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1. Love in an Unlikely Season
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On a bright February moming my telephone rang,
“Marjorie Holmes?” a rich male voice announced. “You
saved my life. I love you!”

Some nut, I thought—but I didn’t hang up. As a
writer you leam to listen. His name, he said, was George
Schmieler, and he was a doctor from Pittsburg. He’d lost
his wife eight months before. On New Year’s Eve, wild
with grief and on the verge of suicide, He’ d found my
book I’ ve Got to Talk to Somebody , God .

“It was among her things,” he said. “I read it that
night, and it made me realize how precious life is.”

He was calling from his son’ s home in Silver Spri-
ng, Md. “I knew you lived in the Washington area. I
found out your married name, and began to dial. ” Final-
ly, he had reached a man who said, “Why, yes, her
husband was my cousin, who died a year ago. Her num-
ber’s right here.”

“If you are still free,” George said, “may | see
you?”

I was pleased and touched. But unfortunately, told
him, I was about to leave on a two-week speaking trip.

“I’11 wait!” he said. “Just promise you’ll call as
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soon as you get back.” His voice was cheery but urgent.
“We haven’t got that much time.”

When I returned, my mailbox was stuffed with enve-
lopes postmarked Silver Spring. They contained romantic

notes, jokes, poems and items marked simply “interest-

ing” .

I called him, as promised, and suggested meeting
somewhere for dinner. But he insisted on coming to get
me.

It was my first date in a very long time. I felt ex-
pectant, curious.

I thought about what I’ d been doing on New Year’s
Eve, when George had found my book . Watching couples
on television dancing, I was lonely. “You need to get
out,” my daughter Melanie chided® me. Her tone was
teasing, but her eyes were sweet with caring. “Much as
we all loved Daddy. we know things were very hard for
you. He was sick so long, and...” She hesitated. “You
deserve to be happy!”

George arrived an hour early that evening. While

@ chide H#&, 375



Melanie and her husband, Haris, entertair:ed him, 1
rushed to do my makeup, trying not to panic. Finally, I
took a deep breath and joined them. .

A tall, handsome man leaped to his feet, clutching
an armful of roses. He had curly gray hair, a mustache,
and the bluest eyes I’ d ever seen. Beaming like a school-
boy, he handed me the flowers.

“You’ re so little!” George exclaimed, but he
sounded delighted. “I could put you in my pocket.”

“And you are so tall!”

“Never mind, we’ll match.”

He held out his arms, and suddenly we were hug-
ging.

We ate at a restaurant near my home.He was gallant®,
poised® and charming—and also very funny. Never had I
felt more comfortable with anyone. As we walked to the
car after dinner, he began to sing songs that we both re-
membered, in the sweetest male voice I had ever heard.

Later, while I made coffee, he opened his worn doc-

tor’s bag to show me his family pictures. His wife, Car-
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olyn—slim, fair and serene”. Two attractive sons and a
lovely daughter. George and Carolyn on Florida beaches
where they vacationed every winter, and on cruises® to
Bermuda®, “We always put our marriage first,” George
explained. “But we also spent plenty of time with the
children at our Lake Erie cottage every summer.”

“My goodness, when did you practice medicine?” I
asked.

“Between vacations,” he said with a laugh. “And I
worked hard. Work and play, love and pray. These are
words I’ ve always tried to live by. Love is the most im-
portant—to love your wife and children next to God.

“If I didn’ t love God first,” he said, “I couldn’t
love other people so much.” George paused, his voice
unsteady. “The way 1 loved Carolyn. Or the way I love
you now.” To my surprise, he kissed me.

I was thrilled but bewildered®. Unsure of myself, I

couldn’t think what to say except, “That’ s beautiful.
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And your wife must have shared the same philosophy.”

“Oh, she was wonderful.” He went on to describe
their marriage.

Carolyn had been not only his sweetheart and com-
panion, he told me, but also his secretary and nurse.
When she died suddenly at their summer cottage, he went
into shock for months.

Then he found my book. “It told me you, too, had
suffered,” he said, “that a lot of people suffer, but with
God’s help we can and must go on.”

Gone was his former aplomb®. “Would you consider
marrying me?” he asked, with pleading eyes.

1 shook my head. “No, George. You're still in love
with your wife. And I could never be the kind of wife she
was to you. 7

“But the past is gone,” he said with emotion.
“Something happened the minute I heard your voice. It
was like waking from a long nightmare. And when 1 actu-
ally saw you tonight! It’ s not your book, it’s you, the
wonderful time we’ ve had just in these past few hours.
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We need each other. Please, at least make an effort to
know me.”

I explained how difficult that would be. He was
practicing in Pittsburgh. I was busy with a new book .

“When will I see you again?”

“Not for a while. I’ m leaving tomorrow for a book-
sellers’ convention. Not long after that, 1’1 be flying to
Israel for two weeks.”

“Let me go with you!”

“Oh, no,” I protested. I steered him firmly but
kindly toward the door and kissed him good—night.

Watching his car disappear, I didn’t know whether
to laugh or cry. What a remarkable man. What had I
thrown away? “Well, so be it”, I thought. “I’1l probably

i

never see him again.’

Although George could tell from my book that I had
suffered, few suspected the secret agonies® of my mar-
riage, and | was too proud to show it. My husband,
Lynn, and I lived “lives of quiet desperation” behind the

facade® of supposed success .
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The truth was he could not show me the affection I
craved. He was a fine man, highly respected, a model
father, a manager of his firm. But the pressures of work °
were enormous, and as the years passed, he slipped into
alcoholism. There is no loneliness like that of living with
an alcoholic. Finally, in despair, I called our son Mark,
who persuaded his father to go to Alcoholics Anony-
mous®.

That blessed organization saved what was left of our
marriage and probably Lynn’s life. From then on, he had
something to live for, and he was generous and giving.
Fifteen years later, in 1979, he died.

It was APRIL. George and I had been in constant
touch by phone. I was thoroughly infatuated® with him,
but whenever he proposed I put him off®.

At the airport before leaving for Israel, I was paged®
for a telephone call from Pitisburgh. “Before you go:
W—Y—M-—M? Translation: will—”
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I broke in, laughing. “I get it, darling, but they’re
calling my plane. Tell you when I get back.

I had agreed to go to the shore with him on my I‘f;-
turn. And did. We spent glorious, carefree days swim-
ming, dining and dancing. I had already fallen in love
with George’ s personality. Before our time at the shore
was over, | was in love with something even more impor-
tant—his mind. He was fascinated by so many things,
and expressed himself with profundity and wit.

On Easter® Sunday, our holiday was ending. As we
sat in church, waiting for the service to begin, George
reached for my left hand, and slid his own wedding ring
onto my finger. He whispered, “I, George, take thee,
Marjorie. . .”

Startled, I tried to quiet him. George proceeded,
mouthing the words: “Will . ..you ...marry me?”

While a few heads turmed, I whispered, “Yes, oh
yes!”

Thrilled, he called his family after church.
“When?” they asked, “June,” I heard him reply.
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“No!” 1 cried when he hung up. I had too many commit-
ments that summer, I explained. “We can’t possibly be
married before Christmas.”

“Christmas?” George gasped. “How could we en-
dure being separated so long?” We had to, I insisted.
We weren’t a couple of kids. “That’s exactly it,” he
said soberly. “We don’t have that much time.”

Three weeks later, George drove me to the airport.
I'd promiscd my son and his family a visit. We were in
tears at parting, but also cheerful and mature. We had so
much to look froward to.

The next moming at Mark’s house I was so happy I
began dancing in the shower. Out of sheer exuberance® I
kicked as high as I could, then fell, crashing against the
tub’s rim.

For an instant I was in too much pain to think. An
ambulance was called, and the four fractured ribs were
taped. Worse, there was no call from George for the next
three days. I was hurt, bewildered and even afraid. What

if his love was cooling? What if his family was advising
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him to think it over, urging him to wait?

For the first time T realized how much 1 needed him.

Finally, on the third night, he called Mark ex-
plained about the accident and handed me the phone . 1
was crying so hard 1 could scarcely speak.

“Darling, I’ m so sorry!” George said. "1 didn Tt
want to bother you I wanted you to enjoy your family . ”

“Let’s not wait,” was all 1 could say. “You were
right.”

“Thank God!” he said.

We were married on the Fourth of July.

AS A YOUNG WOMAN, [ dreamed of marrying a
man who would always be crazy about me. When things
didn’ t turn out that way, | was bitterly disillusioned.
Then I grew up and accepted some ancient truths there are
different kinds of love. There is romance, and there is
devotion. Romance, we are warned, is ﬂeeling‘r. So we
must settle down and be content. For years, 1 lived that
way .

And then, George found me. In the ten years, six
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months and eight days we had together—before he died of
lung cancer in 1992—1 had both romance and devotion,
and 1 learned what happiness really was. As the groom
was told at the wedding in Cana: truly, the best wine was

saved for the last.
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2. What No Marriage
Can Do Without
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