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I’m awakened as a cool gust of wind blows across my face. I open my eyes and see nothing at first, and then the green light of the clock next to the bed illuminates the Italian decor of the ceiling edges and I know where I am. Were in Rome at the hotel. 

My hands feel their way over the bed searching for you, but your not there. The balcony door cracks open a little as wind glides into the room. Streetlights edge their way across the wall. The room is filled with the sounds of curtains drifting back into place. I push the sheets back at first to get up and close the door, and then I see your shadow stretching across the carpet towards me like a growing flower from the balcony. It would be so much easier to go back to bed than to get up, but what kind of bed would it be without you?


As I walk towards the balcony I hear the people in the streets below. When I leave the carpet and walk onto the balcony concrete, lights from the parade below blind my eyes. When I open them, the first thing I see is your hair splayed down your naked neck and back. Your sitting on a blanket and holding your knees as you watch the parade through the balcony railing.


Past you I can see the city, the river, and a full moon riding high in a dark sky. Below us the festival moves through the town. Old lovers and small children look alike under the fireworks and floats. They all move together for one purpose in celebration.


As I walk towards the blanket your sitting on, you turn your head back and look over your shoulder at me. Your eyes are more alive than ever in this casual moment. Your lips look even redder than the wine we drank a few hours ago. Under the moon, your skin is the delicate white of Ivory.


I sit down behind you and wrap my arms around you. You lean back into me and my chest is engulfed in the warmness of your back. I take your hands in mine and wrap both our arms under your breast. A cool gust of wind blows over our naked bodies, but it isn't cold. I rest my head on your shoulder and look out over the city. 


I close my eyes, kiss your cheek, and whisper, "I love you."

