
I have started writing a book about our time at the bed & breakfast and this is the first chapter. I 
thought Glimpses readers would be encouraged by how God planted a dream in my heart and 
how He, in ways only He could, made it come true. 

 

It All Started With a Dream. 

Tanya Moore 
In August of 2006, my daughter asked me to join her in a Bible study that encouraged women to 
discover their dreams. I wasn’t a woman who had dreams, but I wanted to have the time with my 
daughter, so I signed up for the study. I was working in a job I loved. We lived near two of our 
kids and all our grandkids, and everything seemed as good as it could be. I had long given up 
dreaming of different or better. I had recently survived a bad accident and I was thankful to be 
alive and feeling less pain. We were going through some crises in our family and all I really 
wanted was for all of us to live in God’s love and truth. I didn’t have the energy to dream for 
anything else. 

The study encouraged me – frankly, challenged me in hard ways - to draw out some buried 
feelings that resonated with my heart; to recognize my passions; and to identify a group of 
people whom I was called to serve. The intersection of those thoughts brought out something I 
really wanted to do. I wanted to have a place where people who needed to rest or heal or 
recharge could come and feel loved by God. It was going to be a bed & breakfast, but I didn’t 
know where. I just knew it wouldn’t be in our two-bedroom condo in Pinellas County, Florida.  

I wrote out that dream in August 2006. I asked God to make it happen and we took a trip to 
Charles City, Virginia, to find some land and even went to a job fair in the area where we 
thought we should live, but nothing came of that. We stayed for several days in the bed & 
breakfast where we would eventually see my dream fulfilled, but never dreamed that was where 
we would end up. I kept praying but didn’t see anything happening. We continued working and 
living in Florida and spending time with our family and worshipping and volunteering in our 
church. In 2007, our youngest son, Justin, and our daughter-in-law, Melissa, were ordained in 
their church in Virginia and in 2008, our daughter and son-in-law and three grandchildren moved 
to Guatemala to be missionaries. 

In March of 2009, Justin called to tell us that Susan (who is Justin’s boss at the publishing 
company where he is an editor) and her husband, Peter (the senior pastor at their church) were 
planning to buy the bed & breakfast house where we had stayed in 2006. The house had been 
built by Susan’s great uncle and his wife and was adjacent to their land in Charles City County. 
They didn’t want to leave the house unoccupied and knew we had been trying to move to the 
area, so they asked us to come live in their house. We thought, “Sure, we’d love to live in your 
house, but we need a “real” job. So, we started looking for jobs. My husband, Mike, had been 
covering sports for local newspapers and I worked for the Florida Legislature. Mike sent samples 
of his writing to every newspaper within 100 miles of Charles City County, Virginia, and every 
night when I got home from work I looked online for government jobs, jobs at the College of 



William & Mary in Williamsburg, and jobs at Colonial Williamsburg. It was 2009, right after the 
Great Recession of 2008, and nobody was hiring. I jokingly said to Mike, “Honey, newspapers 
aren’t hiring; they are folding.”  

After starting our job search in March, Mike got a phone interview with a newspaper in Louisa, 
Virginia, in July. They then asked him to come up for a face interview. If Mike were telling this 
story, he would say, “I knew once they saw my face, I’d be in!” When Mike was sitting with the 
publisher and the editor of the newspaper, he wasn’t sure how the interview was going. Finally, 
he said, “I didn’t spend $300 to fly up here for you to hire someone else; you need to hire me.” 
And they did. He moved up on Labor Day weekend to start work and I stayed behind to pack up 
our condo and to continue working to bridge the gap in our insurance coverage. Susan, the new 
owner of the house we were moving to, and I continued talking by phone about my still not 
having a job. At one point, she said, “The folks who are moving out and who ran this as a bed & 
breakfast, are leaving all the public area furniture and all the linens. You could walk in and run 
this as a B&B if you want to, but not everybody wants to do that. Well, I wanted to! God put the 
dream in my heart, and He was opening the door to live it. 

  



 


