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For Jacqueline Rose Arledge 

You taught me to believe in my dreams and myself  

and to never, ever give up.





“What is the fatal charm of Italy?   

What do we find there that can be found 

nowhere else?  I believe it is a certain 

permission to be human . . .”
ERICA JONG
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Introduction 

I first met Mel Greenberg by chance at our family’s leather 
shop in Florence in 2012.  We shared an immediate con-
nection, our love of family and life.  Over the years, that 
friendship has evolved, as we have evolved as women and 
mothers.

I’ve lived in Florence for 18 years, but Mel captured and 
described things that took me years to understand while liv-
ing here and integrating into the society and culture.  Her 
perspective is not limited to the Florentine one . . . she 
writes with a general sensitivity that represents women all 
over the world.  The Florentine women DO talk at Rivoire, 
and it’s typical Florentine talk, “Live in the moment.” There 
are no straight answers for any questions, just more and 
more questions for reflection.  

Mel takes readers on an authentic journey into the re-
birth of a woman, Samantha, within the coulisse of the 
Renaissance city par excellence, Florence.  Her character’s 
journey is both the dream of a young girl and the nightmare 
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of a more realized mature woman.  If we’re mothers, we 
make sure our children fly safely from the nest before we 
go back to our professions and start discovering ourselves.  
As  women, we often dare to tread lightly for the fear of 
tasting success and discovering the real ‘us’! 

Mel’s book taught me that by raising children, I’m not 
missing anything and life is not passing me by.  I am grate-
ful for what the Italian lifestyle has also taught me — how 
Florentians slow down to taste and savor each moment.  I 
can see each one of us somewhere in Samantha’s thoughts 
and in her behavior! Love is never black and white.  Sa-
mantha and Michael move back and forth so much between 
anger and love and hope and resolve that the reader never 
knows — maybe it’s over OR maybe they can work it out.  

Her book is a remedy for my soul — La Belle Vita!

Dr. Sana Barada
Florence, Italy



“ I’ll be there, always.   

Because nothing else matters  

when you can run back to love.”
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Florence, Italy 
MONDAY, MARCH 13,  2017

Breathe . . .  just fucking breathe . . .  Letting her eyes roll shut, 
Samantha inhaled, a long, slow, deep breath, then another 
and another, allowing each to settle in her stomach before 
releasing the air with a rush.  She struggled to calm her 
nerves as the the air flowed through her, allowing herself 
to fall back against the door of the rickety old bathroom 
stall, while she watched scenes from the last 72 hours pass 
across the inside of her eyelids.  Blurred images of a life that 
seemed to be crumbling at her feet.  Three days, beginning 
with three words that would change her forever.  What am I 
doing here, what are we doing here?  She opened her eyes with 
a final, exaggerated breath, savoring the aroma of the rain as 
it landed on the concrete.  The mineral-infused concoction 
floated back up, providing a healing elixir of calm.  How, 
she wondered, did she end up here, feeling like such an im-
poster.  Her exterior of strength and conviction shielding 
her fragile interior, a child herself, so unsure of everything.  
How could it be that you move through life so sure of who 
you are and what your purpose is —  then seemingly and 
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with no warning end up in a free-fall down the rabbit hole 
with absolutely no confidence or belief in yourself?  All 
good questions she thought as she continued to ponder her 
fate, family and future.

Samantha rested on the seat, head in hands, the wind 
shaking the shutters behind her as erratically as her thoughts 
poured through her, seeking solace in the confines of the 
water closet.  A tiny structure, with faded yellow paint 
chipped away at the corners, and a narrow window above 
the ledge just behind her, where she’d mindlessly tossed her 
purse before sitting down.  It was the kind she remembered 
from grade school, frosted, double paned glass over wire 
mesh, framed with beveled wood and a corroded brass lock 
barely holding the two pieces together.  A slight bang of the 
door interrupted her vigil.  Samantha turned and looked up, 
then back at the stall door in front of her and took a deep 
breath; at first to tangle with the onset of anxiety she was 
feeling, but then to savor the scent she now recognized, the 
musk cologne dancing in the air.  She imagined the beads 
of sweat dripping off his forehead and it was comforting ac-
tually.  Though a different kind of anxiety quickly took over 
as she considered the hand turning the knob on the door.

Samantha desperately wanted to escape the questions 
and problems plaguing her life at this moment.  Close the 
door, lock it up and leave it in the past.  At least on the 
surface that’s how it felt to her.  But, as life does, things 
turn and twist, changing in an instant life as she’d known it.  
And here she was now, in the middle of Florence, having to 
face those consequences head on.  She simply had no plan 
of action for what lay ahead.  Yet here she was, separated by 
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inches of worn metal from the man who’d stolen her heart 
in ways she’d never imagined, in a country that had done 
the same, decades ago.  Hardly where she expected to be 
and certainly not how she’d ever dreamt it might happen.

Samantha nervously tried to stand and gain her com-
posure.  The door she thought was securely locked rode 
the turbulent afternoon breeze to settle just slightly ajar.  
Admittedly somewhat surprised, she was expecting a more 
dramatic gesture —  the door would fly open railing against 
the brick wall to its right and there he’d be.  But no, a gen-
tle prod seemed to unlatch the gloriously archaic hardware 
and the door swung open, unceremoniously.  Just a slight 
screech of opposition from the screws rubbing against the 
latch they were barely holding in place.  And in the minutes 
that followed Samantha threw caution to the wind, leaving 
behind every sense of virtue and dignity she’d ever aspired 
to maintain.  She braced herself, looked up and drank in 
the shimmer of his deep hazel eyes, cherishing the moment, 
lost in the magic of how simple love could feel.

“Hi,” Samantha whispered, enveloped in vulnerabil-
ity looking up at Michael.  Oh Jesus, are you kidding?! she 
thought, assailing herself with disgust and frustration as 
she moved clumsily about the seat.  Samantha lived in her 
head.  She wrote and rewrote every conversation she ever 
had with herself long before the words ever left her lips to 
take on a life of their own.  Of course, more often than 
not, those scripts remained safely tucked away, never seeing 
the light of day, serving purely as a means to address her 
life’s ever- changing plot lines.  Now, face to face with an 
unfolding fantasy even she did not fully comprehend, she 
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was incapable of calling up the best stream of witty dialogue 
she’d so easily authored.

“What are you doing, this is crazy?  Someone might 
come in here!” Samantha made one final attempt at com-
municating.  Michael closed the door behind him, cradled 
both of her shoulders in his warm, generous hands, pulled 
her to her feet and kissed her.  His moist lips were warm 
and soft and they fit, so easily they fit.  She barely noticed 
her shorts falling to the floor.  Samantha took inventory of 
the man in front of her, strong, self-assured and so damn 
sexy.  She felt his energy, a pulse that she couldn’t escape.  
There was a sense of urgency to the encounter, one Michael 
was fully aware he was fueling.  He wanted and needed 
her, right then and there.  “Exactly what you want me to 
do —  what I want to do.” Michael answered with bravado, 
believing without question that she felt exactly the same 
way.  “Living on the edge, where we like it, right?  Where 
we can let it all go, no regrets.” She’d revisit those words, 
over and over again in the days to come, but for now, she 
did just that . . .  

Samantha responded the only way she knew how —  no 
words —  just feeling and action.  A pattern of behavior 
that, while usually giving her the thrill she sought, was not 
always one that served her best interests and well-being.  
Falling backwards onto the seat, she deftly unbuckled his 
belt.  Then with what seemed like one swift movement, she 
unzipped his shorts, letting them slide down his tanned, 
muscular thighs, pulling his boxers to one side to reveal that 
beautiful growing piece.  She savored and stroked it, gently 
at first.  Her tongue ached to touch the flickering muscle 
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in her hand.  Licking, at first in short strokes, followed by 
a long, easy slide between her lips.  She savored the sweet 
taste, slowly sucking his grandeur until Michael nearly col-
lapsed from the ecstasy she was creating between his legs.  
Feeling his rise, Samantha let out a moan that provoked 
Michael’s release.  She shuddered as he slowly pulled out, 
leaving her mouth full, her knees withered and weak.  Mi-
chael leaned back on the stall door, eyes closed.

Samantha watched him silently, once again scanning 
his body head to toes, wondering where his thoughts had 
taken him.  His breathing was still heavy and his hands 
still held her shoulders tightly.  His grip was different now, 
strong but somehow relieved, as though the weight of his 
world had been lifted.  It was a reassuring and frightening 
moment for her.  Was this man her future?  Could the past 
really be so easily rewritten?  Water, bridges, closing doors: 
she envisioned all the cliches that described the proverbial 
fork in the road where she now stood.  She remained still, 
watching him as his eyes slowly opened, locking solidly on 
her gaze.  It was perhaps the closest she’d ever felt to him.  
Kneeling down to get his shorts, Samantha looked up and 
caught his smile, “God I love the fuck out of you.  See you 
outside.” He zipped up, flashed his addictive grin and eased 
out of the stall.

There’s charm in mistakes, she thought as she sat back 
down in the stall, not quite ready for public consumption.  
Undistracted by her surroundings, Samantha savored this 
rare moment to be present, to consider her actions past and 
present and hell, to relish what had just been mind-blowing 
sex in a bathroom stall in Florence, Italy! How many had 
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preceded her, she wondered.  Had this minute space served 
as a rendezvous for clandestine lovers for decades past?  Re-
igniting lost flames, fanning those of new love?  She felt 
curiously entrenched in both scenarios.  This was a begin-
ning of sorts as well as an ending.  She’d given in, let go 
and had a damn good time doing it.  Fuck, and there it was, 
the smack back to reality —  her impulsive nature —  the 
gypsy spirit she so cherished, the attraction for so many, 
and the devil within.  Any number of excuses worked, but 
Samantha knew that while her current situation did not rest 
solely on her shoulders, the choices made were not done so 
with the long-term, best interests of anyone involved being 
considered.  That was easily the biggest challenge at hand, 
going forward.  Was there sufficient evidence of change, 
could she move on, committing to Michael, to a life they 
could build together from here?  Was she ready for the next 
and really, the final act of her life?  Was it with him?

With questions that could not possibly be answered at 
this moment, she pulled herself together and stepped from 
the stall.  Looking down, she straightened her shirt, unaware 
of the mirror directly in front of her.  As she tugged at her 
shorts her eyes followed her head upward staring straight 
into her reflection in the dusty, cracked glass.  There she 
was again, the teenage girl she’d lost touch with so long ago 
when being invisible was her only means of survival, stand-
ing next to the woman she was today.  Feeling like a fraud, 
she applied a touch of lip gloss and stared.  It was a pro-
found assemblage of imagery.  Disheveled and cracked, but 
surrounded by unmatched beauty.  Exactly how she felt to 
her core.  These were her life’s contradictions —  a beautiful 
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childhood, unraveled over the passage of time and lost con-
nection —  a present wrought with deception, unsatisfied 
expectations —  a future filled with so much uncertainty.  
But maybe that uncertainty would be the catalyst to fit 
all the pieces back together.  Samantha fingered the lay-
ers of her wavy, shoulder-length blonde hair and left those 
thoughts, and the memory of the glorious, albeit somewhat 
careless encounter behind, strolling confidently into the 
now crowded restaurant and out to Michael.



“How is it that we end up here? 

Are we all just a hopelessly,  

broken tangled mess?”
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Florence, Italy
FRIDAY,  MARCH 10, 2017

3 Days Earlier . . . 

The sky over the city had taken on a captivating tone on 
this sultry Friday afternoon.  Much more varied than usual, 
given the early hour, and it was considerably warm for this 
time of year.  The days leading into spring, everything is 
new, coming to light, alive with hope.  Samantha pondered 
this as she stepped onto the patio of Rivoire, on the Piazza 
della Signoria, stopping to savor both the view and the mo-
ment at one of her favorite restaurants.  There was a slight 
chill in the air but the sky, its faint blue canvas saturated 
with frenetic strokes of red, orange and gold, intrigued her.  
They were at odds with each other.  No gentle brushstrokes 
sweeping across the horizon, as she’d witnessed in so many 
prior Florentine sunsets.  Emotionally, this day was coming 
to a visual end much as it had begun, devastatingly raw and 
antagonistically charged.  If only the setting sun could also 
lay to rest the conflicts that were rising full force within her.
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“Ahhhh,” she sighed, shaking her head slowly taking it 
all in.  Samantha was standing steadfast in the middle of a 
true paradox.  Feet solidly planted on the cobblestone patio 
of her most cherished city, feeling anything but grounded.  
This dance, a friction deep inside, was gnawing at her in 
a way she could no longer contain.  At least that is what 
she wrestled with now as she looked across the patio at the 
tables occupied by couples, actively engaged, in love as she 
saw it and what she had not truly felt in ages.  Then there 
were the friends, sipping cocktails, talking, laughing to-
gether, leaving her longing for the true, lifelong friendships 
she’d let slide in recent years.  How, she wondered, had her 
life ended up here, seemingly overnight, though she knew 
perfectly well it had been a long and slow descent in to what 
she viewed as her own personal hell.  I’ll take some of the 
blame, she thought, almost saying it out loud.  But fuck if 
I’m owning all of it anymore.  This has got to give, I’ve got to 
get these feelings out of me, I’m suffocating.  She tugged at her 
neckline, feeling the emotions with each breath.  So much 
easier to say to herself, no consequences.  Bold, empow-
ered, in control — traits Samantha admired and strived for, 
but had tucked away long ago.  Raising their three chil-
dren, supporting all of Michael’s ventures and dreams, it all 
worked — until it didn’t.  She was here now and facing her 
crossroads.  It was time to come forward, to use the voice 
she’d quieted for so many years.  A whisper emerged from 
her pursed lips, a look she didn’t know she’d taken on while 
considering her plight.  How strange she must look to those 
unwitting characters sitting on the patio watching her.  The 
thoughts running through her head took over her physical 
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being before she even realized it.  She felt tight, fists and 
jaw clenched, brow furrowed, eyes welling up with tears, 
her angry mouth pulsating.  Samantha quickly took inven-
tory of her surroundings.  Pull your shit together girl — you’re 
being ridiculous!  But, a faint whisper emerged from those 
quivering lips, “Help me . . . ”

The waiter passing at just that moment responded, “A 
table signora?”

Shit, Samantha thought, that’s embarrassing — hot mess 
alert, no self control.

“No, no grazie, I’m waiting for my husband, just head-
ing into the bar.”

The flight over on Thursday was long and she was still 
tired.  She was used to the trip, having done it so often, over 
so many years, but today’s “flight hangover” was really taking 
its toll.  She preferred taking the train up from Rome, but 
Michael had insisted on sending their plane.  She had to 
admit, now she was glad he did — it gave her more time to 
herself before connecting with him.  Of course she knew, 
more than anything, she was emotionally exhausted.  She 
was glad to have had the day to herself to recover.  Mi-
chael’s day was full of meetings for their new development 
about 30 kilometers southeast of the city center.  They’d 
planned to meet here for a drink before catching up with 
Michael’s business partner Carlo and his wife Stefania 
for dinner.  Samantha made reservations at SESTO, the 
rooftop restaurant at the Excelsior, a favorite of hers for 
the view of the Arno and the gardens across the river.  He 
was late and that was a bit unusual.  Or maybe she was 
just more tuned in to his absence because of all that she 
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was contemplating.  Was she looking for fault, for short-
comings?  Wouldn’t that make it all so much easier!  She 
conceded that a great deal of her angst was directly related 
to the current state of their relationship.  Almost a duty, she 
felt, not looking forward to their evening at all.  Did he feel 
it as deeply as she did?  Surely, this was not as one-sided as 
he often argued, working so hard, it seemed, to convince 
her that this was just how life and marriage played out after 
so many years together.  It was natural to feel somewhat 
distant and “off”, he loved to preach.  Michael often ap-
proached these conversations from an “I’ve experienced so 
much more than you” angle.  An effort, Samantha felt was 
an attempt to minimize her complaints and concerns.  An 
effort that he generally succeeded in accomplishing.  Well, 
she thought, I’m not buying it anymore.  There is no way he’s 
happy either and I’m fucking sick of him telling me it’s me.  Tell-
ing me to ‘get over it — you have an amazing life, stop looking 
for trouble.’ It’s not amazing, it sucks and you’re a part of it.  We 
suck, we have for months now.  You just won’t deal with it.

Samantha turned on her heels, empowered slightly by 
her inner dialogue, ready to make her way to the bar to 
wait for his arrival.  She took two determined steps, before 
glancing back once more, no sight of him.  She cursed her-
self, in the midst of feeling such dismay for their present 
status, she missed him and wanted him desperately.  Still no 
Michael, so she decided to embrace the moment, to take it 
all in, alone.  She gazed up once more at the sky, now decid-
edly saying goodnight to the day’s sun.  The once brightly 
shimmering horizon was dimly lit by the lights of the town 
and the sun’s afterglow.  Shadows cast an iridescent luster 



 Running With Our Eyes Closed 

15

across the sky, offering the gently rising moon center stage.
A slow, deep inhale brought an instant smile to her 

lips.  First, the freshly baked pizza being served to a ta-
ble on her right, followed by a delicate breeze of Grain de 
Soleil perfume coming from a table just behind her.  Ah-
hhh, the warm blend of earthy notes, she knew it well 
because Diamont, also from perfumery Fragonard, had be-
come her signature scent.  Michael had given it to her a 
year or so before.  It was love at first spray: down to earth, 
yet unmistakably bright and striking.  She liked to think 
of herself that way: an irresistible sparkle, lingering long 
after she’d left the room.  Samantha was especially drawn 
to Fragonard’s rich and passionate history.  Eugene Fuchs 
was an entrepreneur seduced by perfume’s magical essence.  
Named after the French artist Jean-Honore Fragonard, 
Fuchs opened the legendary perfumery in 1926 in Grasse, 
France.  Three generations later, Fragonard stood above the 
masses in producing not just the finest fragrances, but in 
selling art and history along the way.  For Samantha it was 
this type of attention to detail and the honoring of long-
held tradition that captured and kept her interest in most 
things throughout her life.

She followed the scent, her curiosity piqued as it was 
unique, such a distinct bouquet.  She listened intently as 
two women commiserated over their newly poured cham-
pagne, the arpeggio of bubbles clearly audible and worthy 
of the Florentine landscape.  The woman wearing Soleil was 
elegant, simply stunning.  Blonde, older she thought, closer 
to Michael’s age of 58.  The 11 years between them had 
never been more of an issue than during the past months.  
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Her evolving interests and needs significantly altered the 
state of their relationship.  Inhaling this stranger’s scent 
now, observing her delicate, chic demeanor, Samantha con-
sidered her own age in a negative light for the first time.  
Wondering if she might ever embody such grace and ease.  
Perhaps, she thought, it’s a cultural gift I will just never have.  
Feeling a bit guilty eavesdropping, but unable to tear herself 
away, Samantha slowly tuned out everything around her but 
these two women, friends, sisters, companions, the nature 
of their relationship wasn’t clear, but it appeared this Friday 
afternoon was for celebrating . . . something.  What, her 
curiosity on fire, made this day so special?  Her proficiency 
in Italian translation now hard at work, Samantha strained 
to hear more.

“How it all comes together,” the blonde’s companion 
said, gesturing her hands in grand fashion, reaching to 
the sky, welcoming it in.  “When we are most in fear and 
feeling so very lost — ahhhh yes my friend, that is when 
the clouds clear and our journey shifts.” She laughed vig-
orously, then placed her right hand on the left forearm of 
the blonde woman and the conversation took a quiet, more 
serious turn.

“I’ve been so lost since Emilio left,” the blonde woman 
continued, “I question everything: my life, my love, my 
dreams.  What did I do wrong, why did he look for an-
other love.  Was I just so out of touch with our world, our 
life as a couple?  Did I do this to us?  Was I to blame?  
Maybe I did fail him, our marriage.  I don’t know . . . Yes I 
do . . .” She chuckled a bit, “I didn’t fail him, I stayed — I 
tried — I loved him and he left me.  That’s just what it is 
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and I know that now.  Thank God I have Gabriella, she’s 
been such a source of strength.  My beautiful daughter, she 
should never have had to weather this storm.  We all make 
our choices, consequences be damned.  But then there 
are the tomorrows . . . nothing is ever what it seems and 
hardly perfect.  But he chose to leave, to give up on us so 
that’s on him.” She pulled her hand away grasping her left 
wrist to support her chin as she looked off in the distance, 
across the Piazza.

“Pffffttt” the friend replied, spitting dry air to the ground, 
“he is not worthy of mention! But now, look at you my love, 
you are alive again! It is time indeed to smile and live your 
life.  I adore him, even though he is American!” She threw 
her head back in exaggerated laughter.  “He is everything 
you deserve now.  Be happy, unapologetic! This is your 
time.” She brought all ten fingers to her mouth, kissed them 
and flung them skyward, releasing the wish.  She leaned in 
to her friend, catching her bracelet on the table cloth, shak-
ing it a bit, and in what was more of a whisper continued, 
“We are all to blame in some way, but I think blame is not 
the right term.  More that we are all players in this very 
complicated game of life.  Sometimes our responses don’t 
fit, other times they fit precisely, but not for the outcome we 
desire.  And sometimes, my love, they simply take on a life 
of their own and we lose sight of all that matters to us, until 
it is too late.”  She reached across the table now, wrapping 
both of her friend’s hands in hers, a show of strength and 
reassurance that her friend was not on the journey alone.  
“This, I suspect, will be that scoundrel’s realization once he 
sees you have chosen to live and be happy without him.”
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The blonde looked at her friend with deep affection and 
fear, it seemed.  “But what am I really getting myself into.  
He has a wife, a family.  I know he says it’s over but is any 
of that ever really over?”

She paused, sipping her drink as her companion re-
sponded, “No, not likely.  But, Carolina, you didn’t look for 
this.  It came to you, he came to you, I think at this time, to 
save you and maybe himself as well.  You’ve been through 
so much.  Stop looking for explanations and approval, just 
live with it and enjoy the time you are given.”

“I suppose,” Carolina conceded.  “Though I am some-
what circumspect, I don’t know that I want all the baggage 
that this relationship will undoubtedly bring.  But, then 
again, we are beautifully suited, we do bring each other 
such joy, so . . . .” She glanced at her watch, “I’m meet-
ing him shortly, he said he desperately needed to talk with 
me this afternoon.  Maybe, finally . . . ” Her hopeful voice 
trailed off.

“Exactly!” the friend interrupted, satisfied to see her 
friend coming to the conclusion she envisioned was her 
best course of action.  “Just live, be — please enjoy yourself 
for now.”

Of course that’s her name, Samantha smirked to herself.  
Everything about this woman exudes sheer Italian refinement, 
why would her name be anything less?  She lost track of their 
conversation momentarily while she contemplated what 
she’d witnessed.

What a beautiful sight, unconditional, loyal friendship.  
I wish Kelly were here.  I’ll call her later.  Kelly was not only 
her older sister, but her best friend.  She’d be unforgiving 
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and candid in her opinion.  That was her inescapable gift, 
to a fault at times, the truth.  Cold, hard, funny, painful 
authenticity, Kelly would only accept that from her sister, 
from anyone really.  She was impatient with the dance peo-
ple did to save face or spare feelings.  Probably why she was 
still single.  That notion brought a smile to Samantha’s lips, 
followed by a much louder gasp, startling all three women.  
Carolina and her companion looked up at her, glaring some-
what, then easing into a questioning stare.  Who was this 
woman listening so intently to their conversation.  Unaware 
of how far she’d leaned in to hear their words, their peculiar 
gaze caught her off guard.  Embarrassed, she struggled to 
remove herself as quickly as possible from the horribly awk-
ward situation.  Backing into a waiter, Samantha seized the 
inconvenience of the mishap to redirect her attention, and 
that of the two women, turning away quickly to apologize 
to him.  He knew her well, and gently escorted her inside 
to the bar.  Oh for God’s sake! she thought, he must have seen 
what I was doing, the whole damn patio for that matter.  How 
rude they must think I am, stupid American, her inner dia-
logue was wrought with humiliation and anger.

Paulo, the adorable waiter who had attended to her and 
Michael so lovingly over the years could see how distraught 
she was.  Though with no idea of the depth of the frustra-
tion and self-loathing that was looping in her head, he sat 
her down at the bar and brought her a glass of the Ama-
rone she always ordered.  How ironic, she considered as she 
stared into the glass in front of her encircling the rim with 
the tip of her finger.  The wine she coveted originated in 
the Valpolicello area of Veneto in northeastern Italy.  The 
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very region that inspired Shakespeare to write Romeo and 
Juliet’s tragic love story.

Samantha reached in her purse for lip gloss, running 
each finger over the binding of her journal.  She pulled it 
out and started to read what she’d written earlier in the 
day.  She’d begun the practice as a teenager, so many years 
ago, filling the pages with whatever inspired her during her 
stay.  Letters home, not sent, she used to tell herself, con-
fessions that would never be heard.  The entries revealed her 
deepest thoughts, she kept several books in the hotel safe, 
collecting the most current edition upon her arrival.  There 
were 22 now — beautifully bound leather books, tied neatly 
shut with gold twine.  Someday, she presumed, they’d be 
read.  They may be revered or reviled, she’d leave that to 
those who came after, but they exposed every fragment of 
who she had been and who she had become.  Who she was 
now had changed dramatically from the young girl, poised 
on the edge of adulthood, who had put pen to paper more 
than a quarter of a century ago.  She barely knew that girl 
anymore.  Where in the hell did she go, she contemplated as 
she tried desperately to pinpoint the exact moment it all 
changed.

Samantha gently lifted her glass, swirled it slowly, hyp-
notically, then set it back down.  She hardly noticed the 
handsome man seated to her right, watching every move 
she made.  Samantha smiled before turning her focus back 
to her wine, to her journal and to thoughts of the con-
versation she’d just heard.  How timely the topic of their 
apparent celebration.  Was it a celebration of love?  That 
seems oddly sadistic, given that the “love” of Carolina’s life 
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belonged to another woman.  Hmmmm!  But, on one hand it 
made perfect sense.  Her husband had left her for someone 
new, perhaps regretting that choice now, so why shouldn’t 
she gain some sort of satisfaction in taking something from 
someone else.  Winner, loser, it’s all fair right?  She’d have 
to swirl that around a bit to fully embrace the answer.



“This love of ours, it’s all a dance.   

A tango of steps in to and out of  

each other. Love me. Hate me.   

Just don’t let me go.”
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