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Part One:

​A Time to Break


​​Chapter One
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June 2003

Adam stared out over Lake Como and absently watched the ducks on the shoreline. He glanced over to Cally’s pale blue Victorian house across the street from where he sat and willed her to come out and back to him. Every morning for the last month he sat on their park bench waiting and wishing for her. He wouldn’t go to her door because he wanted her to make up her mind about them on her own. He was certain she knew he was here.

Today, he brought a journal and pen. He stared at them in his hands. His mother kept a journal, and she told him that writing brought her solace. He thought about his mother and the last time he saw her slipping from this life into the next. He thought about his mom and how much he loved her. He missed her. She had been gone for ten years now and there wasn’t a day that went by that he didn’t think of her. At thirty-eight, she was simply too young to die.

Adam thought he knew pain when his mother died, but now he had lost the woman he loved. That torment was almost too much to bear. If he had chosen a different way with Cally maybe she wouldn’t have ended it. He could go to her and plead his case, but he wanted her to come back to him on her own. He wouldn’t force her to choose him.

Adam opened the journal. He stared at the blank page for several minutes not knowing what to write. He decided he’d write Cally a letter—a letter he knew he’d never send.

June 30th, 2003

Dear Cally,

This is the last morning I will wait for you. One month of silent death, Cally. I didn’t know you would be so cruel. But it is over. Your absence again has spoken it. I have been tossed between hope and despair, but no more. I have a life to live, and I must learn to live it again.

Why am I writing? For what purpose? You will never see this letter.

I have no excuse to take any more mornings off. Jon threatened me last night that I’m in jeopardy of breaching my contract. He can’t make a movie without his lead. I have been deluding myself. You are gone and are lost. You took a part of my heart with you. Give it back.

I spent the best and most innocent month of my life with you, and I meant it when I asked you to marry me. I didn’t pick the right way. I said it in anger, and it was the last conversation we had. I will never forget it. We walked around the lake together. Every little while, we kissed. I could not get enough of the feel of you in my arms and the taste of your lips. My desire for you grew. I said, “I want you.”

You pulled out of my arms. “I know you want me. That has already been established, but do you love me?”

Anger filled me. “Would saying I love you convince you to go to bed with me?”

You simply said, “No.”

More anger grew. “Then marry me.”

“No.”

I was stunned by your answer, but the way I had asked you should have given me a clue as to how you would react. “Why not?”

You said, and I will never forget it, “You don't believe in marriage, Adam. You only want me, and when you've had enough, you'll leave.” 

My fury mounted. “Is that what you think I'll do?”

You stuck your chin in the air and nodded. You began walking away. I followed and grabbed your hand. You jerked it away and used it to slap me across the face.

I grasped your arms and shook you. “Marry me!” I shouted.

You said, “I can't,” and came into my arms.

I was still angry with you. “More like, you won't.” I kissed you hard and with anger. You struggled against me and shoved me away. I almost fell.

And then you left with tears streaming down your cheeks. I called after you, but you didn’t turn around. You were gone, and I haven't seen you since. 

You were right. I didn’t believe in marriage. I had scoffed at it for years. There were times I argued that marriage didn’t make people love each other more. It was simply an outdated convention, but as I knew you more, I changed my mind. Not once in my life had I ever felt that way. Not until you. 

You can't know how sorry I am for how I acted. If I had known then that with my angry proposal, I would kill our relationship, I never would have asked you. I never would have said, “I want you.” I never would have grown angry with you. I never would have pressured you to have sex with me. I would have taken things slower.

Cally. Cally. Cally—the litany in my head. Your eyes—warm amber jewels. The sunlight on your hair—the way it cascaded around you like a glorious waterfall of auburn light—and yet the color of sunshine and fire. You were the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen because you were so much more than a physical being. I want you so much I ache.

Writing to you is like torture. Cally, tell me how to let go of you.

Eclipse is not an easy film for me to do right now. It reminds me too much of what I had with you and lost. Every line I say, I think of you. Every time I shout and argue in a scene I’m shouting and arguing with you. The hard part of filming hasn’t begun. In two weeks, the climax of the film will be shot. The character has to face what he had put in front of love and his family and sees himself as he truly is. I have to weep and don’t want to. These tears I’ve bottled up I refuse to shed. There is just this barren wasteland of emptiness.

All my other films were not this introspective. They were simply light comedies and action movies. I didn’t have to dig inside to find a character before. Tears have never been “easy” for me. Anger. Sure. Passion. You bet. But Tears? No way. It’s not the type of movie I had ever done before, so why? Why did I agree? And why of all places did it have to be filmed here where there are so many demons of my past to face? 

I can no longer forget who I had been once upon a time and where I came from.

And then you.

Whys and what ifs. I don’t know tomorrow. Yesterday is gone and now stretches out like an eternity in front of me.

How can after just one month with you make me feel as if I lost a part of me? It doesn’t make any sense. I could understand if it were after five years or even ten years, but one innocent month? Ridiculous. Idiotic, in fact.

Maybe now I can find a way to forget you.

Adam

Adam set the journal and pen on the bench beside him. He rested his elbows on his knees and cradled his face in his hands. Tears threatened, but he held them back. He had a choice to make. He could either walk up to her front door and demand her to see reason or he could walk away and never look back.

If he knew she loved him, he’d fight for her, but she never said those words. She gave him little indication that she felt as strongly for him as he did for her. Most often when he tried to kiss her, she’d shy away. At times she would respond, and he would be blown over by the force of his passion. With each taste of her, he wanted more, but she refused to give him more. He wanted to know why.

If she loves me, then why doesn’t she come? Why won’t she give me a second chance? I know she can see me sitting here. I’m sure she has, but she stays away from me. I’m never going to hold her in my arms again. She is gone. She took my heart, and I doubt she’ll ever give it back. Why did I ask her to marry me in such an awful way? I’m not surprised she left, but I wish she’d come back. Just come back to me, Cally. I’ll move slower, but I’m not going to go to you. It would hurt too damn much if you rejected me again. So, I have a choice to make. Forget you or fight for you. If I fought for you, would you come back? If I see you again and you say no, that hell would be even more unbearable. If I seek you with tenderness and you still say no, I’d be even more lost. It’s best I say goodbye in my heart and not turn back. You’ll only hurt me more.
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​​Chapter Two
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November 2003

Adam woke from a dream. The last few images of it swam in his head, and he replayed it. He saw Cally’s face in his mind’s eye. She was laughing at something he said. Then he was kissing her and feeling her respond. Adam took the fantasy several places forward until he could bear no more. He stared up at his ceiling, then looked out his expansive window to the clear night sky. His eyes traced the curves of the moon as if it were Cally’s face. He looked out at the majesty of the stars but wished he was losing himself in Cally’s eyes instead.

My continued fixation with her will be the death of me. It’s been six months, and I still dream of her. I still long for her. I know where she is. I could go to her. I could plead my case. She has my cellphone number, but she hasn’t called. She has my addresses, but she hasn’t written. If I call her or go to her house and she turns me away again . . .? No, it’s best I forget, but how do I forget?

Adam closed his eyes and willed himself to sleep, but the relief of sleep evaded him. He sat up, then swung his legs over the side of the bed. His eyes lingered on the moon and remembered the nights when he and Cally would sit on their park bench cuddling and looking at it. Will my thoughts of her continue to torment me?

Adam stood. He wandered through his house to his living room. To chase away the chill in the room he lit a fire. He watched the flames flicker and wondered what it would be like to have Cally in his arms right here and right now. The intensity of his desire for her filled him with hopelessness. Can I forget her? Will I?

He thought about his mother and her frequent writing in her journal. One time he asked her what she wrote about.

With a faraway, sad smile she answered, “A woman’s thoughts are her own.”

He often wondered about his mother’s sorrow. Even though she knew many happy moments, there was an aura of unhappiness about her that always troubled him. With a broken sigh he set thoughts of his mother and the reasons for her unhappiness in a locked corridor in his mind.

Maybe if I write another letter to Cally, I’ll be able to put my feelings for her into perspective. 

He went to his bedroom to his tall bureau. From the top drawer he picked up the journal and pen and carried them to his living room. He sat before the fire with tears threatening. He pushed them back and wrote.

November 20, 2003

Dear Cally, 

The fire is dancing behind the grate. I sit here watching the flames flicker and trying to imagine how your skin would look in this light. From the moment I saw you with your legs tucked under you while you wrote in your journal you captivated my mind.

It seems as if I’ve become an over-romantic fool. This is out of character for me. I’ve forgotten how to play the role of Adam Basset—world renowned movie star. I’m simply Adam, but I don’t know how to be him. It seems as if I have spent my life playing one role or another, and I don’t know the role I am to play now or how to perform it. I don’t know who I am.

I sound maudlin.

I want to forget you.

I can’t.

My will blots you out of my mind during the day, but at night you come to visit me—to torture me. Tonight, I woke believing you were in my arms. My hateful heart will not let you go. 

I’m the greatest of fools. 

The climax of the film that I told you about was as difficult to film as I thought it would be. I hated feeling and weeping. It was the best performance of my life, but the thing is, I wasn’t performing. And afterwards, I heard the buzzes from the production crew and from the other cast members that I should be nominated for an Oscar. I laughed inside—or was it more like weeping—when I heard their whispers. I wanted to scream at them, “I wasn’t acting!”

Cally, I’ve stopped caring about everything—everything but the feel of you, the scent of you, the taste of you. I’ve turned down five movie offers in the past month. My agent is astounded by the amount of money I’m being offered. I think he’s worried that my withdrawal from the business will affect his livelihood, but money has lost appeal.

When I wake up in the morning, you are with me. When I sleep at night, your illusive arms are open to me, and every time I reach out to you, you dissipate in the mist.

And tonight, what ifs are torturing me. Is there anything I could have said or done to make you want to stay with me? But I think that the only answer to these tortuous questions is simpler than I’ve wanted it to be. You left because I tried to force more from you than you were prepared to give. You left because I had begun to become even more important to you than your God was, and because of it, you were afraid to continue as we had. I think that is it. I wanted you too badly to think about how it would make you feel. You had a conscience. I didn’t— I had long since killed it.

If you had the courage to give me a chance, maybe we could have found a way. Instead, you walked away from me without a word of why. You didn’t even say goodbye.

Adam

Adam closed the journal and set it down beside him. Pushing back tears, he stared at the flames. He refused to cry, because he knew if he started, he’d never stop. He was simply drifting along at life. He worked alongside his ranch hands, Jamison and Frank, with his horses, but ever present was this bone-deep loneliness. He hated how he felt. Was there any way he could just simply forget?

Adam stared at the fire until it died to mere embers. Instead of stoking the flames he let it go out completely. He sat in silence as his memories invaded his head. He thought of her smile. He remembered the sound of her laugh. He relived the experience of kissing her.

What do I do?

The chill in the room broke through the mental fog, and he stood. He walked to the wall of windows to see the white-capped Rocky Mountains. He had a breathtaking view but no one to share it with. He whispered, “Cally, why? Call me. Write me. Tell me you care. If you come back into my life, I’ll make any promise you want. I’ll go slower. Release me from this torment. Give me a second chance. I love you. Let me show you how much.”

Adam sighed and sunk onto his couch to sit before his fireplace and watch the flames flick and dance. He wondered again what Cally would look like in this light. No matter how many times in a day he shoved her out of his head, memories of her came back. He didn’t understand himself. He had only known her for a month. He never slept with her. It was her person that so captivated him. She made him laugh. She nearly broke down every wall he had constructed around his heart. He felt comfortable sharing many of his secrets—certainly not all, but many.

There was just something about her that drew him in. He didn’t understand it. She never told him she loved him. He reminded himself of that fact. Get out of my head!

Adam sighed and picked up his journal.

November 24, 2003

Dear Cally,

I’m in Colorado and have been here since September. I don’t have much to do. Frank and Jamison handle the ranch well without me. I shouldn’t be writing to you, except when I do, I somehow feel close to you again. But I’m weary of wanting to be close to you—for all you are is mist and memory.

I couldn’t fall asleep again last night. I lit another fire. Then I sat down at my piano and started playing. I learned to play when I was a young boy—my mother insisted that it would be good for me to learn. I really hated reading notes. I preferred to make up songs. As long as I played, Mom didn’t care what I played. I had forgotten how I used to feel playing the piano and how I enjoyed just plucking away at the keys and forming a melody. The songs I used to make up were quite silly, but last night’s song wasn’t. I poured all my emotions into it. 

Afterwards I penned these amateurish words in a notebook.

Outside the snow is falling.

I watch its slow descent.

It collects in tree branches

And dances on the wind.

Why did you leave?

Don’t hide in the mist.

I need you so.

Inside my tears are falling.

Imagine their descent.

They collect in my lashes,

And dance down my cheek.

Why did you leave?

Don’t hide in the mist

I want you so.

Mist-like arms—an elusive embrace.

You visit my nights, and I touch your face.

In my dreams I see your eyes.

Tell me now, Cally, had it been only lies.

Lady

Lady

Lady

Lady you’re no lady.

Please, leave me be.

You cold hearted one,

Who tortures my nights

And blots out the sun.

I want to forget you.

I see you running,

And I try to catch you.

I feel your hand in mine, dear,

And then it is gone.

You’re lost in the mist.

That’s where you’ve gone.

If I had said vows,

Would you be here?

Come back to me.

I’ll forget it all.

If I’d held you closer

Would you have stayed?

I’ll look in the mist,

And find you there.

Wait till I do.

Your arms wrap around me.

I’ve found you in the mist.

Here you are now.

Don’t go again.

You’re translucent charms,

Captivate my mind.

I’ll hold you in the mist, and

Merge your lips with mine.

Don’t dissipate again.

I’d lose my mind.

I’ve rarely given into sentiment, Cally. Why you bring out that feeling in me I don’t know. I’ve always been determined and sure of myself. 

It is difficult to pen my feelings. It would be much easier for me to blurt out the truth of my longing for you and be crude but being crude would probably push you further away from me. 

I must admit, Cally, that no matter how much I love you, I hate you, too. I am angry with you for not trusting me and not giving whatever we had a chance. Sometimes I hate you more than I love you. 

I dream of a way of releasing these feelings. I wish I could forget that month I spent with you. There are moments in a day that I successfully force you out of my mind, but it is little things that nudge you to the forefront again. Little things like a beautiful sunset make me remember you. I’ll remember the nights we sat on the park bench and watched the sun go down.

To be honest I doubt if any person or any place could ever blot out the memory of your auburn hair shimmering in the sun, your amber eyes, or your smile. I will never forget how alive I felt when I was with you. The feeling was more spiritual than physical. I felt like I was finding my way home and coming to a place in my spirit that I hadn’t felt for more years than I care to remember. I felt much more than physical desire, though I hadn’t been able to convey that truth to you at the time. I touched you too much. Physical “love” is always so much easier to express than the more profound, and I chose too much the physical. 

I’ve come to the sad conclusion that I need you. I realize, too, that I needed you then more than I had been able to admit—to you, certainly, but mostly to myself. I wanted to possess you as if you were some priceless gem that I didn’t want to pay for. I tried to steal from you what I should have purchased with my life, and I regret this truth more than you could ever know. I fear that it is too late to pay the price for you and for your love. It is too late for us, my darling. It is too late for me to give you a ring.

Adam

Adam stared at the last sentence and felt grief well. I’m torturing myself with thoughts of her. There must be a way for me to just forget her. It’s been six months. In all this time she hasn’t once contacted me. She never said she loved me. I’ve gone over this time and again. If she loved me, she’d be here. She would have called or written. If she wanted me, then she would never have walked away.

He felt those nasty tears tickling his eyes. How he hated them. I refuse to cry. If I do, I won’t stop.
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December 2003

Adam turned from his back to his side and glanced at his digital clock. Christ, it’s 1:00 am. I’ve been trying to sleep for three hours. What’s the point anymore? I’m bone weary during the day, but when I go to bed, I can’t stop thinking about her. I’ve been through this before. If she wanted me, she would have called or written. I am wasting my thoughts on a woman who never told me she loved me.”

Adam flipped to his back and stared at the ceiling. He closed his eyes trying to relax. He slipped into a light sleep—to that drifting place between reality and dreams. After some time, he fell completely asleep.

Adam’s eyes searched for a way out of the mist. He called out but heard no answer. He wandered around unable to find his way. He felt frightened as the fog settled even more fully around him. He could feel its chilly fingers reaching out to him . . . reaching out to him.

Adam jerked awake from the nightmare. He thought about what the dream meant. I’m losing my mind! Adam turned to his side and looked at the digital clock. Christ, now it’s 2:30! I’ve only slept for maybe an hour. What’s the point of trying to sleep? I’ll only dream some more.

Adam sat up, swung his legs over the side of the bed. He looked out his window to watch the snow fall. He stood and walked to the window. He studied the big flakes as they collected on the ground and caught on the branches of his tall evergreens. There was nearly six inches of the white fluff covering everything. He chaffed his hands over his bare arms to warm himself. He grabbed the robe sitting on the chair beside the window, put it on, and knotted the tie. He went to his dresser to pick up the journal and pen.

In his living room he went through the motions of lighting a fire. Once it was going, he tossed on a couple logs. He watched the flames lick at them until the fire caught complete hold. He sat down in front of it and opened the journal. He read his last few letters and again wondered what in hell he was doing.

He found the next blank spot and wrote.

December 1, 2003

Dear Cally,

More snow is falling. Tonight, I am cold to the core though the fire is blazing before me. I'm caressing your cold fingers, my misty lady. 

I found a worn copy of Emily Dickinson’s poetry tonight in my library. It had been my mother’s book, and it is one of only a few things that I have of hers. I read the poem “I Cannot Live with You.” It made me think of her. It made me think of you.

That poem means more now than it did when I first read it years ago. “I cannot live with you, Cally. It would be life. But life is over there behind that shelf.” 

Mom kept this book of poems next to her bed. When I was about fourteen, Mom began to enlighten me on the “joys” of reading Dickinson. My mother insisted that she understood the human condition. One day when I complained about reading her poems, my mother said, “Okay, then. Dickinson isn’t for everyone.” She left me off the hook, and I felt like whooping and hollering with glee until she said with a sad and faraway look in her eyes, “Don’t judge her or her poetry too harshly, Adam. You have little understanding now of what inspired many of her poems, and I hope you never do.”

I have graduated, Cally, into pain, and, sadly now, I understand Dickinson’s poetry. I understand my mother better now, too.

The page in the book of poems with “I Cannot Live with You” is wrinkled and worn more than the others. I guess that I can best describe it as water damaged, and I know what caused the water damage, Cally—my mother’s tears. 

I have a not too good memory of this poem, and I feel compelled to share it, for it explains many things about me and my initial meeting with you. It’s incredibly painful to write this memory down, but, finally, I must face it. 

Something I overheard Jamison say the other day to Frank has stuck in my mind. He said painful memories needed to be walked through rather than avoided. Memories cannot be ignored forever because they tend to show up when least desired. Jamison and Frank didn’t know I was listening. Frank said, “Sounds like just a bunch of nonsense. Just move on is my method, and it seems to be working just fine.” 

Jamison nodded and didn’t press his point any further. Jamison is not one to push his ideas onto anyone, and I respect him for it.

But what he said has left me thinking about things in my own life. For many years I had been successful at forgetting, but since the day I met you, my old techniques have ceased to work. Now, I wonder if there is some truth to what Jamison said. Maybe I should face these memories rather than ignore them. All this leads me to the painful memory involving that poem by Dickinson. 

It is a memory that I unwillingly visited moments before I met you. I remembered the night I overheard my mother reciting “I Cannot Live with You” when she thought I was sleeping. She wept bitterly afterward, and I stood there behind her door listening to her cry and not knowing what to do. So, I walked away and lay in my bed staring at the ceiling wishing I had never been born. Then Mom would have no reasons to cry in the middle of the night. Sitting on the park bench, I added that memory to the memory of what my mother revealed hours before she died, and I knew without a doubt that I had been right that night.

There is no pit as deep as one dug by regret, and regret of one's birth digs the deepest pit of all. A person would do anything to be freed from its dark torments. A person would seek any means imaginable to escape.

The pit held me, and Hell blazed all around me when I saw a woman sit down on a park bench just down from mine. I needed a taste of something sweeter than bitter memories, and a woman would taste much better than regret. I started out to meet her. And she was pretty . . .

But she was not at first impressed with me. 

I had to make you want me, Cally. To forget what I had been remembering in part, but, mostly, I was reaching out to someone, anyone, who could justify my birth. If someone could love me, then just maybe . . . But I did none of it consciously, Cally. I have only now analyzed my feelings before I met you. This is why I had allowed—no willed—myself to be taken by storm. 

I also understand now my intense reactions to you and why I pushed things so quickly. It is why I kissed you within minutes. Why I held you. Why I called you sweetheart. Why I wanted to lose myself in the moment. I had demons to forget, and you were my angel.

Adam

Adam shut the journal and set it and the pen beside him. He stared into the fire appreciating its warmth. His imagination went wild as he sat there thinking about Cally. They had only ever kissed, but he wanted so much more. He could only imagine how it would be with her. No one inspired his passion more than her. When she was in his arms, Heaven became more than a place, but now he felt like he was wandering in Hell. He hated his hopeless feelings for her.

Adam sighed. The fire burned low, and he stood to throw on a few more logs, then sat down. After a bit, the fire caught hold. Adam closed his eyes feeling the heat of it and willed it to chase away the chill in his heart.

This is insane! I have a life to live. I should be living it. What would happen if I called her or sent her these letters? If I knew for sure she’d welcome me back into her life, I’d go over to her house. I’d go slower. I’d choose tenderness over passion until she was ready for more. I lost her because I pushed her too far. I should have listened to her reservations and given her time. I just wanted her so damn much, and I thought she wanted me too. Is she thinking of me at this moment? I hope she is staring at a fire wishing for me. Maybe if she wishes enough, she’ll call.

Two more days have passed—two more days of thinking of her. What will it take for me to push her out of my head?

Adam touched the pane of glass as he stared out his window to watch the snow lazily descend. The snow had been falling off and on for two days, and there was nearly eighteen inches of it. There was a definite chill in the log home. When he had it built two years before he chose aesthetics and didn’t think about how cold a house would be with a wall of windows. The view of the Rocky Mountains was breathtaking, which was why he chose to have the house built this way. In LA he had a house with a wall of windows for a breathtaking view of the Pacific Ocean. The house sat on a bluff with the ocean a hundred feet below.

Adam didn’t know he’d spend as much time on his ranch as he was. Something about this place brought him peace. He appreciated the quiet, but maybe he should go back to LA. Being in this place he thought way too damn much, and maybe all this thinking and introspection wasn’t doing him any good.

Adam crossed the room to the stone fireplace that took up the other wall. The fire needed stoking and a few more logs tossed on. When he was finished, he sat down in front of it for warmth mostly. His mind drifted over his memories of Cally, not wanting to but unable to stop it. He felt more alone than he had ever felt in his life. Jamison and Frank amused him, but he didn’t share his thoughts with them. Now continued to stretch out like an eternity in front of him. He didn’t want tomorrow. What he wanted was yesterday.

Adam sighed. He looked at the coffee table where his journal and pen sat. He no longer bothered to put them away. He reached for both and turned to the last letter he wrote.

December 3, 2003

Dear Cally, 

The other night I shared with you a painful memory I had about Dickinson’s poem “I Cannot Live with You,” and I explained my state of mind before I met you.

Later I remembered you and I had argued about that poem the day we met. I didn’t like your reactions to it. Based on what I had been thinking earlier, I suppose there isn’t any wonder why I disagreed with you so heatedly. Your arguments had touched a sore spot. I felt as if you had condemned my mother for loving. I thought you harsh and too simplistic as my mother had viewed me years before. You had to be wrong in your judgment, Cally.

But even then, a part of me knew you were mostly right. You made
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