ECNAMOR Romance Backwards by Carol A. Miller
Prologue
Romance—a novel or other prose narrative depicting heroic or marvelous deeds, pageantry, romantic exploits, usually in a historical or imaginary setting. The colorful world, life, or conditions depicted in such tales. It can be medieval narratives in verse of romantic dialect of heroic, fantastic or supernatural events often in the form of allegory.  It might be a baseless made-up story full of exaggeration or fanciful invention. It could be a romantic spirit, sentiment, emotion or desire, romantic character or quality or a romantic affair or experience; a love affair. 
Backwards— toward the back or rear, with the back foremost in the reverse of the usual or right way, toward the past, to look backward over one's earlier mistakes, toward a less advanced state, retrogressively, reversed returning, a backward movement, a backward journey, behind in time or progress, late, slow, a backward learner.

Having written, what I consider to be contemporary romance novels—I’m confused whether this latest saga is a love story or a story of love. After decades has this heroine finally found the love of her life—the true soul mate—that perfect match?

In the infinite pursuit for romance, I realize it may be a compilation of bizarre adversity in my life that causes a myriad of backward events. The cathartic and adventurous journey of twists and turns—failures and successes—positives and negatives never seems to end—but as I always say, “Never say never.” 

The precarious voyage to acceptance and forgiveness has been no trouble-free passage. Nevertheless as an unswerving champion of love and romance I never lose hope or sight of the ultimate goal—Love. Is it allegory—a symbolic narrative—a figurative treatment of one subject under the guise of another?  To me it is ECNAMOR—romance backwards—and in this story I hope to explain exactly why.

Chapter 1
Looking Backwards
	It’s a déjà vu as I delicately remove another piece of fresh sepia from the file drawer and place it on the timeworn zinc-top desk—the sheet completely and utterly blank. My goodness—I’ve been here before. The blueprint of life is, after all, a plan. Deciphering how you fit into that plan, or don’t fit into that plan, is another long story. Are these plans conceptual, structural or theoretical? Are they concise, well planned, perhaps not set in stone? Plans can and do change, and any plan can be revised. Looking back what a precarious roller coaster ride it has been! One would think I’d learn from my past mistakes, and the mind is constantly ridded with cliché. “The older you get; the wiser you get.” “Never make the same mistake twice?”
	Remember when you were a child eagerly waiting to hear that longed-for bedtime story? Clad in your soft fleece pajamas you snuggle up to your favorite tattered blanket, caress your precious teddy, you anxiously wait. And then it comes—you hear those anticipated words—“Once Upon A time!” Your heart actually smiles. You just know this simple, insightful phrase will take you on a novel adventure or unexpected journey. One in which will definitely have a blissful ending. You truly believe each and every saga in vivid detail. After all, fairytales always have a satisfying conclusion. No one would ever dare to tarnish this myth for you. I truly want for this to forever be the case—no, I truly believe this to be the case! 
You’ll still find me these days reeling from past psychic readings. I remain a staunch believer in the powers of clairvoyants. Forever I’ve been haunted by prophecies and predictions made over the years that have come to fruition. Although I haven’t obsessed compulsively over most of what has been prophesized—damned if every prognostication hasn’t been point-on accurate from the earliest reading back in 1969. 	
Having read my first novel The Master of Plans you’ve learned of the mystifying fortune teller that I visit at age nineteen. Back then gypsies were an integral part of the fortune telling experience. My grandmother and all her Old Italian Cronies believed in what the gypsies told them. They would wear decorative gold horns and hang garlic cloves around their necks to ward off evil spirits. I didn’t believe in the gypsies or their superstitions—well perhaps I did?
On the evening of my, what is considered today, Bachelorette Party and prior to my marriage to Greg, my friends and I visit the gypsies at the boardwalk in Asbury Park. I remove my diamond ring instinctively and slip it into my pocket purposely so that the engagement would not be obvious. My friends are sworn to secrecy. The gypsy proceeds to tell me that I’d be married within a few short weeks. This fact and other prophecies have come to fruition.  I cannot believe that the gypsy picks up on my impending and imminent wedding. This freaks me out.
Greg Statton and I meet at the summer annual fair sponsored by our Parrish. He is a recent graduate of the Citadel with honors where he’s been ROTC Air Force—Cadet of the Nation that year. Greg’s accomplishments are herald in our local newspaper. His Notre Dame Law School with full scholarship is postponed due to the escalation of the Viet Nam War. Greg is every girl’s dream. He’s six feet five inches tall with blonde hair, green eyes, and an athlete—a licensed pilot with an extremely bright future—an overall ideal and fine catch. We’ve grown up with similar economic backgrounds, live in a comparable suburban development; attend the same Catholic grammar and high school—worship every Sunday in the historic stone Church.
I’m a recent Katharine Gibbs graduate working in Manhattan at Conde Nast Publications for Bride’s and House and Garden Magazines. I stand five feet five inches with chocolate brown eyes and hair that compliments my fresh summer tan and olive flawless skin. Add to my accomplishments and accolades—the not so distant Co-Captain of the cheerleading varsity squad, Senior Prom and Shore Beach Club Beauty Queen, and the notable winning young coach of our Township’s Pop Warner teams—just to name a few. Greg and I emanate the perfect fairy tale couple. After a whirlwind courtship we marry with all the pomp and circumstance you’d expect.
Sometimes we have absolutely no control over the twists and turns that happen in life. What starts out as a fairy tale romance soon hits shaky ground for us and spirals out of control. Disappointment and failure with Greg’s Air Force career due to an unexpected health issue, the unforeseen lack of compatibility or intimacy in our relationship, and then the immediate unexpected unplanned pregnancy to deal with, I find myself in an unstable marriage at nineteen.
Imagine my shock and dismay when with our dysfunctional sex life, lack of affection or attention from my husband, I get pregnant. My first gynecological check up at the Air Force base was an embarrassing and disconcerting visit. The doctor told me that I had a badly tipped uterus and that it would be extremely difficult for me to conceive. Because of my strict religious beliefs any form of birth control besides the “rhythm” method was prohibited—to have intercourse during the time of the month when you are not ovulating. That method was as unpredictable as the weather.
 So I forego his offer to write a script for the pill, and on that rare time that we have sex without a condom, I find myself pregnant. My advice to anyone who has a badly tipped uterus is to make sure that you are on top—works like a charm. I’m unprepared to become a young mother; I am most likely prematurely married, especially shouldn’t be married to Greg. He is appalled that I get pregnant and wants me to get an abortion. An abortion—my God, I’ve already committed enough mortal sins, I’d never consider that. At that instant moment I am determined and resolute that whatever happens with Greg, the unhappy marriage, the abuse sustained by him and my mother, that I will love, cherish, spoil, protect, nurture and never mistreat or abuse my child. 
The first time I visit an actual psychic, I am an inexperienced, innocent, naive girl of twenty one—bewildered, floundering and searching. So after a perceptive friend professes that she gleans clarity and benefit from the powers, senses discord and confusion surrounding my aura, I take the plunge. At this juncture I am extremely skeptical yet receptive and inquisitive—recall that crazy gypsy on the boardwalk at the Jersey Shore. Nina asks me if I’ve ever been to a séance or had my Tarot cards read—I hadn’t.
 I am adventurous Sag and don’t see the harm that could possibly come from going to see her psychic. I am hesitant at the time to entertain a séance. But I try most anything; keep an open mind, fearless and amenable to experience most things. I attempt to discover something every day, be it a new menu, product or challenge. I love talking to strangers, read whatever I can get my hands on and always willing to learn, but more importantly to listen.
I arrange to meet Nina’s psychic. The clairvoyant is located in a neighboring town in a weathered clapboard house that appears ominous, dark and in disrepair. He is a young obese man weighing over three hundred pounds—his face, though, is angelic and his voice childlike, tender and soft. Sitting in an enormous over-stuffed wing chair in the corner of his dimly lit parlor, I feel like I’m in an eerie Alfred Hitchcock movie. I’m nervous yet excited, but certainly not fully prepared for his wild predictions. At the time I find myself in this unhappy, ungratified marriage to Greg—a bewildered and stressed-out wife and young mother. Some of the prognostications scare me to death.
After the enlightening reading which describes my personality, habits, traits and basic talents to a tee, I’m totally mesmerized by the insight and perception of this enormous seer’s forecast. How does he know all this stuff? It can’t be simply an educated guess. Then as he reads the cards, his predictions, which flow with such alacrity, shocks the hell out of me. 
	He forecast that I am headed for a lengthy and bitter divorce. Divorce—I’m not even thinking about a potential divorce. He says that I’ll even have trouble selling the house. I cannot fathom the possibility of ever divorcing, although miserable with Greg in a loveless marriage, never mind having to sell the adorable starter home we have moved into only recently. What really knocks me for a loop is that the psychic predicts that I’ll be married for a total of three times. Three times—I think this massive guru is totally daft.
This revelation is the most alarming and disconcerting prediction, in particular, as a strict Roman Catholic girl. Not only is divorce forbidden by my rigid religious Italian family, but by stringent Church teachings and rulings—surely to both excommunicate me. At this point I truly believe in the sanctity of marriage, so I’m disillusioned, confused and conflicted. I don’t understand how I find myself in this predicament. Is it my fault? What did I do wrong? Am I doomed to burn in hell? Can I handle the stigma? Will I stay or will I leave Greg? Where will I go? What will happen to me, never mind my faith?
Along with this peculiar disclosure I’m also told many unbelievable prognostications that eventually come to pass. I struggle to understand and comprehend the outcome of these events that take place throughout decades during my adult life. In retrospect I should have seen a psychic before I ever considered the marriage to Greg. My psychic intervention is unnerving, and it is tough to look back over one’s earlier mistakes. 
Having been raised by a strict and domineering mother, I am stifled by her from early childhood.  Her physical and emotional abuse prevents me from becoming all that I envision. As an obsessive-compulsive, domineering and dictatorial, she suppresses me. My room is her room—my clothes selected and approved by her. My cherished possessions discarded by her at whim. I can never please her, no matter how hard I try. She embarrasses me in front of friends and dates chosen and approved by her. I’m ridiculed and never encouraged or complimented for my many accomplishments.
 Confrontation is a daily occurrence. In retrospect my mother takes out her frustrations on me—yet I am the one frustrated. The piece de resistance is when I realize that my mother’s aspirations for me are to become a mere secretary instead of earning a college degree. It’s more important that my younger disinterested brother goes to university. I’m a victim of backwards thinking. I should defy my mother and walk away—underage and stripped of confidence or the means, naturally this is impossible. As a result I unwittingly seek out a husband who acts the same unfortunately. I begin to follow paths I would never have chosen for myself—the painful results unconsciously influenced by a psychic reading?
During this time I struggle to cope with discontent in a miserable situation. I blame myself for every mistake and failure. Seeking out in desperation I consult a psychologist who succeeds to enlighten and encourage me with a few positive directives. I am apprehensive to meet with a shrink at first, but he offers judicious advice.
 Dr. J challenges me to be realistic about my dysfunctional marriage and identify the abuse issues with my mother in particular. The shrink assures me that there is nothing wrong with me mentally or emotionally. He persuades me to find an outlet that will boost my ego and provide a sense of satisfaction while I deal with the turmoil and disgruntlement in my marriage.
As it happens I fall into an exciting and unexpected singing engagement with a local band. One of my many talents is an incredible voice range to include first and second soprano as well as alto. From belting out a song perched on the kitchen table for relatives as a kid and years as the star in the Church choir, song is something I do excel at and enjoy. This provides a satisfying outlet to boost my confidence and is a temporary and part time escape from the difficulties at home. Unfortunately this will exacerbate the discord on the home front with Greg. 
 I separate from Greg as result of his escalating dissatisfaction with my attempt to strive for independence, attention and gratification elsewhere. His displeasure and fury rears an unanticipated and hurtful blow across my face during a heated argument. Not only am I shocked by his inappropriate behavior but will lose forever trust and respect for this cowardly man. To make matters worse we encounter issues, precipitated by him, that potentially could squelch the closing of our home. How did the psychic know this would happen? I swear I’ll never marry again! But the guru further predicts that I will, and that I’ll have a total of four children, not necessarily four pregnancies or my own. This prognostication is totally farfetched and absurd.
Eventually while trying to redefine, regroup and work to support my only child (Liz is only two and a half at the time) I do meet another man. I vow not to marry Drew Lawton for numerous reasons—rather test the waters and perhaps down the road live with him. I worry he may have a drinking problem, as well as the responsibility of three young children to support. But Drew is extremely persuasive and does present a strong case for financial stability. Most importantly he adores Liz. He loves his own children and treats Liz like his own.
Drew is an attractive, intelligent, and successful man with a wonderful personality, but nine years older than me. Maybe I need a mature man. He has gorgeous blue eyes, slightly balding, and five feet nine; his appearance and personality the complete opposite of Greg, and this oddly enough attracts me. From the moment we meet Drew showers me with attention and affection, treats me like a lady, and shows a genuine interest in my talents and in me. Having never experienced this type of treatment naturally I am infatuated.
For some unknown and arcane reason Greg has a disgruntled ego problem over my association with Drew. Why I haven’t a clue. Although he rarely exercises visitation with Liz, Greg demonstrates how vindictive he can be to exploit Liz as a pawn in our continuous divorce settlement agreement battle. I’d never recommend a No-Fault Divorce to anyone, where you have to wait eighteen months in separation for it to be finalized—time is the enemy. Greg remarries immediately after our divorce. Actually this surprises me. Unbeknownst to me at the time I learn the hard way that the terms in a divorce settlement agreement remain negotiable.
He then stoops really low, hires a private detective, and then proceeds to demonstrate in Court that he can provide a more rewarding, suitable and stable home life for our daughter. Out of necessity, to avoid losing Liz potentially in a bitter custody war with Greg—it’s on to marriage number two, and in essence, I now have a total of four children. The damn psychic is right again.
Life with Drew is a roller coaster of conflicting highs and lows, ups and downs, satisfactions and displeasures. The only bright spot during this lunacy is that I do adore and nurture his children as my own. We start a mortgage brokerage business together that becomes quite lucrative. I am transformed into the Stepford Wife Drew wants and needs.
 I become an active member of his Episcopal Church, strive to be an adept Bridge player, attend Ali-non to hopefully improve the handling of his addiction. I am the quintessential hostess and gourmet cook—our beautiful Colonial home immaculate. Told what I must serve for parties and business dinners. My wardrobe and my friends had to be approved by him. My activities and whereabouts always monitored.  I never seemed to please him just like with my mother no matter how many hoops I managed to go through. The similarities were becoming frightening.
  For every thoughtful and endearing gift, exciting and exotic vacation or pleasurable moment or experience, there are many more overshadowed by his escalating verbal, emotional and eventual physical abuse. One time I’m slammed with the phone, another almost thrown off/over the elevated patio deck. I learn to avoid any confrontation when he is inebriated. Actually walk around on pins and needles.
 Living with Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde is unpredictable, dangerous and unhealthy. In fact medical issues predicted by the psychic rear their ugly heads as I struggle first to deal with a breast cancer scare, fortunately the lump is benign, and then with a benign thyroid tumor requiring surgery that adversely affects my vocal chords permanently. The stress is overwhelming and takes a toll on me physically.
Drew’s alcohol problem in particular becomes too much for me to handle mentally or physically, and I find myself with divorce number two. The prenuptial agreement I signed leaves me with a pittance of the wealth we have built together, but all I care about is preserving what’s left of my sanity, safety and to take care of and shelter Liz.  When Drew’s drinking starts to adversely affect the children, along with the severity of his spiraling out of control condition, it makes my departure is imminent. 
 I’m resolute to never-ever marry again, as I struggle to rebuild and create anew at only twenty eight years old. So resourceful and resilient I forge ahead with the blueprint for my life, trying to decipher exactly how I fit into, or don’t fit into, a master plan. I never lose hope, faith or trust that I can creatively fashion and design an acceptable set of blueprints. I begin to realize the frightening pattern of repeat abuse that must come to an end. Defeated, depressed, frustrated and perplexed what I need is positive change and to forge ahead.
	Not long after settling in South Florida where my entire family relocates recently, I secure a respectable administrative position in downtown Ft. Lauderdale. My mother’s foresight to send me to a secretarial college does afford me the capability to always find a descent job. It’s difficult to admit that she is right. I purchase a modest, comfortable townhouse and settle Liz into her new school. With optimistic enthusiasm, a fresh routine and the sunshine environment, we are on our way to a much needed semblance of normalcy—or so I hope.
As a result of my second divorce, Greg seizes the opportunity and proceeds to keep me in Court for taking a minor child out of the State of New Jersey without his permission, which is a bogus claim. My trusting naiveté and mistake is taking him at his word and not documenting his concurrence for relocation in writing. Then he strategically keeps reducing his financial responsibilities associated with our original agreement and its terms. For three decades I am embroiled with legal matters making it a long-standing, more than bitter divorce, one for the record books and again according to the psychic’s prophecy.
Liz and I love Florida, the tropical foliage and warm weather suits us well. She is happy and enjoys her new friends, especially the equestrian riding lessons at a nearby ranch. We spend many weekends in Keys and with my family. I meet and date a few men, but marriage and men in general are simply not a priority. I go through the “I hate men stage.” 
	At the office I’m introduced to a handsome interior designer who sweeps me off my feet. I do try to resist his initial advances and try to talk myself out of the possibility of any sort of relationship with him. I might be willing to eventually live with John Malone or possibly another man, but I don’t want marriage.
He’s just over six feet tall with sandy blonde hair and green eyes, a beaming smile, broad shoulders, great legs and in excellent shape. John is a good Christian man, loves family (has a four-year old daughter), can really make me laugh, and he is extremely intelligent and talented. Do you really think I could possibly resist?
	 Well I can’t, and John, who is fortunately the complete opposite of Greg or Drew, is not only irresistible but determined and adept in changing my mind. He’ll also fill my entire existence with normalcy, happiness, trust and love—all that has been missing in my life to that point. With John there is harmony, no ridicule or competition, never abuse.
And so true to psychic prophecy I marry for a third time, vowing that since the psychic predicts that I’ll be married three times, that I’ll never-ever experience another divorce or ever marry again. After all, three strikes and you are out, Carrie! I’ll use everything in my power to make this marriage successful, thrive and last—no matter what that takes. This marriage is to be over-the-top in balance; stable, strong and abuse-free, emotionally and physically—one to definitely last a lifetime.
 John and I will become best of friends, passionate lovers and equal partners in our personal and professional lives. We will start our own interior design firm and work together twenty four hours a day. Work will be effortless, although never hassle free, but shortly our business becomes a lucrative success. We are talented and accomplished in our profession—comfortable and content in our marriage blessed with loyalty, love and laughter—truly a unique partnership. 
 I attest that this is ECNAMOR—romance backwards—I should have met and married John first. Unfortunately this is one of many backward events that still haunt me that take place in my life.

