
While I was still acting out as Forest Gump on the run a 
while ago, I also made a quick stop by the perfume shop 
while speeding along to who knows where. That is of 
course the day Hartman left on his business trip. Normally 
it doesn't bother me and I use the time for some good old 
fashioned selfish indulgence into whatever takes my fancy. 
This time though, caught my mood off guard and drove me 
to extremes. I sought solace in the arms of Coco Chanel and 
Hermes no less. On top of my sadness and depression I had 
now successfully added the load of guilt. I picked up speed

For the week I was alone, I struggled with my conscience, having spent this obscene 
amount on perfume and tried my best to blame it on my impulsive nature, which is true 
after all...still, it doesn't justify an excuse. So, being born both impulsive and ingenious, I 
arrived at a solution to the problem. The problem of my guilt that is.

On Hartman's arrival back in Paris, we had this glorious magical 
summer's day. I sent him a message telling him to be home at 
18:00. We have a date. He was not to be late. Now, send a man a 
message like that and see what happens...?

Oh, you want to know about the date? Well, imagine this...I have a basket at the ready, 
filled with his favorite goodies like peaches wrapped in prosciutto, scallops with orange 
and a saffron mayonnaise, a cold champagne, a baguette to dip into rich seductive olive 
oil and fleur de sel...I have ordered and received my golden exuberant sunshine. The river 
Loire is 2 minutes walking from our front door, the water rushing by, heightening the 
sensation of summer madness, sun, and bare skin.....and me, enveloped in Coco Chanel.

I am home. I have no guilt. I love my Chanel. I have a happy husband. And through it all 
runs a river.
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