional. And yes, many times they are helpless.” Another moment of quiet.I stare at the
electric candle at my window. Beyond the dark, the apple orchards of my childhood roll up a
gradual hill, alive and well thanks to my nephew Bronson. The trees still standing from my youth
are at the end of their fruit-bearing years. They’ve born witness to my entire life.Something tells
me to stop talking, but something stronger urges me forward. “Hazel was not stupid. But her
emotions…well, they always seemed to get her into trouble.”

2Camden, MaineDecember, 1957I didn’t know what mortified me more—that I’d sat through the
entire scandalous film, or that I’d actually found it entertaining.Of course, I refused to let Hazel
know as much.I tugged on my younger sister’s arm, but she ignored me, turning to her friend,
Dolly.“Did you see me? I was in the green dress at the graduation dance. Barry was right next to
me.”Barry. Wonderful. Now my sister thought she was on a first-name basis with a movie star
because she was an extra in one film.Dolly grabbed my sister’s arm. “Did you completely flip
your lid being that close to him?”“On the inside, I was a mess. He’s an absolute
dreamboat!”“Hazel, curfew’s in ten. We have to leave,” I reminded.My sister kissed her friend on
the cheek. “Have to split, Dol. See you at school on Monday?”“Planning committee for senior
prom—don’t forget this time.”“I won’t.” Hazel promised Dolly before we slipped out of the theatre.
I pulled the hood of my parka over my head and hoped to high heaven no one from church or the
yacht club would see us. The movie dealt with the unspeakable—rape, incest, adultery, and
abortion. Topics my parents would rather die than acknowledge.I grabbed my sister’s arm and
walked fast with my head down.“Pris, what’s the rush? Can’t you let me bask in my glory?”I rolled
my eyes. “You were in the background of three scenes for a total of forty-five seconds. It’s a great
experience, but I don’t know how much glory you’ll be getting from it.”And only because the
heavens enjoyed proving me wrong, Roger McClintock came around my sister’s other side and



flung an arm over her shoulder. “Hazel, you looked great. Really great. You’re practically a
star.”Considering the only part of my sister that had been shown during the film was her back
half, I didn’t have to guess what part of her Roger considered great. I wanted to be offended on
her behalf, but it was so hard with her standing there smiling, her blonde bobbed hair swishing
back and forth, a slight blush on her cheeks.“Thanks, Roger.”“Hey, a bunch of us are grabbing a
pop at Fat Berry’s. Want to come?”“Oh…” Hazel looked at me, and then longingly at Roger. I
shook my head, hating my role as the older sister but knowing Mum and Daddy expected me to
wrangle her home by curfew.Hazel blew out an unladylike breath that fanned her hair. “Sorry,
Roger. I have to get going. Next time?”He pinched her on the cheek. “Sure, kid. See you
Monday.” He walked back toward the theater.We veered left toward the harbor in the direction of
our home, Orchard House. The wind coming off the water chilled my face.I shivered. “There’s
something about that guy that gives me the heebie-jeebies.”“Everything about guys gives you
the heebie-jeebies.”“That’s not true. It’s the way he’s pinching your cheek and slinging his arm
around you…it’s too familiar.”“Don’t be a wet rag, Pris. You’re too serious. That’s how guys are
sometimes, you know?”“Not all guys.” Ed wasn’t—not by a long shot.“Well, how would you
know? You never get out enough.”I bristled at the comment. She’d already written me off as an
old maid.“What about Raymond?” Hazel continued. “What’s wrong with him? He’s handsome
enough, and you know it would tickle Mum and Dad’s fancy if you’d give him a chance.”I wrinkled
my nose at the thought of Raymond Hitch, Vice President of First Camden National Bank. “I
refuse to degrade myself or whoever my future husband might be by judging him by physical
appearance and wallet alone. Raymond doesn’t have much else to prove admirable beyond that,
I’m afraid.”Hazel grinned. Moonlight shone off the sapphire pendant at her throat. “I think you
read too many books.”To our right, the harbor sparkled, reflecting the multitude of stars
splashing down from the Maine nighttime sky. I kept my gaze on the glimmering body of water,
unable to meet my sister’s probing stare.I swallowed. “You think I should marry him, don’t
you?”“Not while you’re in love with Ed Colton, I don’t.”I slapped her arm. “Hazel!”“What? Is it a
secret?”“I thought it was.”“And I suppose you sneaking out your window at night to meet him is a
secret, too? You’re not fooling anyone, dragging me home for curfew just so you can sneak back
out to meet your beau.”I stumbled for words. My sister flashed me a wicked grin.“Don’t worry, I
actually find it terribly romantic. Camden society’s wealthiest daughter falls for lowly construction
laborer. It has the makings of a Hollywood movie, don’t you think?”I cringed. “Please don’t say
anything, especially to Mum and Daddy. Besides, it’s not serious. It’s…”Hazel raised her
eyebrows. “It’s…what?”I swiped a frustrated hand through the air. “It’s no one’s business!” I
walked faster, angry at myself for not being more careful with my after-dark escapades.Hazel
caught up with me. “Oh no, you don’t. It’s not fair that you’re keeping me from my fun but going
behind Mum and Daddy’s backs with Ed. At least give me the scoop on what’s going on between
you two.”We passed the Village Green where our candle-lit church perched in the middle of
town, embracing everything old and historic and New England. Beside it, a life-sized Nativity
scene with a single yellow bulb hung above Mary and Joseph’s heads. I remember Hazel



clamoring to see the set after church each Sunday when she was little. When Mum and Daddy
weren’t looking, she’d reach out and pet the plastic sheep, a grin wide on her face.My silence
lasted as we passed Harbor Park, the library ahead with quaint Christmas candles lighting the
windows. I stopped at the building, the silver light of the moon splashing off the stone stairs of
the library’s courtyard amphitheater. “Didn’t I keep your secret this past summer? If Mum and
Daddy knew any part of you was in that film, they’d have a fit.”Peyton Place had been the talk of
the town, and everyone had an opinion. The book, published a year before by Gloria Metalious,
was nothing short of racy, and many held the view that the filming of the movie had no such
place in our conservative little town.“I appreciate you keeping my secret, and I’m donating half of
the money I made toward the new hospital. Isn’t that a worthy endeavor?”“Of course, but—”“And
I have another secret for you. Only you must tell me more about you and Ed.” Hazel’s green eyes
seared right through me, pleading. I’d never been able to refuse her much—whether it was an
ice cream at Bunny’s Café when we were younger, or skating at Hosmer Pond, or skiing at the
Snow Bowl, more recently.But no, not this time.“I don’t want to be a keeper of any more of your
secrets, Hazel. They always end up being so much trouble for me.”My sister was
uncharacteristically silent before she chose to speak. “I want to tell you this one, Priscilla. I need
to.”It was the use of my full name that caught me. My knees trembled. “What—what’s
wrong?”“Nothing’s wrong. In fact, something is incredibly right.”My stomach relaxed. “Okay, then.
Share your good news.”She shook her head. “You first. You promised.”“No, I didn’t! You always
have a way of flipping things around.”We continued our walk. Hazel lengthened her stride, gave
me a sly grin. “Ed’s cute.”I set my mouth firm, stoic.“A girl could drown in those eyes,” she
continued. “He kind of looks like Marlon Brando.”My bottom lip quivered. “He’s not only a
handsome face to look at. He’s incredibly smart and capable.”Hazel clutched my elbow and
jumped up and down beside me. “It is true, then. You are real gone. Tell me everything. He’s
loved you forever—ever since the third grade when he socked Billy Windle in the eye for kissing
you on the playground. When did you two start seeing one another?”A smile tugged at my lips. I
couldn’t help it. Ed was a dreamboat, and I’d been quiet for so long about him. Only Esther, my
best friend whose family lived on the third floor of our Victorian as they worked our orchards and
kept house, knew anything of my relationship with Ed. “This past summer.”She squealed,
encouraging me onward, even as I felt foolish for indulging in such girlish babble.

Where Memories Await: Contemporary Fiction with a Little Women Twist (The Orchard House
Bed and Breakfast Series Book 4), Have Yourself a Christiansen Christmas: A holiday story from
your favorite small town family, The Winter Rose, The Curator's Daughter



Robyn, “Hidden Secret Memories. Sometimes the thing you have held hidden close to your
heart for decades just begs for release. What will that release bring? Aunt Priss has found that
she can no longer clutch the memories, they are sifting through fingers too tired to hold them
now. The shame, the guilt, the sorrow, the joy escape and now, all who are near to her know her
deepest secret. Do yourself a favor. Read the books previous to this one in the series for fullest
impact. All of them are great!”

M. Murphy, “Heartwarming. "Where Memories Await" is the heartwarming story of love and
GREAT sacrifice!  I shed sweet tears as I was taken in by family love.”

Nancy J Smith, “Never too late for love and second chances. I was so intrigued by this story that
I finished it in one sitting. Great plot about releasing painful memories of past choices and
moving forward to enjoy the present.”

Erin L, “Lovely dual timeline Christmas novella!. This was a great dual timeline Christmas novella
in the Orchard House bed and breakfast series. This one is probably best read as part of the
series. While the story itself stands alone, since it's a novella, much of the history of the prior
books comes into play in this one and reading the prior books makes Aunt Pris's story more
meaningful as we have come to know her as the family's "old grump". For fans of the series who
have wondered about Aunt Pris's story, we get a fuller picture of the choices she made early in
life that have shaped who she is today. As the author is well known for her dual timelines outside
of this series, the writing is seamless in its transitions and pulls together a full picture of the past
and present of Priscilla's life. Though it was a short read, the story is full of character
development and emotion. I definitely cried a time or two and my heart went out to the character
I've not understood at all previous to this. I enjoyed learning more about the history of the Martin
family, and thoroughly enjoyed the Christmas elements. This was a book about forgiveness and
second chances, as well as tough choices and sacrificial love. The faith thread was solid as well.
This may be my favorite in the series so far! I would definitely recommend to fans of the Orchard
House Bed and Breakfast series, fans of Christmas stories, and fans of dual timeline stories.
Special thanks to the author for an advance e-copy of this book. I was under no obligation to
provide a review and the thoughts contained herein are my own.”

T. and E. Espinoza, “Touching and memorable story!. Where Memories Await, by Heidi
Chiavaroli, is the fourth book in The Orchard House Bed and Breakfast Series. From beginning
to end, this dual-timeline novella is very special. Well-written and touching, it offers a moving
story of faith, friendship, family, and second chances.The compelling plot alternates easily
between two points in time, one in the past and one in the present. These storylines find
connections in scenes of family, loss, longing, friendship, hope, and redemption. Throughout the



novel, the characters show themselves to be thoughtful, resilient, and determined. Their
experiences and choices are interesting and thought-provoking. Though they are challenged by
events that test their assumptions and threaten their dreams, their faith endures. Even when
facing significant disappointment and heartbreak, their tenacity and fortitude is inspiring.
This novella is thoughtful and meaningful. The story is especially captivating as the characters
find the courage to reflect on their past and open themselves to new possibilities in the present.
While the characters pursue healing and restoration, themes of love and grace are explored
making this story truly uplifting and memorable. 
Where Memories Await features an appealing plot, relatable characters, and important themes.
It is a thoughtful story full of meaning and heart. I happily recommend this creative, inspirational
novella, and I cannot wait to read the next book in this series. 
*I was given a copy of this book from the author/publisher. A review was not required. The
review I have written is voluntary and contains opinions that are entirely my own.”

Beth, “Lovely Look at a Beloved Secondary Character. I knew Aunt Priscilla had a heartbreaker
of a story behind her gruff outward appearance. Certainly her life has toughened her up, but the
reasoning behind it shows are heart willing to sacrifice for those she loves – as is evident by her
allowing her family to set up a bed and breakfast in her stately home.This novella follows Pris as
she relives those early days of young love and family obligations – and how those things
eventually prompted her to make a decision that changes the trajectory of her life. I loved the
glimpse into her life, as well as other secondary characters from previous books in the series
and the family’s history as a whole. And while it’s not too late for Pris to live happily with her
family, perhaps it’s not too late for a second chance at love either.I do recommend reading this
one in its correct order. After getting to know her through the eyes of Josie, Maggie, and Lizzie, it
meant more to hear from Aunt Pris herself.I received a complimentary copy of this novel; this
review is my honest opinion.”

Blessed&Bookish, “A Story of Hope and Redemption for Christmas. Where Memories Await is a
Christmas novella to accompany the Orchard House Bed & Breakfast series by Heidi Chiavaroli.
This story gives us the touching backstory behind Aunt Pris’s frosty yet lovable personality.
Through the other books in the series, we learned Priscilla Martin had a past she’d rather forget,
a past that was painful and secret. But in this novella, we learn the secrets behind such a strong
and enduring woman.The themes of hope and redemption are perfect for the holiday season,
and this shorter-length story is perfect for a busy time of the year. But the length of the story
doesn’t mean it isn’t full of depth and a perfect continuation of the Martin family’s story.The
Orchard House Bed and Breakfast is a continuing series, so I would recommend reading from
the beginning. If you are a fan of Little Women, do not miss this contemporary spin on the March
family. I can’t wait to read Bronson’s story next!I was given a copy of this book by the author with
no expectations of a positive review. All opinions are my own.”



The book by Heidi Chiavaroli has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 28 people have provided feedback.
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