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It is excruciatingly hard for Emma Glow to decide what to do after the sudden death of Roberto, her partner of five years. One evening she comes home to find the lights off, the house cloaked in sepulchral silence. He lies on the balcony in his sportswear. She cannot recall what she thinks in that moment, nor what she feels, because she slips into the haze of loss. That crushing blow, when death passes through your home and takes the person you love, leaves her paralyzed. Her memory fractures into blurred, unreal fragments. She believes she must have screamed, because the house suddenly fills with people while her life fills with darkness.

She wanders through the rooms, catching the lingering trace of his cologne. At the sink she imagines his hands on her waist, his chest pressed to her back. At night, lying in bed, she feels the phantom of his breathing beside her.

It takes months for her to begin processing the loss. Months to grasp how a young man can suffer a heart attack and vanish in a second. Months to understand that grief never truly fades but settles inside you like an unwelcome tenant—silent at times, but always ready to remind you of its presence.

Emma finishes her degree in systems engineering at twenty-one and goes to work for a data analysis company. That is where she meets Roberto, who manages the Project Management department. As project manager, he oversees planning and execution, making sure deadlines and objectives are met. She works in Data Analysis, and soon their paths cross often. What begins as quick greetings in hallways grows into long conversations over coffee, then dinners, and eventually nights at his apartment. In time, they share not only a closet but their lives.

As they build their life together, Emma also shares her ambitions, which stretch beyond data analysis. Her mind is crowded with visions of reshaping reality. Roberto becomes essential in grounding her abstractions, helping her translate them into something tangible, something possible.

When he dies, he leaves behind an immense void. Emma cannot face returning to the company where their romance began. With the inheritance from her parents and the money she and Roberto saved, she gives free rein to her ambitions and devotes herself fully to the project that has long lived in her mind.

She sets out to design a system for the film industry based on audio and emotion capture, to digitally enhance the performances of live actors. It becomes an obsession that consumes her days and nights. She lives in front of a screen, and when she steps away, she is trapped inside her imagination. The project becomes her only path to healing. She withdraws from friends, avoids visitors, and drifts like a ghost through her own life.

Solitude becomes her laboratory. In silence she imagines, tests, and recalibrates. She rejects outside opinions. No one can tell her what to do, how to act, or how to live. She stokes her pain into an inner fire that drives her to build systems meant to change reality. The concept of motion capture grows into something more: not only recording physical movement but capturing audio and facial expression as well, raising the quality of post-production acting to an entirely new level.

Emma knows her life no longer belongs in Caracas. She needs to leave, to build a company abroad and bring her creation to market. Every reason to stay has run out. Her decision is made.

Her name is Emma Glow. She is thirty-four years old, born in Georgia, USA, but living in Caracas. She lost both her parents at twenty-five. A gang of criminals raided her father’s factory, murdered them, and set the building on fire as they fled, reducing her perfect life to ashes.

Until that day she had imagined her existence as happy, sheltered by her parents’ love. Then, in a single blow, everything ended. Her grief seemed endless, until Roberto entered her life and helped her piece herself together.

He reminded her there was still joy in the world. He showed her the wonder of love and companionship. For five years he was her anchor. They shared laughter, tears, and victories. They traveled, explored, listened to music, and created memories that shaped her very being. Roberto’s love taught her to trust again, to open her heart, to fight for her dreams. His constant support fueled her growth, and even the hardships they faced only strengthened their bond.

But she has only five years with him. Only twenty-five with her parents. Emma’s life, it seems, grants her brief seasons of happiness, punctuated by long winters of loss.

Now, with nothing left binding her to Caracas, she knows it is time to close that chapter and search for a new beginning.
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When Emma finishes planning her project, she hires a group of developers who work with her day and night, transforming her ideas into reality. Seeing the fruit of her labor in her hands, she makes the natural decision to step into the business world and leave the country where she grew up, endured her greatest blows, and felt so profoundly alone.

She has no intention of returning to Caracas. She puts her apartment up for sale, with all its contents, and decides to give everything she receives to Roberto’s brother. She needs nothing more; what she has inherited from her parents is enough for two lifetimes. What she needs, urgently, is to leave and start over—resetting her life, her judgments, and her feelings.

Before leaving, Emma calls her childhood friends, her college classmates, all those who once shared her aspirations—the confidants of her dreams. She gathers them at a restaurant in Altamira. Each arrives with the excitement of reunion, some recognizing each other instantly, others reconnecting after years. Laughter rises, hugs linger, stories spill as they trade updates. The atmosphere fills with contagious joy.

On the terrace, overlooking Cerro Ávila draped in dense green, they savor a superb Caracas twilight. The air is warm, fragrant with orchids, while the hum of distant traffic mingles with bursts of laughter from nearby tables. The view glows brighter as the city lights flicker on and the sky surrenders to night. Emma waits at the entrance and guides them to the long table that slowly fills. This gathering is her gift to herself, a tribute to those who marked her life, to the friends who celebrated her victories and endured her losses.

As the sunlight fades, the table brims with stories, anecdotes, and laughter. Memories flow, carried by wine and whiskey, carrying them back to games in the park, long nights of study, whispered dreams on trails to Sabas Nieves. The clinking of glasses rises like a chorus, blending with the faint music drifting 

from inside the restaurant.

Suddenly, glass in hand, Emma rises at the head of the table. Her voice trembles as she speaks words no one expects.

“I know this may surprise you, and even more in a moment. I’ve decided to return to the United States, and this meeting is to thank each of you for being part of my life. I have known pain and loss, but also years of immense happiness. Now I must begin a new stage, centered on a new goal. Roberto encouraged me to pursue an idea that once lived only in my head. When he died, I devoted myself entirely to it. That project saved me from despair, and I believe I’ve succeeded. This is my farewell, but please know—my love for you will never end, no matter where we are.”

She lifts her glass higher, twilight gleaming through the red of the wine.

“Do me the honor of raising this wine for all we have lived, for the joy of finding each other, and for friendship, which gives us strength and power. To friendship! Thank you for standing by me in joy and in sorrow, for making me laugh until I cried, and for supporting me in my darkest hours. Thank you for being part of my story. Cheers! Wish me luck, and remember that wherever I am, my doors will always be open to you.”

Surrounded by so many dear friends, Emma feels rich beyond measure. True wealth, she realizes, lives in the people who walk beside us. They talk late into the night, glasses raised again and again, closing a chapter in the company of those who matter most. When the inevitable goodbyes come, they embrace tightly, holding on to the magic of reunion and the hope that life will bring them together again. Friendship, cultivated over years, binds them. They promise not to lose touch, and she knows they will carry the memory of that night—lasting nearly until dawn in Altamira—forever in their hearts.

Emma reduces her belongings to two suitcases and prepares to leave the country that welcomed her parents thirty years earlier. She cannot recall their arrival in Venezuela, for in every way that matters, she was born in Caracas. Its streets watched her grow, its parks held her games, its schools shaped her into a professional. Leaving fills her with sadness for the place she loves, nostalgia for all she has lived, and hope for what lies ahead. Painful, but necessary.

Ahead, new doors of challenge open. She carries the hope of bringing her project to life and turning her existence in a decisive new direction. Her identity will always be a mosaic of two cultures, a fusion of experiences that enriched her.

When she arrives at JFK International Airport, Emma steps into her new life. She takes a taxi and gives the driver the address: 51 Washington Square, Greenwich Village, directly across from the park. The city feels alive, pulsing with horns, voices, neon. The tree-lined street, with its historic brownstones, radiates New York’s charm. Washington Square Park stretches before her, alive with picnics, music, and the ever-busy chess tables. The great fountain rises at the center, while the Roman-style arch, modeled on Paris’s Arc de Triomphe, frames the scene. She loves its relaxed 

rhythm, the small joys stitched into its days.

Her father bought the apartment when she was ten, dreaming of retiring there with her mother. He pictured long walks in the park at dawn and dusk. Her mother, with her love of chess, spent hours across from strangers, gaining a reputation for being unbeatable. Crowds often gathered to watch her play. She learned from the best, and Emma, in turn, learned from her.

The driver sets her suitcases on the sidewalk. Emma pays, adding the tip every New York driver expects, and stands before the solid wooden door. It feels like a threshold between past and present, between memory and reality. The three steps to the entrance carry her back to a world that no longer exists, a world she carries only in memory and in the ache beneath her ribs. A resident leaving the building holds the door, and she slips inside with her luggage.

The lobby glows softly beneath chandeliers that hang from the high ceiling. The air carries the scents of polished wood, fresh flowers, and the murmur of residents passing one another. Notices fill the bulletin board, yet her eyes are drawn to the mailboxes in neat rows, each with a brass nameplate.

Emma walks slowly to the one engraved with her family’s name, a small plaque symbolizing her parents’ excitement when they bought the apartment. For Hannah, this park was a chess paradise; for her father, the retirement he dreamed of. Their memories flood her as she steps into the elevator. She pictures her mother at the chess tables, laughter in her eyes with each move. Hannah taught her more than strategy—she taught her the passion it takes to excel.

The elevator chimes, its doors sliding open. Emma presses the button for her floor, catching her reflection in the mirror: emotion and melancholy etched across her face. This place still matters. It holds the dreams of her parents, and the lessons they left her, as she braces herself for an uncertain future.

The apartment welcomes her with tall windows spilling light and high ceilings that give it elegance. The living room, stripped of memories, stands bare, its picture frames boxed long ago. It feels sterile, 

ready for her to begin again.
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Emma sets out to buy food and supplies for the next few days. She enjoys cooking and eating at home. Though surrounded by cuisine from every corner of the world, she prefers to choose her own products, to touch and smell them before placing them in her basket, and to eat in a way that keeps her healthy.

Her mind, however, never rests. It works around the clock, constantly refining the product that is the foundation of her business. To keep her thoughts sharp, she needs her body in shape, as if stamina and creativity are bound together.

Tomorrow, she tells herself, she will start running around the park. In the afternoon, she will visit the place that draws her most—the chess tables. For now, she decides to dedicate three days to resting and adapting to her new life, giving herself time to plan and design each step of what is to come.

There is someone she needs to see. Milly, her 

childhood friend, still doesn’t know she is back. Emma feels the pull of unfinished promises. Milly had flown to Caracas when Emma buried her parents, and later returned to New York, where fate introduced her to Roberto. When Roberto died, Emma didn’t let Milly come. She promised she would travel north immediately, but grief held her down, and she never did. Now she has arrived in New York without saying a word.

Memories of their childhood surface easily. They met playing across the street in the park, and their friendship deepened quickly. School holidays were spent together, Milly in Caracas and Emma in Greenwich Village. Milly learned Spanish fluently and now uses it at her job in an investment fund. Emma, in turn, absorbed the slang of New York teenagers from Milly, and even learned how to slip into bars before twenty-one with a fake ID.

Milly is still single, content with her freedom and the unpredictable encounters the city always provides.

By five in the afternoon, on a mild May day, Washington Square Park transforms into a lively, charming stage. The air is perfumed with flowers and food carts selling roasted nuts. Golden light filters through thick canopies of green. Benches fill with readers, couples, and wanderers watching life pass. Musicians gather near the fountain, their guitars threading the breeze.

As Emma walks toward the chess tables, a familiar pull tightens her chest. She relives the image of her mother, elegant and absorbed, every move magnetic. The atmosphere has not changed—the murmurs of onlookers, the reverent silence broken only by the soft clink of pieces on wood, the collective awe of the crowd.

Unable to resist, Emma sits across from a young man who places the pieces with the arrogance of someone certain of victory. Twelve moves later, he leaves without a word. His seat is quickly taken by an elderly man, near eighty. His hands tremble faintly, but his movements are deliberate, steady. He studies her every play as if it carries secrets worth unraveling. Emma struggles, but at last calls checkmate. The man extends his hand with dignity, congratulates her, and departs.

By now, a small crowd gathers, their whispers 

swirling. A man her age steps forward, cap backward, dark glasses still on though night is falling. The hour nears seven, and the glasses feel unnecessary, almost unsettling. Emma shifts in her seat, uneasy at not being able to see his eyes.

The game begins. Every move is sharp, precise, deliberate. Even without his gaze, she feels his intensity, the weight of his concentration pressing across the board. Tension settles like a cloak, the crowd holding its breath.

They open with a classic Ruy López. The rhythm of the game reveals his skill, the patience of a mind trained in strategy. Pieces dance in a battle of intellects, sacrifices and defenses weaving a tense pattern. Silence deepens, broken only by the click of wood on wood. Twilight thickens, but the table glows under the streetlamps and the collective focus of those watching.

Emma feels a connection forming, fragile yet undeniable. As if their minds move to the same hidden rhythm, bound not by words but by the language of the game.

Minutes vanish. At last, after a sequence of sharp, perfect moves, they reach a critical moment. Emma’s pulse races. Her opponent raises his head. Even through the dark glasses, their eyes meet. For a breathless instant, the outcome hangs suspended.

Her heart pounds. Slowly, she extends her hand, asking for a draw. He shakes it but doesn’t release it. Instead, he holds her firmly and gently pulls her to her feet.

“Stand up. Come with me,” he says, his voice low, confident. Emma, as if hypnotized, rises and follows.

“I’m Sam. What’s your name?”

“Emma.”

“Emma, where did you learn to play so well?”

“I had the best teacher,” she answers softly. “My mom. She was a champion. She learned from the best, and she left me the greatest inheritance.”

Sam smiles faintly, still holding her hand as he leads her down a street washed in amber light. She stops, pulling back.

“What are you doing? Where are we going?”

“We’re going to dinner,” he says with easy certainty. “I’m starving, and I want you to come with me. I want to hear the story of your mom and chess.”

She hesitates, then gives in, her pulse quickening. They continue walking, hand in hand, almost carried by this tall man—nearly six foot three, with broad shoulders, a strong back, and a stride both firm and fluid. His presence feels commanding, yet strangely safe.

Around the park, restaurants spill light onto the sidewalks. The scent of garlic and fresh bread drifts in the night air. When he asks what she likes to eat, Emma tells him to choose.

They enter a small Italian restaurant, warm and softly lit. By this hour it is quiet, with only a few diners left. They take a table by the window, where the glow of the street mingles with the soft flicker of candles.

They order. Then Sam looks at her again, curiosity and tenderness in his gaze. “Tell me,” he says, “the story of your mother’s mastery of chess.”
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Hannah is born in Brooklyn and grows up next door to Regina Wender and her two children, Robert and Joan. Since Hannah’s parents, Waiman and Regina, work long, exhausting hours, it is Bobby and Joan who often look after her. They walk her to school, bring her home, and fill her afternoons with companionship until her parents return.

Regina has studied medicine in Moscow, and the children’s father, Mr. Fischer, is a biophysicist. Later, however, it is revealed that Paul Nemenyi, a Hungarian mathematician and physicist, is in truth the real father. It is, indeed, an extraordinary mix of genes.

Bobby teaches himself chess, and soon after teaches Joan and, of course, Hannah. He stands apart from them all, consumed by the single obsession of becoming the greatest chess player in history. Hannah follows faithfully, waiting long hours at tournaments until his games end. While he plays at one table, she takes another. Her game sharpens in those silent rooms where concentration presses thick in the air. Regulars grow accustomed to seeing her at his side, sometimes with Joan, always eager for her own battles across the board.

Bobby goes on to win the U.S. Chess Championship eight times, the first when he is only fourteen. Alongside him, Hannah meets great players such as Samuel Reshevsky, Paul Benko, and Robert Byrne. Warm and likable, already a skilled player herself, she is welcomed by them, her mistakes corrected with patience and generosity.

In 1971, when Bobby travels to Buenos Aires to face Tigran Petrossian in the semifinal for the world championship, he invites Hannah to join him. She becomes part of the analysis team at the San Martín Theater, studying the games that ultimately lead him to the world final against Boris Spassky in 1972. She is there, in Iceland, arms around him, when Bobby Fischer becomes world champion.

Yet Hannah never enters tournaments herself. She has watched Bobby’s obsession with unease, has seen the way it devours him. He is not like other boys; he lives perpetually within the sixty-four squares of the board. Even in conversation, his mind plays variations no one else can see. Where others laugh at simple joys, he plots endless possibilities.

With time, she begins to distance herself—or perhaps he is the one who withdraws. Still, there is never a complete severing. Whenever Hannah and her husband travel, there always seems to be a reunion with Bobby somewhere in the world. She honors the memory of her childhood friend, while her husband dismisses it as pity for a man losing his grip on sanity. The letters Bobby later sends are fragmented, paranoid, filled with accusations of persecution and theft of identity—missives from a tormented mind.
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