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 Chapter
1

Her Anxiety Slowed Down

She greeted them with the same easy, smile pretty
girls use to let other people know they’re in safe hands. “Please,
follow me. I am Ariana, your Alitalia hostess on this flight to
Rome. I’ll take you to your seats.”

The JFK International Airport was a nightmare to
maneuver without a guide. Line after never-ending line snaked
around and around, no head, no tail. People who entered there
seemed to have abandoned all hope, yet didn’t have enough sense to
walk away.

Melanie, hoping for some guidance in the chaos, had
approached someone and asked, “What’s this line for?”

A blank faced woman glanced at Melanie and with a
shrug of her shoulders, the words, “I don’t know,” was the
mind-numbing response. It seemed pointless to pursue the question
or even question the sanity of that person waiting, standing,
staring blankly into an unseen, unfinished world.

Eventually, by sheer luck, Melanie got in the right
line and on her way, far away.

But, this time at Kennedy, she and Bruce had a
personal guide escorting them to their reservations on the sleek
new, Boeing Jet, A330 - 200. At first glance, the sky-blue plane
seemed ready to fly, anywhere, up - ‘way up - high as the sky. It’s
engine roaring, straining at the seams, desperate to leave this
dense, noisy world and live among the mystical clouds.

Yes, how well Melanie understood the desire to break
away, unfettered, unchained from duty, expectations. The onus of
making others happy when happiness eluded her was a burden. So much
time, gone, wasted in trying to please Bruce when he didn’t lend a
helping hand. She hoped this trip Italy would even the score.

When they were married, she was married, he was not.
Being that she was in love, his habits and quirks were accepted and
excused. And when he asked for a divorce what could she do? He said
he wanted someone young. He said she was too old. She was already
33! Where do the years go?

He got his divorce. He always got want he wanted -
or it was hell to pay!

And, she was tired of paying hell, maybe she was too
old… the price too high?

It was all a memory now, like a box of empty candy
wrappers rattling in a broken dream. Of the chocolates - if there
ever were any - only the scent remained. The candy, the prize of
every young woman, the promise of a life of security, was only rich
in memories, a dream now - or, a nightmare?

“Not fair,” she thought. The candy was gone - only
crumbs were left - and the scent of promises, empty brown paper
cups, wreaking of bitter memories.

And, now, he wanted her back - at any price! Even a
trip to Rome! He might suspect she’s up to something, but has no
clue as to what her plans are. She’ll have to hold this hand close
to her chest.

In her mind she reviewed his plea, his argument to
win her back, to convince her that he was right and she was
mistaken…? No, in his reasoning, she was wrong, not
“mistaken”. A “mistake” would be forgivable, but since she was
wrong, how could he forgive her?

“Hmmm,” she thought. “he really does not understand
how he could be ‘wrong’. In his world there is no ‘wrong’ -
it’s what worked for him at that time. Bringing his ‘catch of the
day’ home to meet me when I was so sick! I was stunned at his
indifference to my feelings!

“But, he thinks, how is that ‘wrong’? He needed
something, and now, he needs something else. I am an impediment
between his getting what he wants and what he has. He can’t
understand that there is a link between what he wants and my
refusing him what he wants, since I never have refused him
before.

“This trip to Rome will give me time to plan my
revenge. He’ll be sorry for all the tricks he pulled on me. If he
thinks I’ll marry him again - he’s deluded!

“But, this isn’t ‘before’, this is ‘now’. I tried
hard to be a good wife. I hoped for a home, a happy home. As a
child I wasn't wanted… my parents expected a boy, and when they got
a non-boy, my father walked out on my mother.

“And then… my stepfather…” she shuddered…

“I tried so hard to have Bruce want me - to make
myself want-able. But then, it never happened. I still wasn’t
wanted!”

The Flight Attendant paused for a moment in the
narrow aisle to let someone pass going in the opposite direction.
Melanie pulled in her red satin dragon-fly bag, Bruce hoisted his
camera bag over their heads.

Then, once again, the small parade journeyed toward
“Premium Seating”.

As she moved in tandem behind the guide, she
reflected on how she longed for time, time to dream, to wander in
one’s secret world, not to be free of something, just having
freedom in itself. Books to read, undisturbed, thoughts to think,
smile for no reason - freedom!

But, realistically, there is little that is “free”;
everything costs you, in some way, for most people.

“HEY !”

A rude snarl shook Melanie loose from her thoughts.
It was Bruce. She was lagging behind, he was annoyed. The Flight
Attendant, Ariana, stood calmly, waiting, impassive, all in a day’s
work to her.

He glared at Melanie and frowned - oh, yes - his
familiar look when she transgressed. It won’t be long until that
“glare” is snuffed out - yes - “…out, out brief candle…” - like
Macbeth.

She almost smiled at that delicious thought. But,
she knew better than to smile - not when Bruce was annoyed!

Melanie considered Bruce to be a prop in her opus,
her real life script. It always helps to have a man in your
retinue, people take you more seriously. Bruce was tall and well
dressed as all successful attorneys are. Their appearance was
paramount, it announced success and control.

His wrist watch, some brand from Switzerland - maybe
Germany? - was set to “Green witch” mean time. She always said,
‘Green witch’ instead of saying, ‘Grenich’ just to bring down the
affectations of the people who wore the watches.

The watch had lots of silver knobs and dials.The
face was black and the indicators were in shiny silver metal. Very
impressive. All the top lawyers had one. They knew exactly when it
was lunch time.

Still annoyed, Bruce turned his focus back on the
direction of the never-ending carpeted corridor. The Flight
Attendant followed his cue and began - with her indifferent
attitude - again, to lead them down the Yellow Brick Road.

Melanie’s thoughts were focused on her plan, her
reason for choosing the dramatic city of Rome, city of opera,
drama, vendettas…, “My revenge may come sooner than I can realize.
He seems to suspect nothing, but I can never be sure of that.”

Melanie smiled. She glanced at Bruce walking easily
ahead of her. He didn’t appear to be concerned about the trip, or
the thought of marrying her again.

“He’s always so confident, I guess a trial lawyer
needs to have confidence,” she thought.

As she watched the girl guide lead them down the
corridor, her thoughts turned acrid, “I wonder if he has her in his
sights yet. When we were married he often said, ‘Turn ‘em upside
down and they’re all sisters.’ I really don’t care, any more, how
many he has turned ‘upside down’.

“And, then again, in opera, if you don’t like the
first ending, do it over and do it right the second time - the ‘da
capo al fine’!

“Not everyone gets to go back to the beginning! To
try again. This should be fun.”

She smiled - a smirk - that secret, little inward
smile that all women possess.

They passed, briefly, from the silence of the
carpeted hall on through the cavernous area where the general
public assembled.

Melanie glanced at the mixture of humanity, all
sizes, all colors, all focusing on what gate is where. Some people
were standing, some milling around, all patiently waiting…
interminable waiting… Bulging lines of travelers looked as though
they were wandering, like lost sheep.

It was close to noon, lunch time in this part of the
world. The trio, Melanie, Bruce and the Flight Attendant walked
rapidly past the raucous, blaring cubicles of fast foods - tacos,
burgers, pizza, corn dogs, where long lines of people hope to find
something edible, and, hopefully before their flight left.

But the choking stench of fried grease was thick in
the air. Everything served was covered in a red sauce or yellow
sauce. Something “edible” may not be available for some time, in
another world, perhaps.

“Noise,” Melanie thought. “It’s all noise, the
crowd, the food, the stench of grease, of people, aimless, all
‘sound and fury signifying nothing’.

“I love Shakespeare, if there was anything of any
consequence to say, he said it, and said it well. He said, ‘Women
speak trippingly on the tongue’ - how came he to know us so well?
Forsooth! Gadzooks!”

Melanie glanced in wry amusement at the crowded
lines of waiting passengers. Their sundry sizes, shapes and ages
would make an interesting chorus for the popular musical, “Les
Miserables”.

“But,” she thought. “As an opera soloist, a lyrical
spinto, there’s no role in musicals for me to sing. My voice is
suited for the romantic roles in opera, the one where the frail
young woman dies of consumption, or the one who leaps off the
parapet to a bloody death, singing a high-C on the way down, not
easy to do! But such fun!”

She almost laughed, but that would be lethal. You
didn’t laugh unless Bruce laughed first, then it was permissible
for you to laugh, or at least if he gave you the go-ahead. Then you
looked directly into his eyes - with deep gratitude- and
laughed.

The trio moved from the open spaces back into the
endless, quiet, sound-proofed airport corridor and followed the
clipped pace of the blue tailored uniform with the gold stripes -
in Italy don’t forget the gold stripes! Drama! Pageantry! The touch
that makes Rome, Rome.

Hmmm, the silence will last until Bruce finds some
obscure problem that he’ll make my fault - he is creative -,” she
mused. “But yet, he’s never made a public scene. It was always
where no one knew how irrational he can be, but me. I guess he’ll
be outwardly calm for the flight.”

Her anxiety slowed down considerably when she
realized he was always under control, if not actually calm, in
public. Now, she could relax somewhat - yes, somewhat - but, she
was always on guard.

Bruce paused for a moment to adjust his leather
shoulder-bag. She had the bag designed for him some years ago, on
their first trip to Italy. His initials were stamped in gold on the
flap, “BTD”, Bruce Thomas Dunn. She was pleased he still used
it.

His prized cameras were in that bag, no one touched
his cameras. As in everything, he was an expert. Photography - he
developed his own prints - nature and nude women were his preferred
subjects. And, he did them all, very well.

“And,” she reflected with resignation. “He was also
a superb cook. The dinners we put on were Roman orgies, a
never-ending supply of drinks and the best in meals - except for
the rare steaks - she shuddered at the memory… He made my favorite
dessert, Crepe Suzette or Cherries Jubilee, any time I asked for
it. Yes, so many wonderful memories…”

This time she had no books to read, she had serious
planning to do. The role of her life was at stake. This was one
performance where mistakes could be lethal. The trip to Rome was
merely the stage-setting for her plan.

“Unfortunately, there’ll be no audience, only me,”
she thought. “And, hopefully, no encore, only the finale, the end.
I want to be free of Bruce forever.”

She smiled.

Bruce didn’t read for fun. He read for information
only, a very slow reader, but with a phenomenal memory. He could
still quote verbatim from his law books at Stanford. He graduated
with honors, a good trial attorney, slow, yes, but thorough.

No, he didn’t know everything, but pretty close. You
ask him something, physics, math, politics, classical music, jazz -
he’d come up with a very reasonable answer, if not the fundamental
answer.

Bruce’s hobby - his first love - was music. He was
adept on clarinet and sax. That’s how he got through law school,
being smart, and musical. He worked hard, put in his time. He
understood Wagner, Verdi, Arlo Guthrie, “Satchmo”, Steve Allen,
Benny Goodman, among so many others.

“Nights he played in dance bands, went to class
days. He probably could’ve easily gotten into Harvard. For a big
deal school, all it takes is connections and money, neither of
which he had.

“He is the smartest person I’ve ever met. I’m sorry
things didn’t work out when we were married. The good times were so
good, and the bad times…, well, things change, people change. I
hope, someday, I’ll forget the bad times.”

She stopped in her trek to adjust the dragon-fly
bag, so bulky. She pushed it off her shoulder and wanted to drop it
altogether and relax. The Flight Attendant seemed to understand,
she paused for a moment and seemed to smile.

Melanie thought, “I hope that smile isn’t a breach
of protocol, she’s so professional, and pretty. No doubt Bruce has
noticed.”

Her thoughts switched to the main focus of her trip.
“What will he do for the 11 hours mid-air, limited to a plastic
seat? He can’t sit still for long, he’s jumpy, needs attention,
approval…, an audience.

“I hope he can find something to interest him, keep
him occupied in-flight, probably he’ll sit at the bar, meet people
and get lost in conversation. If so, then he’ll leave me alone,”
she thought. “Then, I can concentrate on a suitable revenge.”

Finally, the interminable corridor ended at the
spacious Premium Seating area. The Flight Attendant pointed out
spacious leatherette lounging chairs that invited anyone to sit and
relax, get lost in luxury. There was actual head, and leg room in
the open-spaced chair. Your whole body could be comfortably
accommodated.

Some passengers were already napping. Perhaps they
used their empty time to catch up on a moment to sleep, or to dream
- as Shakespeare said, “Sleep that knits up the raveled sleave of
care…” - undisturbed.

“Sleep,” Melanie thought. “To let go of this earth,
travel to a world where limits of time and duty dissolve. We rest,
in security, in unlimited Love, healing our soul…”

She awoke from her vision with a start, and blinked
her eyes. The thought of Reality, the return to the worry, the
imminent stress of Life, was a heavy burden. Sleep, peace, security
were, indeed tangled in a “raveled sleave” of care.

Melanie had no knitting needles.

The Flight Attendant, stood, waiting, indifferently
regarding another tiresome tourist, while Melanie’s mind returned
to the moment. She obliged the Attendant, the momentary reflection
now passed, and tossed her dragon-fly bag on the floor beside a
sea-green foam seat.

Melanie smiled sleepily. The thought of silence was
comforting. And, time. Yes, soon, time to think. What a luxury.

Bruce, always concerned about his cameras, studied
the area where his gear would be safe, out of the way. At length,
he choose the best place, out of anyone’s notice or pathway, then
set his shoulder bag gently on the floor next to a pale blue
seat.

Finally, ready to relax, he dropped down into the
faux leather arms, adjusted his shoulders to accommodate the large
comfort pads attached to the back of his seat, stretched his back,
crossed his legs full length, then, peacefully closed his eyes.

She smiled at the thought. “Yes, his head is crowded
with brains, precedents - too bad it has no understanding of human
qualities, no sympathy, no empathy.

“And, God help him, love. He’s not capable of love.
I wish I had known that in the beginning, it would have spared us
both so much anguish. I wonder what happened in his childhood that
so completely erased any feelings of tenderness or warmth? He seems
to live in a morass of fear. Rather than reaching out to others, he
cringes.

“He never mentioned any family, father, mother -
anyone. He had just that one cousin, Jane, who adored him, and once
he mentioned an uncle. He said Jane was part Indian but didn’t know
what tribe. I wish I had been nicer to her, I just thought she was
weird. She never mentioned the family, either. Maybe they were
raised by wolves…?

“And then, when Jane died, she left him her home in
Monterey. That’s all she had, that home, lamps with burned out
light bulbs, a garden of weeds, ash trays full of long-dead
cigarettes and cold ashes. Dead and cold, like Jane. She never
married. Never even mentioned it…

“But, marriage, is not for everyone. Sometimes you
can’t find the right person, or even, the right time and
place.”

Melanie’s thoughts drifted to the national problem
of Italian marriage. According to current data, the young-un’s were
not getting married. It was far easier to live at home and let Mama
do the cooking and the laundry.

“In particular,” she thought, “a population of young
men, called the ‘Mammon’ - ‘Mommies’ boys’ - don’t want to get
married, and why should they?”

She smiled and reflected, “Momma does the laundry,
Momma the cooking, Momma keeps his bed made, room neat - what’s the
point of marriage? Why support a family when you can stay at home
for free and have the benefit of all - most of - the amenities?
Momma’s happy to have her boy where she can look after him!

“All my cousins got married in their late 20’s, just
about right for young men. Enjoy Life while you can!

“And, certainly, as in most civilized countries,
beautiful girls are always plentiful and willing companions for
dinner and dancing.

“Then too, some people looked forward to just
sitting on a terrace watching the passing parade. There was always
a parade of beautiful girls and incredibly good-looking young
men.”

Suddenly, Melanie jolted awake from her day
dreaming. Ariana’s professional voice alerted the dozing
passengers. The voice on inter-com over head was speaking in a
soft, melodic, Southern Italian accent:

“Ladies and Gentlemen, I am Ariana, your personal
attendant on this flight. Please, put all books and luggage
securely in the sections designed for your safety. Above your head
are compartments for your lighter luggage, and under your seat is a
compartment for your larger things.

“You will find a soft blanket and pillows in the
lower compartment should you desire to rest your eyes and let us do
all the work.

“Please watch the sign above the door for when to
put on the seat belt and when you may loosen it. Put on your seat
belt, now, please put your computer on plane mode. We’re ready to
leave for ‘La Citta Eterna', the ‘Eternal City’ - Roma! Mil Grazi!,
a thousand thanks!”

After flashing a winning smile, the supple body in
the gold-striped jacket moved quickly, quietly, from Melanie’s area
and disappeared down the long corridor.

Suddenly, Bruce appeared, leaning over her seat.

He pulled up his wrist, pulled back his shirt
sleeve, and consulted his Swiss, silver-knobbed watch, “Right on
time. Twelve o’clock New York time. After about 10 hours in the
air, and no problems, we should be in Rome at about midnight.”

A slight grimace of satisfaction slipped across his
face. He leaned back into the safety of the big, blue womb that
would carry him across centuries, from New York, to ancient Rome.
Time passes, not in reality, but in memories.

Melanie’s thoughts drifted to the past, to lost
years, dim memories of how she first met Bruce.

“I didn’t actually ‘meet’ him,” she mused. “He was
there, in the background, yet somehow he stood out from all the
others. All the attorneys, good looking - full of themselves - most
of them married, sneaking brief, curious glances my way, easy eye
contact and bland smiles, were locked in the security of
brotherhood.

“I was new at the firm and he gazed at me - studied
me - intently, deliberately. And when I looked into his unusual
eyes, deep green with black flecks, I was annoyed and intrigued.
Somehow I felt violated.

“His hair was silky, slightly curled, a soft, black
color. In a fleeting moment, if you looked fast, sun beams would
cut through the blackness to reveal the shadow of an unmistakable
deep, red color.

“It was as though some evil force was trying to
trick you, laugh at you - ‘Now you see me, now you don’t!’

“I didn’t know his name until much later. He came up
to my desk, introduced himself and made pleasant small talk. He
laughed at my feeble humor, a limp attempt to look relaxed. He was
easy to talk to, I felt comfortable with him - how wrong I was, how
simple-minded.”

She felt slightly unnerved at that memory, an
off-balance, a feeling she couldn’t understand, identify.

Suddenly, the plane jolted. Slowly, it started to
move into position and began to taxi. The soft, musical drone of
the plane engine always excited her. A well-tuned engine was a
symphony of sounds, volume, pitches, vibrations.

Slowly, as the massive plane moved purposefully down
the tamarack, its arrogant nose pointing due east, the music of the
engine slightly increased. The pitch screamed higher, louder, as
the plane rev’d its engine.

Rolling faster, stronger, the powerful plane
shuddered, then roared down the tamarack with murderous intent.
With a burst of speed the plane lifted, howled a deep,
soul-shattering cry of freedom - and, they were aloft!

The razor-sharp wings pointed up and sliced through
the blue sky. Like an eagle, screaming for joy, it was released
from earth’s bondage.

Inside the plane, all was quiet. The passengers
seemed to fall into a revery of cherished silence. Resting in the
open sky, soundless, weightless, free of thick gravity that choked
Life out of all dreams, freedom was a spiritual experience.

The plane reached its zenith and leveled out into a
time-less dimension…

A melodic voice oozed overhead through the passenger
area. Ariana, the Flight Attendant, was explaining the various
gadgets on a chrome panel that connect you with the vacuous real
world. If you had no imagination, you could tune into various
entertainment channels and get your brain scrambled.

All so pointless.

There was no problem understanding her. Her musical
Italian accent over-rode the crisp clarity of the English words.
But, Bruce probably wasn’t listening anyway.

Well, not “listening”, probably waiting, like a
hunter waits for his prey, alert, finger on the trigger.

The prey will walk by, soon enough. It always
does.

”How tedious,” Melanie thought. “But his approach
seemed to get results. So many women he brought to the house to
‘meet me’, and I never caught on. I really thought they were work
associates.”

She smiled at the thought of her long-lost
innocence, her trust.

“I didn’t understand I was a rare breed in a cage in
a zoo, on display for the pleasure of his harem.

“Now that I think about it, all the other women
couldn’t possibly know that they were, also, on display. They were
a variety of specimens for his game collection, head mounted on the
wall, in the dining room - in the bed room!

“It’s so pathetic how we were all duped. I can’t get
mad at them, they’re not to blame. They trusted him, believed him,
just like I did.

“But they knew he was married. I wonder what he said
to them to get them to come into the house and sit, and wait,
uncomfortable in my presence while he did some trumped up fifteen
minute chore. It seems that so many women are desperate for male
attention that their thinking is clouded, their self-perception is
in a fog.”

Then, realizing what she had just said, she burst
out into a self-deprecating laugh!

“Yes. Desperate. Now just who could that be? Oh,
dear, ‘What fools we mortals be.’!”

Relentlessly, the plane droned on. Rome was still 10
hours and 40 minutes away. As Melanie’s thoughts focused on the
steps in her plan, she adjusted the station in her earphones to
Public Broadcasting, the opera.

“Ah, yes, ‘Carmen’ - the perfect choice - at the end, where she
stabs her lover to death.”

She smiled. As a young girl in the chorus, they’d
all make fun of an aria. She hummed, “‘Tor-e-e-adoor don’t spit on
the floor, please doo morr, use the cuspidooor.’” So silly and
never failed to amuse her!

Relaxing, in her private world, absentmindedly, she
hummed the “Habanera”. She liked that piece, but it was for a
contralto. Yes, she could sing it, but the contraltos would
strenuously object! Their power was not to be trifled with!

She could sing that in her sleep - so rhythmical,
sexual over-tones. As the lead singer in other operas, at times she
gleefully “stabbed” the tenor. Reluctant to leave stage center,
he’d fall, clumsily, to the floor, hanging on to her
décolletage.

She frowned. “A tenor will do anything to get
attention. Opera is fickle,” she mused. “Even the conductor,
Stokowski, said, the main thing wrong with opera were the ‘tenori’
- tenors!”

Then Melanie
smiled. “Hmmmm…, stabbing is untidy, messy, extra work for
the housekeepers at a hotel…, maybe death is too harsh…too final…?
Can one devise a revenge that lingers? haunts someone for eternity?
causes incessant pain…?”

She smiled. Dante’s “Inferno”? “Abandon all
hope?”

At the blue, plastic chair near her, Bruce was
restless. His blazer was slung, carelessly over the back of the
seat. Usually, he hung his things up as he removed them, jackets
with jackets, slacks with slacks, he even ironed his own shirts,
they had to be done a certain way.

He crossed, then uncrossed, his long legs, adjusted
his shoulders, again and again, then moved his hand up to support
his neck. Hopefully, he’d doze and she’d have time to think, to
plan. He could nap there and she could plan here. Yes, she wanted
room to think. But, his intuition, always on alert, was
dangerous.


 Chapter
2

She slept with one eye open

She slept with one eye open - like when she was
young and her stepfather prowled the house, quietly watching her,
hunting for her. She learned to sleep, wide awake.

But now, she didn’t have her Pomeranian, Diane, to
protect her.

When they were married before, she wasn’t allowed to
think. If she sat, quietly, focusing on some idea, Bruce would come
and get her to help in the kitchen. But, usually she was not
allowed in the kitchen unless it was at his request for help. And,
actually, she enjoyed helping. He was a superb cook. Occasionally
she’d get to help with the clean-up.

And, at those times, it was wonderful. They’d work
together in the kitchen, chat about work, politics, music, joke
about an incident at work, or complain about the neighbors. He was
witty, so was she. Often they would try to outwit each other and
end up in a fit of laughter.

One time she laughed and said, “I’m witty -
huh?”

He replied, “Well, you’re half right!”

Moments like that were rare and wonderful.

On weekends, when they were both home, dressed in
their casual, dumpy clothes, Bruce would make some special
cocktail, mimosas, gin fizz, some cool, sweet drink. He’d play his
hi-fi at top volume. Contemporary jazz, Dixie, blues, opera and the
symphony - Wagner - rang out over the Los Altos Hills. The
neighbors complained to no avail.

And, one of her favorites, a raging piano solo,
Malaguena.

But, apparently, the neighbors didn’t like
music.

One time, the neighbors down the hill put on their
radio (RADIO!!), full blast. The sad little box was placed at their
open garage door, so it faced Bruce’s front room. It seemed that
the neighbors were “dueling” the volume with his sophisticated
sound system.

“I felt sorry for them. They, like me, had no say in
what Bruce did. Usually, his needs were met and your life - if you
had one - was on hold, or, trampled.”

The volume on their little plastic speaker was
turned up “loud”, pathetic! You couldn’t hear it at all, Bruce’s
sound system drowned it out!

For Bruce and Melanie, relaxing in their living
room, sipping cold Marguerites, the volume contest of the neighbor
was of no concern, in fact, rather laughable.

But, if she were engrossed in some book - God forbid
- he’d demand an explanation as to why was she reading that? It
seemed he resented her having anything on her mind but him. He
seemed starved for attention.

Their arguments started early and lasted long.
Often, she went to bed, exhausted, hoping for sleep at any price,
just to escape.

Often, the argument went on into the night. She
imagined that when she read - Zoshenko, Dumas, Chekov, Camus, C. S.
Lewis - she was in another world, one in which Bruce had no role -
nor was he ever invited in. So, he simply took control and
questioned her as to why she chose that book, what was her
intention?

Then, always, a big argument - over nonsense - a
control issue, she guessed. Whatever was wrong was her fault. At
times the topic was inconsequential, but somehow, critical in
Bruce’s eyes.

She’d put the book aside.

She thought about the evening he was backing cars
into the garage. One of them - a small foreign car - he literally
backed it in-to the garage, and dented the bumper.

After denting the bumper, he walked quietly into the
house, into the living room and paced, back and forth, back and
forth, chewing on his lower lip in front of her. What excuse would
he conjure up so the dent would be her fault?

She put down her magazine, and watched him, amused.
Rapidly chewing his lip, brow furrowed in a futile search for ideas
- how to blame her, who wasn’t present nor involved.

At last, he stopped, turned and faced her, “This
wouldn’t have happened if you had been out there with a flash
light!”

Satisfied, pleased with himself, he strode off
toward the bedrooms.

She laughed, and applauded.

“But,” she thought. “When I practiced singing, he’s
always quiet, listens. I could practice as long as I needed to.
When I work on the same phrases over and over, he never complains.
I think he loves music as much as I do. I wish he would play his
clarinet more often. He has so much expression, feeling, in his
music.

“After law school and the long hours at the firm,
getting recognized, I guess, he burned out for music.

“He’s one of their best attorneys at Coen, Murray
and Reichmann. But he’s cold, the law is the law and money is
money. Isn’t that what law is for - to make money? People make
mistakes - they should know better - so he fixes mistakes and
charges accordingly. That’s his philosophy. No pro bono for
him!”

This time - the third time he’d marry her - Bruce
seemed a bit nervous about her recent marriage plans. He always
aimed for success - his way. Perhaps he’d never, yet, experienced
rejection - well, wait! That's not true.

He mentioned that in the 5th grade he fell in love
with a redhead, but she spurned him. Apparently the spurn was so
serious he recalled it years later! No! He didn’t “recall” it, he
lived it, still!

His eyes clouded over with hatred fat with the
desire for vengeance.

How sad.

“Well,” Melanie thought. “Thank goodness I didn’t
spurn him! The divorce was his decision, and you know how
women are trained - from birth - obey your husband. It’s your
duty to make him happy.”

But, hopefully, he trusted her. If he wanted to
marry her - again - he’d have to do what she wants - for now.

At least he hasn’t said anything about a pre-nup.
Before, when they were married and he left her, he really left her
- nothing! He was an attorney and she was a singer! He kept
everything! ALL the money, even her wages - ‘up the creek without a
paddle’, as they say.

“Oh, yes,” Melanie smiled broadly. “We’ll get
married - again - he thinks, and then he’ll take over from there -
like before.”

No, that was not going to happen. There was
no law against her plans! No law against thinking “dastardly
thoughts” - as Sherlock would say!

She smiled again, then quickly glanced over at
Bruce, oh, good, his eyes were shut. No problem this time about her
smiling.

Melanie’s thoughts were interrupted by a melodious
voice…, it was Ariana.

Ariana arrived at Premium Seating like a mystical
being, quietly, seamlessly, taking orders from the dozing
passengers. Her voice was low, her musical accent somewhat
subdued.

Melanie could hear her saying, “Ahh, si, signor,
bella scelta…” - “good choice” - which, Melanie agreed, would be an
appropriate response in any language.

Melanie’s mind jolted back to the moment! “She is
the perfect type to keep a frequent-flyer business man in happy
dreams every flight.”

“Buon Giorno, Madame. Your companion seems to be
sleeping, shall we wake him?”

Bruce stirred, opened his eyes and looked blankly at
Ariana. He stared far too long but Ariana smiled, what else could
she do? She glanced at her escape route longing to leave, to no
avail. She had to wait, stand at attention…

Oh, yes. He knew how to control women.

Well, some women. Apparently Ariana had been
“stared” at before. She tightened her mouth and stared at the
floor.

No response.

“He’s awake, it must have been the smell of Woman
that woke him up,” Melanie mused. “How many has he had…? Not that
it matters. You can’t stop a man from looking at beautiful women -
looking, at all - or, whatever! Well after Rome - after my plan -
we’ll see how many he can mesmerize!”

She couldn’t help it, just then, she laughed!

OH NO! Stormy weather ahead! She laughed - without
permission - a transgression, a mortal transgression!

Melanie glanced over at Bruce. His green,
black-flecked eyes stared straight ahead as though he were willing
the plane to burst into a fiery mass of molten metal. He squinted
at Melanie as though to ask, “What are you laughing at!”

Oh-oh, she better come up with something. She was
caught laughing for no apparent reason. Thunderstorm ahead!

Quickly, silently, she caught Ariana. gestured with
her right handholding a drink, “Please - per favor - bring one -
soon!”

Ariana responded by a slight nod of her head.

“Yes,” she thought. “I have to think quick, some
anecdote, some nonsense that he’ll believe and I can slip out of
the noose. I’ll need a martini as
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