Chapter Twenty-Seven

Miriam Elliott sat at a table ovetlooking the central plaza in the Northern
Sicilian town of Taormina, The sun was beginning to sink toward the hotizon,
and the central plaza was bathed in a reddish light, which reflected off the
white-washed church and steeple to the left of her table. The table was located
outside a restaurant named La Dulce Viaggi; which looked quite old and
was built of stone and mortar the color of sienna. The hibiscus trees, which
bordered the church, wafted a heady perfume into the air, and a small band
played music on the other side of the piazza.

She and Suzanne Gossett were nearing the end of their cruise; they would
be departing tomortow evening for the port of Caleaveechia, just outside
Rome. As they sipped espressos and talked about their stops in Rhodes,
Mykonos, Santorini, Athens and Capri, Miriam felt more alive than she had
in the past twenty years,

Maybe this trip was whatshe needed, after all. She felt as if she shed twenty
yeats of care, worty and concern, Somchow, she felt as though she were ready
to put aside her previous existence, and start living again. She was suddenly
teminded of one of her favorite poems, a poem by William Wordsworth that
spoke to her across the years:

The world 1s too much wich us; lace and soon,
Gerting and spending, we lay waste our powers;
Licele we see in nacure chac 1s ours,

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon.

The sun and the sea had helped slough off her previous life, and she felt
like a buttetfly emerging from a cocoon. Somewhete on the sea, or maybe
up the hillside to Taormina, she'd finally come to realize it was time to say

good-bye to Richard,
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