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If you resolve to give up smoking, drinking and
loving,

you don’t actually live longer; it just seems
longer.
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Chapter One

 


I am turning 40.

As any 39-year old woman can attest, this rite of
passage, this voyage to a new decade now known as “middle age”
generates… well, some variation of unbridled panic.

I do not like new decades. I did not like turning 30
either. In fact, I had a meltdown. I kept asking myself, where
did my 20s go? What have I really accomplished? What do I really
want to be when I grow up (which is right now by the way)?

At 30, I was a lawyer, and knew I wasn’t a lawyer. It
just wasn’t me, and I had known that for a very, very long time. So
finally, I quit… kind of with plans to move to New York City and
kind of with no plan at all.

So upon turning 30 I had no career at all, despite
all the hard work, good grades and student loans that I had amassed
to obtain one. My much older uber-successful Wall Street boyfriend
and I had just broken up because I wouldn’t move to China where he
was to be stationed on a corporate assignment for five years. Oh,
and also because he was depressed and lonely when he was with me
and depressed and lonely when he was without me. Or so he said. It
was just impossible to make him happy, and I grew tired of trying
to do so.

The day before I turned 30, my hairdresser told me I
had to go back to dark brown hair. The carmel color I was so fond
of was destroying my hair, and he refused to highlight it anymore.
And so with that transition to Joan Jett black at the precipice of
turning 30, I looked 40. It doesn’t seem significant to you. But
changing your hair color around a big birthday can be quite a
traumatic event.

But the real meltdown occurred when I came home from
my last day at work at the big boring law firm to find a card from
my almost non-existent grandmother: “You are 30! You old gal! Happy
birthday!”

I threw myself on my bed and cried for an hour.

I guess I never realized how young I really was back
then. I just knew I was losing a great decade of fucking unbridled
fun with very little responsibility. And my future remained
unknown. Completely unknown.

My view was that it was time to grow up, have a real
career and flush 401(k) and maybe even start thinking about having
a family. I just had no idea how to get there, and I wondered if I
ever would. So far things hadn’t turned out at all like I had
planned and expected.

I’ve never dealt with uncertainty well. I’ve always
been the type to have a plan.

Now, on the cusp of 40, I ask myself: Where did my
30s go? And is this really where I saw my life being at this
time?

No fucking way.

We are Gen X. We were raised to believe that men and
women are equal and that with hard work and good grades, you could
accomplish anything. You could have it all. But then here
you are at 40, and you learn that men actually do make more than
women. And you don’t have three kids like your mother did, and you
aren’t even a VP yet because there’s this thing called the glass
ceiling and the “Baby Boomers” who just aren’t retiring. Your
“house” is actually a condo and much much smaller than the one you
grew up in. You don’t have a husband, and your boyfriend is an ass.
This is not how it was supposed to turn out—at all. Did our parents
and teachers just feed us one big lie? Or did we really think it
was possible to have it all by the time we turned 40? Is there
anyone out there who does? Does Hillary Clinton just think I’m
going to keep listening to and believing that “anyone” can obtain
the “American Dream?”

Despite this misleading fantasy world perpetuated by
my parents, I decide, like all things in life I take on, this year
before this dreaded birthday, I will embrace it and take it on as a
challenge.

I decided I would prepare. At the onset of age 39, I
began a series of purported age-defying, self-improvement measures:
Yoga, Pilates, YogaLites, Running (5ks, 10ks, interval training),
Glycolic peels, highlights, low lights, Brazilian Keratase
treatments, Brazilian waxes, laser hair removal…

I vowed to eliminate the crows’ feet suddenly
emanating from my temples and fill in the recessed purple circles
expanding underneath my eyes. To eradicate that furrowed brow (most
likely attributed to too many years of squinting at my asshole
bosses for their inappropriate and probable sexually harassing
comments). To clean up the cellulite on my ass (More running?
Creams with massive doses of caffeine?), and skim the icing off the
muffin top that is there on account of the kiloliter of wine I
consume each and every night. This year, I told myself, it’s going
to be different.

I am going to look amazing at 40.

Yet as I got closer and closer to 40, and as everyone
told me that I looked great for my age, I just didn’t believe them.
And as I looked in the mirror, a few weeks before turning 40, I
realized, after all this prep work, I looked exactly the same as I
did last year. And the year before. I will always be, more or a
less a size 6. If I eat a little too much, I will creep up to an 8.
If I eat very little, I will drop to a size 4.

I guess one could argue that this mission was driven
by gross insecurity. But I don’t think that is the case. I mean,
that could be one component of it. Admittedly, I’ve never contended
that I am the most secure and well-adjusted girl. I think that most
of the aforementioned measures were taken because: i.) I am a
perfectionist and pretty hard on myself (as a lot of girls are;
it’s a very hard world for girls these day) and ii.) I just wasn’t
anywhere near where I thought I would be at this age and iii.) I
was hoping these minor self-improvement measures would make things
a little better.

In sum, I just didn’t have my house in order.

However, despite all the concerted effort and myriad
treatments, nothing much changed in my appearance over the course
of this year except maybe evidence of some barely discernable
indentations in my deltoids.

Not only had my appearance barely changed over the
course of the last year, my relationship status had not changed
much either. I never seem to have the boyfriend or the big fucking
present on my birthday. In fact, I think guys deliberately break up
with you before big events like birthdays or Valentine’s Day
because they just don’t want to shell out the cash.

My boyfriend and I just broke up.

There are lots of rules that I just can’t follow.
I’ve never been good at structure nor authority. And I don’t like
being pushed around.

There is life that will exist only on his terms.

There is no room for me to breathe.

There is the sex that isn’t good anymore.

There are the constant comparisons to his
ex-wife.

EXHIBIT A:

A huge fight that is unnecessary precipitated by a
question from him about what girls talk about with each other.

“Well. What do you and Allison talk on the phone
about? I mean do you guys talk about the stock market crash or
investing your money at all?” He asks me one gloomy day as we
languished on the couch reading newspapers and magazines.

Earlier that day, I guess he had heard me on the
phone with my friend, Allison.

“No,” I stretch my legs on the couch and flipping
through my iPad reading The New York Times and The
Washington Post. I kind of already know where this one is
going.

“You don’t?” He asked in an alarmed voice.

“No.” I flip to the next article and start pouring
through the article about End of Life Care for your parents, which
has been a subject of interest to me since I found out my father
has blown a shitload of cash recently and is not in the best of
health. Plus, I need a diversion. I feel a really big fight is
about to come on.

“Well, what do you guys talk about?”

“Henry, you know what we talk about.” Where
are my cigarettes? I need a fucking smoke. But he doesn’t know I’m
smoking again.

“No, I don’t. I really don’t. Tell me.”

I throw the iPad down on the sofa.

“We talk about what all girls talk about—our jobs,
our boyfriends, our weight, the best under eye cream, the best
concealer, shoes…. You know all this. What all girls talk about!” I
assert confidently.

“Not all girls talk about that.” He says
calmly and smugly.

“Yes. They do. I’m a girl. I would know.”

“Not all girls.”

“Henry, I work with women of all ages and of all
backgrounds, and yes they do talk about this. Women who are like 60
years old sometimes come up to me and compliment me on my shoes and
ask me where I got them. I know what women talk about!”

“That’s what you and your friends talk
about.”

“Ok. You give me one example of a woman that doesn’t
talk about these kind of things.”

“I know one.”

“Who?”

“My ex-wife.”

The Hiroshima bomb again—the ex-wife.

“How in the hell do you know what that crunchy
granola ex-wife talks about with her friends? That’s the point! We
don’t tell you what we talk about with our girlfriends!”

“I just know she didn’t care about those kind of
things.”

“Ok, Henry! Point taken. I’m vacuous and stupid, and
she is substantive and above the fray… she would never ever talk
about things like shoes or under eye creams.”

“I don’t think you’re stupid. You read more than
anyone I know. If you were stupid, do you think I’d hang out with
you?”

I feel like I’m going to start crying. I don’t know
what he wants me to be. On one hand, he wants me beautiful and rail
thin and in high-priced clothes, but on the other hand, he makes
fun of every effort I take to get there. Then I feel the familiar
overwhelming cloak of self-doubt creeping in. Maybe I am vapid.
Maybe other girls really don’t care so much about what they look
like, and I just should be more focused on things like saving the
whales (the ex-wife’s pet cause).

“You think I’m shallow. You’re always telling me how
much money I spend on facials or manicures. Don’t think I don’t
notice it. And I am really sick of hearing about your ex-wife.”

I get up and slam the bedroom door. And this is how
it starts to go with us and the invisible but always present
ex-wife who I am compared to constantly and reminded that I don’t
measure up to her.

There are a lot more fights. There are few
explanations. In fact, to this day, I’m not really sure who dumped
who.

We’re not going to make up or get back together. It’s
just too complicated, and the whole thing is just too
depressing.

There will be no flowers on the dreaded day.

There will be no presents.

There will be no surprises.

And of course, that ass does all this right before my
40th birthday and right before I’m supposed to go on an overseas
trip to celebrate the same.

I am going to Italy in three days.

I do not want to go.

There is the pressure at work that is increasing each
day—the pressure to get a huge chunk of change from the Department
of Defense when the mercurial Congress has decided to do massive
spending cuts and eliminate all “earmarks.” I also know that even
though the Republicans’ sudden decision to cut all discretionary
spending is not my fault nor remotely within my control, I will be
held accountable for this and probably not get my bonus.

About six months ago, I gave up my high profile
high-paying job in DC as a high tech lobbyist to return to Indiana
where I grew up to work for a nonprofit. I was utterly and
completely burnt out of my job in DC as well as my loser boss who
often referred to me as a sorority girl and commanded me to
organize wine tastings. I was sick of him drawing pictures of my
head with question marks in it and telling me I couldn’t find
solutions to problems. Although I had graduated at the top my class
from law school and worked for men who had run for president of the
United States, on a daily basis, I was being told I was stupid, and
I started to think that everyone was starting to believe him.

And right before he started that shit, the hoodlums
in DC came after me for my purse and shot at my boyfriend and I
seven times as we were walking home from the movies one Thursday
night. I don’t know what a nervous breakdown looks like or how you
know if you are really having one. But I might have had one at 39.
I mean I must have if I just got up and left (without even selling
my house) and moved to fucking Indiana. But here I was. Turning 40,
treading water, making little progress at this rinky-dinky
nonprofit out in the middle of the Midwest.

Jesus. I’d once thought I’d be the Vice President of
Government Relations for Apple at 40.

In addition, at our office, there are all these Gen Y
slackers who don’t do their work or meet their deadlines, which by
the way is affecting my “written goals” and jeopardizing my fucking
bonus. They called Gen X “slackers,” but weren’t we the ones who
took internships for no pay, worked late nights and weekends,
sacrificed our social lives, “work outs” and having kids for our
“careers?” Generation Y wants to know what other people make, how
soon they can become “Directors,” and how soon they can get out the
door to go to yoga fusion. They “text” you that they are running
late, never meet deadlines which they blame on your “failure to
communicate,” and tell you when they are taking a vacation.
Good Lord. I would have been fired ten times over for this, but
they don’t care. They view the world in different lenses. They know
we all got laid off from Microsoft or lost our jobs on account of
corporate mergers and acquisitions or a sudden downturn in the
economy. Why work all these hours? Why be loyal? They witnessed the
rise of Mark Zuckerberg and millionaire athletes and wanted all
those riches. For them, the world is as instant as the grammar free
worlds of instant messaging, Twitter and Facebook. They constantly
post photos on Facebook of their latest exploits as if the
paparazzi are following their every move. For them, there is no
honor in working 40 years for a pat on the back and a swift kick in
the ass. For them, the honor’s in the dollar. It’s Gen Y; it’s Gen
Me. And they may have a point.

I start to just give up on the entitled kids at my
office who grew up getting awards for participation. I’ve never
been good at making people do what I want them to do anyway. I
become disappointed, and then I become angry and irritable. Then I
squint. Then I need more Botox. As a result, I have learned to rely
on myself. My standards are high. And I meet them.

And I’m under all this pressure to fundraise and
secure funding from the government and foundations so our
organization can continue to exist, and no one is helping me. I
find and write all the grants, and this wasn’t even supposed to be
my job. But the grant writer I hired told me recently she actually
isn’t a “writer” of grants, she’s a “manager” of them. She also
can’t be counted on to do much managing. Last week, as we were
about to present to a major donor, she bolted out of the office to
go home and deliver her alpaca’s babies. I’m not kidding. Who
leaves work to go deliver the offspring of cattle?

I’m out here in the middle of nowhere. I need a life
vest.

And I left DC for all this hilljack nonsense.

At work, I have a ton of things due all at once. I
don’t feel like it’s a good time to leave for two weeks. And I know
my boss is going to be very pissed off that I’m going. He never
takes vacations of any kind. Our number two tells me that I have to
take my iPad and log on as soon as I get to Rome and also in the
countryside of Umbria even though the wireless never works there.
Jesus. I’m working at a dinky nonprofit not Microsoft. I’m really
NOT that important, and there is nothing monumental going on
here.

There is also the knowing that it was a very very bad
idea to travel with my uber-anal retentive and controlling friend
Jackie. I just know we were going to get into a fight. And I know
this all in advance of the trip—but I just can’t get out of it
now.

“Do you have your passport? A photocopy of your
passport? You really need to do that. I know we get a free
breakfast at the hotel in Rome, but I’m going to bring kashi. I’m
also packing sweaters in case it gets cold a night. Did you pick up
Frommer’s?”

She starts the analness on the phone. I feel like I’m
dealing with my mother. Jackie kind of talked me into this trip at
a weak moment. She made me book the ticket to Rome one night after
I had many cocktails with my wild girlfriends. Not a good way to
start a trip.

There is the asphalt gray wet sky protruding through
the wide-open sunroof of my car, and the reservoir of emptiness in
my heart post-Henry... the feeling that everything is suddenly
going wrong again. I drive around aimlessly crying not because I
know he is right for me but because in some way, I will really miss
him, and I dread being alone again.

These days I’m always tired—moving like molasses with
barely any energy. It’s all I can do to get up and go to work.

But I know that I must snap out of it. I know I must
rally and go to Italy have some fucking fun.

I walk into a boutique near my office that I
frequently visit for small doses of retail therapy that is
allegedly supposed to quiet the noise in my head and assuage the
pain in my heart. The manager says to me:

“What’s wrong? Your eyes are red!”

“My boyfriend and I just broke up.”

“Oh, my God. I’m so sorry.”

She tucks her long straight black silky hair behind
her ear.

She folds a cute kelly-green sweater into a perfect
square, and I immediately start to covet it. Even in my darkest
moments, I can shop and find happiness in beautiful clothes. I peel
a retro jean jacket off the hanger and evaluate it from all
angles.

“And I’m turning 40 in three weeks.”

I rub my hands over my recently Botoxed forehead and
sigh.

“Really? Oh, my God! You do not look 40.”

“Thanks.”

Everybody tells you that you don’t look 40 when your
turning 40. But somehow it doesn’t help. You are turning 40, and
you’re starting to look it.

I sigh, looking around the store with random,
disconnected eyes. I can’t focus on anything.

“And I am taking a trip for my birthday, and we’re
leaving in three days, and I’m not even excited.” I aimlessly thumb
through some antique earrings on the glass countertop.

“Where are you going?”

“Italy.”

“Italy? Oh, my God! Have you read Eat, Pray
Love??? You have to read that book. You can meet a guy
there and write a story.”

I snap like a dry twig in the desert.

“I did read it. I hated it.” I pick up an orange
leather purse and spin it around.

“Really?”

“Don’t get me wrong. I really liked Elizabeth
Gilbert’s earlier works. I was a huge fan of Stern Men. But
I found Eat, Pray, Love trite and contrived. Plus, I don’t
know if you know this,” I whisper, as if this is classified
information, “but she got paid in advance by GQ to write it.
Hardly a true-life experience. I mean… couldn’t you eat pray and
love for a year if someone paid you to do it? Please.”

“But I loved it

“Well, I still think you could meet a guy there. Now
that you’re free of the boyfriend; you can write a story!”

I really hate optimistic people who always try to
turn lemons into lemonade and find the best in every situation.
Seriously, we just broke up two weeks ago. It really sucks. Can’t
you just acknowledge that fact instead of trying to spin this
around into something positive? Can’t you just give me two weeks to
grieve and feel sorry for myself?

But she does have a point. This is good idea
actually. Maybe I should write a book.

I have had a fairly successful blog for years and
many short stories just sitting on my computer.

I leave without making a purchase. The
happily-married-with-two-kids-always-chipper manager probably
thinks I am a bitter jaded pill. But actually, I’m just utterly
drained. Myriad phone conversations with the ex resulting in a
painstakingly slow breakup have left me totally depleted. He is a
vampire, and all the blood once pulsing vibrantly in my veins has
been completely drained.

My niece is also a relentless optimist and always
finding new options for me.

Later that evening I lay on the sofa in my parents’
house, red wine in hand, trying to zone out and watch The
Unbearable Lightness of Being for the third time. I like that
it is so depressing, and I have watched the movie too many times.
Suddenly, my six-year old niece, Gabriella, enters the house and
jumps on my lap. Fucking disappear kid, please. Please.

“Play with me! Play with me Esme!” she demands
ruthlessly. “I want to dress you up as a princess. Come on.”

“Gabby,” I slug back my wine. “I can’t play right
now. Can’t you see I’m sad?”

“Why are you sad?”

“Because my boyfriend and I just broke up, Gab. And
that makes me sad.”

I always talk to her like an adult. She might as well
know it now that most men are a dismal disappointment. I’m not
going to lead her to believe that her favorite story, Cinderella,
is remotely realistic.

“Don’t be sad. Just go find another one!” Her big
brown eyes are full of hope and optimism.

“It’s kind of hard to find another one, Gab.”

I chug the wine again. I contemplate putting it in a
Sippy cup so it appears to be apple juice. My nieces have been
seeing me belt quite a bit of wine as of late. I fear they will be
in therapy one day for my drinking problem.

“No, it’s not! You can find one at Target today. Just
go up to a boy you think is cute and talk to him.”

“I don’t think I’ll find at guy at Target.”

“You will. You will! You’ll find another one!”

She is very confident that Target contains handsome
eligible men in my socioeconomic bracket.

I decide to take the advice of a six-year old.

I am going to find another one. (But not at
Target).

And as my best gay friend George always says, the
best way to get over a guy is to get another one. From here on out,
I’m going to operate like a gay man. Find myself a pool, a cool
cocktail and a Mauricio/Fabio in Italy ASAP.

And with respect to the rage for Eat Pray
Love, here’s the thing:

First of all, why eat?

If you smoke, you don’t need to eat because you won’t
even be hungry. And smoking amps up the metabolism. Just another
bennie. And why in hell would I put on 15 pounds in Italy to get
over some guy? Fuck that noise. I’m not giving him five
fucking pounds. There will be no gelato and Spaghetti Carbonara for
me. There will only be tabaccheria (smoke shop) and vino rossi (red
wine). I figure I can still consume two bottles of Chianti and
maintain a respectable 1600 calories/day. I mean, I did not go to
all the above-referenced exercise classes for an entire year to
lose my barely visible obliques to Spaghetti Bolognese and Parmesan
cheese.

Praying. It is an endeavor that has generated
inconsistent results for me at best—and one that does not merit
pursuing. And there certainly is no need to “meditate” and/or do
yoga. All I think about in yoga is how I could be using this
precious hour of my limited time to run off the cellulite off my
ass rather than stretch it. And if I want to “calm my mind,” I’ll
just pour myself a big glass of red wine and whip out my
vibrator.

Finally, and most importantly, there is certainly no
need to “love.” Good Grief. This quest for love, endless love, the
kind you see in the movies, has landed me right here again. Fuck
love. Love is for the foolish—or perhaps the very very lucky.

And if you think I am going to cry myself through
every scene of my life like Liz Gilbert did in the movie over her
one failed relationship, you really are crazy. Try 20 failed ones
on for size, Liz. Now there’s something to cry about.

I prefer to go my own way of hedonism and
self-destruction.

I’m going to go to Italy, and I’m going to smoke,
drink, and fuck.

Come on. Doesn’t this sound more fun that eating
praying and loving?

If it does to you, come on my journey. Let’s
go.


Chapter Two

 


As I prepare to fly to Rome, my parents, the only
true constant in my life, hand me the new iPhone7—the gift I have
been coveting. (At 30, they gave me a Palm Pilot. I am a woman who
must always be wired at all times).

Then, as now, I was dating an older, incredibly
regimented, anal retentive, “me-equals-all needs-you
equal-no-needs” man. Both perfect on paper, Ivy League educated,
extremely successful men. One with a place in the Hamptons, one
with a place in an affluent part of Virgina. Both of them taught me
all about music and movies and art and fine wines. Both of them
made me workout. A lot.

Both also had a book of edicts:

The first: Must run daily, the six-mile outer loop of
Central Park (even if 20 degrees outside). Must eat bok choy and
scallops and never order chips at a Mexican restaurant. Must not go
out too long or too hard with your girlfriends. Must move to China
with me where you will have nothing at all to do with your life—but
I will make Senior Executive Super VP, and that’s what’s
important.

The second: Must go to the gym every single day for
60 of cardio minutes—at least. Must not drink very much. Must give
me orgasms even though I don’t give you orgasms. Must go to bed at
10:00 p.m. Must not eat Thai (too many carbs). Must not eat pig
because they are highly intelligent animals (but it’s okay to eat
chicken and turkey). Must not spend the night with me when restful
sleep is required. Must love dogs. Must be fashionable and sexy—but
absolutely effortlessly so.

One broke up with me three weeks before 30.

The other three weeks before 40.

Both contended they “needed to be alone.”

Actually, it’s amazing how little has changed in my
life over the course of ten years—except, of course, the technology
upgrade.

The second one (the current one), Henry, was,
however, terribly impressive and as such, seductive. He is a
lawyer-doctor hybrid, super smart, incredibly witty, handsome,
fashionable, Argentinian, an aficionado of music and Indie films.
And I can talk to him. I can really talk to him. We talk for
hours every single night.

Come on. That’s hot. You can kind of see now why I
might have put up with so much crap for so long.

I mean really, where could you find a guy like that
again?

Actually, Henry found me. He pursued me. He set the
pace. He always told me that I was beautiful and that I smelled
good and I cracked him up. He took me away to New York City for an
amazing weekend at a high-end hotel chock-full of activities at art
museums, record stores, Central Park strolls, and fancy
restaurants.

Also, every single day, he called me at noon while I
ate my lunch at my desk and at night at eight after I had eaten my
dinner. We talked about everything: our impossible sisters,
politics, the state of the world, music, art, literature, and we
made fun of everyone we worked with and hated. Being with him felt
like hanging out with your best girlfriend.

However, looking back, I see that we talked mostly
about him. His cases at work. His fucked up childhood. His recent
diagnosis of fibromyalgia and all the pain in his joints. His
workouts. His carefully orchestrated meal planning. His beloved dog
that he called “Handsome” (which, in retrospect, is really quite
gay).

He is order; I am chaos. He is regimented; I’m all
over the place.

He wants to take his dog to get sheared at eight in
the morning; I want to lay in bed hung over and have sex again. He
uses Quicken; I use my memory to balance my checkbook… or do a
transfer from savings to checking.

He is everything right that is wrong with me.

When we started dating, I thought he must be the most
interesting emotionally available man I have ever met.

I was wrong. Slowly and gradually, almost without
effort, he pushed me away. Ah, the saboteur. I know his tricks so
well because I am the penultimate saboteur myself. I know well how
to destroy just about anything that is good for me. But alas, he
beat me to it.

After we hit the 3.5-month point, we had the
“conversation.” You know the one I mean—the one you have at three
months, and if the relationship lasts, at six months, and then
later at nine months.

Where is this going? Are we on the same page? Are we
getting too serious?

He says:

I just feel like we’re fighting all the time.

You’re not happy. You’re picking fights with me.

I feel “pressure.”

I feel like we’re getting too serious.

Blah blah. You know how it goes. It’s always the
same. Passive aggressive measures taken to facilitate an efficient
and expedient break up—but orchestrated in a manner that makes you
feel like you are the dumper not the dumpee. If it happens this
way, it will assuage his guilt. He didn’t want to compromise on
anything. He didn’t want to sacrifice. He simply did not want to
commit. I wasn’t worth it.

We had been planning to meet in California for my
birthday where I would be attending a conference for work. But
suddenly, he was so busy at work, he just doesn’t know if he can
commit to the trip. And he doesn’t like to be in the sun. And he
just doesn’t want to feel pressured.

“No. No. You are not pressuring me, but
I still feel pressure.” He reassures me.

In any event, after two weeks of tortuous circular
conversations with him, I capitulate. I mean, I can take on any
J.D. or MBA—but an M.D. slash J.D.? Come on. I am not that
formidable of an opponent.

He argued better than me in every case.

Voila! It is over, and although sad, in many ways, I
suddenly feel free.

 


* * *

 


Jackie, one of my best friends, is my travel
companion. We could not be more opposite, and I just know this is
going to be a problem.

Just like Henry, she is controlling, anxiety ridden
and hyper-organized. She arrives at the airport with guidebooks,
maps, directions, two copies of her passport and driver’s license.
I come with Allure, my iPad and a few trashy novels. I have
been to Italy before, and I never read the guidebooks then. I’m
certainly not going to read those things now. I want to wing
it.

Query: How in the hell do I attract these anal
retentive types? I am a free spirit. I eschew structure, rules and
convention. I mean, these people must enrich my life in some
way because I certainly gravitate toward them.

At the Atlanta airport, we have an hour to spare. We
pound some big beers at the Sam Adams bar—one of my favorite
airport haunts. I get an email that I had a huge victory at work,
and although pleasantly surprised, my heart still hurts. I keep
thinking that I will never talk to Henry again and how hard that is
going to be for me. Who will I complain to about that dinosaur lady
at work who glares at my high heels and refuses to answer any of my
emails? Who will I run to when the Gen Y’ers fail to meet another
deadline? Who will send me CDs of obscure bands in the mail?
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