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Danielle Steel is a descendant of the Löwenbräu beer barons. Her mother is Portuguese and her father is German. Their common language is French, although they all speak eight languages. Danielle’s father’s family, the prominent banking and brewing clan, has always lived in Munich and the family seat was a moated castle in Bavaria, Kaltenberg. Her mother’s family were diplomats and her maternal grandfather was a Portuguese diplomat assigned to the United States for a number of years.


American-born, Danielle lived in Paris for most of her childhood. At the age of 20 she went to New York and started working for ‘Supergirls’, a before-its-time public relations firm run by women who organized parties for Wall Street brokerage houses and designed PR campaigns for major firms. When the recession hit, the firm went out of business and Danielle ‘retired’ to write her first book, Going Home.


Danielle has established herself as a writer of extraordinary scope. She has set her various novels all over the world, from China to New York to San Francisco, in time-frames spanning 1860 to the present. She has received critical acclaim for her elaborate plots and meticulous research, and has brought vividly to life a broad range of very different characters.
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This is a special book about special people. People who have loved me, and whom I have loved. People who have brought me joy beyond measure, and sometimes incredible pain. People I have hurt, sometimes more than I can bear to think about. People who have hurt me, sometimes more than they know. Yet each of their gifts has been precious, each moment treasured, each face, each smile, each victory, each defeat, woven into the fiber of my being. In retrospect, all of it is beautiful, because we cared so much. In essence, this book covers fifteen years of my life, and a handful of precious people who mean, and have meant, everything to me. This book is written for them.


But in writing this book, or rather putting together the pieces and poems of so many years of my life, I must also thank the many people who have cheered it on, who have written and asked and encouraged and urged this to happen. To all of you, and especially Anne Lerch, my thanks.


And to Linda Grey and Sandi Gelles-Cole, my thanks for a birthday gift beyond measure.


With much love, d.s.
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Razzle      


dazzle   


         snow scene,


my life      


so white


so bare


      so vast,


and then   


    your open


door,      


my heart   


      whooshing


toward


your arms,


racing   


much      


   too fast,


too free,   


      as your eyes


waltzed     


slowly


    over me,


the cadence


yours,      


the tempo   


mine,      


the music   


poured


like      


      vintage


      wine,


the magic   


of our moment


so rare,         


so good,


so new,


         as breathlessly,


I gazed


at you.
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Fragments


of two   


lives   


sifted         


through


   fine wire,


spread out


like       


fans,    


added      


and      


       subtracted


      and shaken up


like dice,


then rolled


across            


a board,   


a map,


your life    


laid         


gently      


out      


before    


me,


mine            


tossed   


helter         


skelter   


in your      


lap.      
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Backing   


      and sidling


hurting   


ribs      


within


         my stall,


fighting,   


fleeing,


running,


seeing,


hoping,   


dying,   


aching,


   being,


waiting   


for         


the soft   


ring      


of your


call.
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         It doesn’t matter


at all      


if you  


call,


if you care,


      if you dare,


if you         


dream,


if                  


you sing


in a tree.


         It doesn’t matter


at all,       


not at all


…just


       to me.
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Clumsily,


      but gently,


I push   


you


from


            my head,


   as I fumble


      at my desk,


shuffle      


papers,


try to see


   and think


and do,


when all   


I find   


      beneath


               my hand,


                  my eye,


my heart,


is         


you.   
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Comfortable      


         in my ivory tower,


barren,              


lonely,            


safe,            


hidden,            


shrunken,      


tiny,            


small,   


and then you,   


suddenly      


peeking      


          over my wall,


with firelit eyes


            and dazzling smile,


I flew away,      


I ran a mile,


I hid from you,  


               I shoved you back,


                  and then you called,


I felt                   


my lack,       


my ache,      


your eyes,   


your smile,


I turned again,


I ran a mile,


feeling all         


your charms,


hungering         


   for your arms,


wondering if      


I’d come       


to harm      


or safe,               


listening for


your voice…


      knowing that I had


no choice.      
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      You take a matador stance,


I see you do it,         


standing very near,       


you let me brush by,


tucking in your soul,    


looking very whole


and strong and free,


yet never touching,      


reaching out to me,


but always there,


you carry fire and smiles


   like darts and banners,


your manner                     


pulls me closer,         


            I brush near once again,


      rushing through your cape,


you smile,                  


you watch,             


you know,   


you wait,


and I fly on and on         


again,                         


ever closer,         


ever faster,


      ever more,


and ever farther               


from the safety         


of the gate.         
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I wait now  


      every morning,


every day,


              for your voice,


your call,   


  your smile,


    your hand,


        your eyes…


                 waiting for the phone


to ring,    


I realize       


how hard


I hope    


  for a reason,


an excuse,


a word,  


a game,


  an anything,


a joke,       


a song,    


a ring…


I wait           


and then    


I hear      


your voice  


at last…    


I smile…     


I fly.          


I sing!    
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Brown galoshes


  and red party shoes,


my old life        


and my new,


my days alone,  


my life with you,


funny funky   


old galoshes,


              sad and brown and cold,


    then you, my love,


     smiling, sparkling,


shy yet bold,


changing my life,


my world,           


my blues,           


to dazzling,         


dancing,             


party shoes      
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Zippety click,


hop and skip


from one thing


to another,


dancing,        


running,        


        having one sweet


  hell of a good


time,              


zippety click,


involvement


all those        


  lovely causes


to espouse,    


and people    


to be met,     


until quite    


suddenly      


today,           


everything    


went Pow!


I love you,    


can you even


start                    


to think            
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