


THE IMPORTANCE OF RUNNING AWAY EVERY NOW AND THEN

(or how we got to live in Italy)
!!

Introduction
!!
The air was chilly and I was uncomfortable the moment I stepped out the door.  I 

almost went back to put on something warmer, but then I would be late so I continued 
on my morning routine of a one hour walk.   Late in September…the 25th.   
Connecticut.   Leaves falling everywhere and making piles of color in outrageous 
combinations of scarlet red, sunshine yellow, pale rusty brown.  All worries fading as 
the air, the colors, the smell of fall took over my senses.   
!

Half way into it, I had a thought.  A clear thought.  I am done with this. It was more 
than a thought……it was a declaration so strong that I could feel my heels digging in, 
even though I was power-walking.   And then, of course, one thought led to another.   
It has to change.  No one is going to change anything for me.  I have to find a way to 
do it myself.  How can I get out of the life I am leading right now and into the one I 
want to lead.  And what, exactly, would that be anyway?  
!

Hell, it wasn’t a bad life…..this union of Miss Smarty Pants and Mr. Big Shot (what 
our respective parents liked to call us).  We married young 25 years ago, had two 
blondie baby girls right up front, and then proceeded to live life eagerly and happily 
with some pretty interesting side trips by way of late blooming college degrees and 
changes of careers.  But now, only just now, I was feeling the pull of our original 
romantic idea of going off together to Italy and France with whatever money we could 
muster and not coming back until the money ran out.   That I was feeling this right 
now was no mystery to me.   Mr. Big Shot himself was nearly a year into recovery from 
open heart surgery…….recovered well but still suffering from a sucker punch of a 
depression.  Just couldn’t get around it.    Both of the blondes were gone….moved on to 
college and the promise of a future outside of our tiny New England town.  My dad, my 
second favorite man in the whole world, had just suffered a stroke and was 
rebounding, but slowly.  Just about the only thing cranking along like always was me.  
Nice job in a great design firm, but demanding in terms of time because I had to 
commute nearly an hour each way.  Because of the middle age horror fast approaching, 
exercise had to figure in here somehow hence the morning walk ritual to keep the old 
frame intact.   To this add shopping, cleaning, cooking, maintaining contact with the 
blondes, parents, friends while gingerly trying to fix a depression that wasn’t mine to 
fix and I think you’ll get some idea of where my head was when I walked out the door 
that morning.  
!

I couldn’t have described what I wanted my life to become, I just knew that I was 
drowning in all the responsibilities, all the “shoulds” that I found myself facing.   It 
seemed as if I was just one track away from my real self, my real thoughts, my real 
wishes.   That’s where the answers to all my life questions would be found, I just knew 
it.   But I felt I had to shake things up, flip things upside down for a minute, in order 



to switch tracks.  I knew I wanted to do it.  And the more I thought that way, the 
bolder I became.     
!

By the time I got back home an hour later, I knew what I had to do.   I had an 
idea.   I had a plan.   And I already knew that I had a partner in crime who was going 
to jump at the chance to move on.   And boy, did he ever.    
!

The idea was an old one.  Right from the start we had wanted to go off to Italy and 
France together…..to live a somewhat non-traditional life for a while and then come 
back to make a more traditional life for ourselves.  Well…..jobs, babies, life itself, 
intervened and we never quite got there.  Why not do it now, I thought, in my new-
found boldness?
!

The plan, as it turns out, was not as difficult as I thought it would be.  As we 
struggled (for about 8 years running) to come up with college tuitions every year, we 
used to joke about sending off the final payment and then pretending there was just 
one more to go…..and then using that sum to reward ourselves for a job well done.  
Why not embrace that thought and let it be the budget for the adventure?
!

The last obstacle looming was the timing.  When to do this?  Since we had lived for a 
number of years with the curse of a seasonal business, always searching for a pursuit 
in the off months, the answer was easy.  We suddenly saw the situation differently…..it 
was a gift rather than a curse because it offered us a 3-month window of opportunity.
!

And so there it was…..all merging together in that one-hour march……an idea, a 
plan, a budget, a time frame.
!

Three months later we were on our way.
!!!!!!!!!!!!!
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End of Part 1

The Importance of Running Away Every Now and Then
!!

 We crossed the border into Italy with very mixed emotions.  Italy was, after all, 
the main focus of this adventure since our intention was to find and reunite with my 
father’s family in Le Marche, on the Adriatic Sea.  We never intended to become so 
enamoured with France, but we did.  It seems that wherever we found ourselves…..city, 
country, shore, inland village….we were happy to be there.  It was a big surprise.  
!

 Another surprise was to discover just how happy and well-suited we seemed to 
be as travelers.  By now, we had been on the road for more than a month and aside 
from the occasional melt down (usually caused by a budget crisis) we were getting 
along very well and enjoying the adventure and welcoming the next new experience.  
!

 We began to be homesick less and curious about the next vista more.  And that 
fundamental emotional shift would play a very important role in the decisions we were 
abouit to make regarding our future.  
!

 Italy, here we come…….  
!


