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Chapter One 
 

Luna rested her chin in her hand, gazing out the grimy bus window and 
wished for the tenth time that day she was more like people.  It wasn’t 
only her unusual name that set her apart, though that had given her plenty 
of grief in her thirty-two years.  All through grade and middle school, her 
classmates had seized upon her shyness and taunted her with calls of  
“Loony Luna.”  Even as an adult, forced into situations where she had to 
introduce herself, the reaction from others was at best a raised eyebrow, 
and at worst, a nervous chuckle. 

It wasn’t just her name, either, that made her feel as if she didn’t fit 
in.  Her eyes were a strange mixture of deep blue and emerald green, 
fringed with a rare set of double eyelashes, and much too large for her 
small face.  Looking at her reflection in the mirror, she was okay with the 
remaining features.  Her face was heart-shaped, with a small nose and 
full lips.  A mass of curly dark brown hair framed her countenance, 
maddening her with its refusal to stay pulled back into a braid or 
ponytail, tendrils always escaping and tickling her cheeks. 

No, she thought, as her hand slipped when the bus made a sudden 
lurch, it wasn’t only the name and her enormous eyes.  Though she lived 
in San Francisco, one of the most advanced and beautiful cities in the 
world, and was comfortable there, she was bewildered by modern 
technology.  She knew she wasn’t stupid, but often faced frustration 
trying to operate even the most common devices.  It was only through 
sheer determination and a semester of intensive classes she had mastered 
working with computers.  Success at programming her microwave oven 
or VCR was sporadic. 

 
Shaking out of her thoughts, she reached up to pull the signal cord 

as the bus neared her stop.  She gathered up her backpack, heavy with 
textbooks, and her briefcase, and squeezed past the other weary 
strangers, nearly losing her balance as the vehicle careened to the curb. 
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The sky was dark and clear, though the air was still warm for a late 
September evening. Hoisting her backpack over her shoulder, she walked 
the few blocks to her neighborhood, stopping briefly at the local market 
for bread, milk, and small cans of salmon 

Digging her keys out of her jean pocket as she walked up the stairs 
to the entrance to her apartment building, she opened the heavy metal 
security door and let it close behind her with a clang.  Balancing her 
bags, she used another key to open her mailbox and stuffed the envelopes 
and catalogs on top of her groceries.  Opting for the stairs over the 
ancient and unpredictable elevator, she took the steps two at a time up 
the five flights to the top floor. 

Breathing lightly – the daily trips up those stairs combined with all 
the other walking she did had made her strong and lean – she opened the 
door to her apartment, hearing a slight thud inside as she turned the key.  
A small orange cat with yellow eyes rubbed her legs, meowing 
insistently, as she pushed her way inside. “Jeez, George, give me a 
chance to get inside, will ya?”  Pushing the door closed behind her with 
her hip, she dumped her backpack and briefcase on the sofa and carried 
the grocery bag into the compact galley-like kitchen.  George leaped 
gracefully up onto the counter and batted at the bag with his paw, 
continuing to meow at her.  Reaching inside to remove the contents, she 
dug around in a drawer for the can opener, and quickly dumped a can of 
salmon into a small dish, placing it on the wide windowsill.  The cat 
followed her every move and quieted down as he ate. 

Stowing the milk in the small refrigerator, Luna collapsed on the 
camelback sofa in the living room and stretched her legs out on the small 
coffee table. She gazed around; pleased to be home and surrounded by 
her own things.  The apartment was tiny and crammed with antique 
furnishings, books and records.  Besides the kitchen and living room, 
there was only a bedroom – most of its floor space taken up with a 
queen-sized iron bed she found at a flea market – and a bathroom, 
complete with a slightly chipped claw foot tub.  In addition to the sofa 
and coffee table, the living room was equipped with a large mahogany 
rocking chair Luna discovered in a local thrift store, and tenderly 
restored, using her tiny balcony as a workspace to keep the varnish 
fumes from overpowering her.  A steamer trunk sat in the corner; full of 
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books, with more books and records piled precariously on top.  A frayed 
but vibrant Oriental rug covered the hardwood floors and brightly 
colored silk cushions softened the hard lines of the sofa. 

The walls were covered with framed reproductions of some of her 
favorite Impressionist paintings, along with a scattering of opera posters. 
A floor lamp with a fringed silk shade was poised next to the sofa, 
casting a warm glow over the small room. 

Luna had lived in the apartment for a little more than two years, 
sleeping on cushions on the floor for the first several weeks while she 
accumulated enough money to begin purchasing her treasures.  She had 
moved to San Francisco from Sacramento when the factory she was 
working in closed down, and luckily found a good job in the financial 
reporting department of a national accounting firm.  Always good with 
numbers, once she mastered the computer system, she quickly 
demonstrated proficiency and understanding that impressed her 
supervisor.  She was told early on, though, that advancement with the 
firm would only come with a college degree. While advancement for the 
sake of a title or prestige didn’t interest her, she was practical enough to 
realize that money was always going to be an issue if she wanted to 
continue to live in the city. 

Luna had dropped out of college in the middle of her junior year 
when her father had become disabled at work, and took the factory job to 
help make ends meet.  Using the tax refund from her first year at her new 
job, she signed up for several night courses and could finally see the light 
at the end of the tunnel. She had only a few more credits to complete to 
get her degree.   

Tonight’s class was economics, a course she found challenging and 
somewhat dull.  But it was required and she slogged her way through, 
often studying until after midnight to keep up with the tedious homework 
assignments. 

Scanning the mail, she found she was looking forward to the next 
night’s class.  On a whim, she had selected an art class as one her 
electives.  She had always enjoyed sketching and doodling as a child, 
drawn to it as she was to many solitary occupations. The first two weeks’ 
classes had been fun and she was pleased with her efforts so far. 
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Rising from the sofa, she grabbed her keys and trotted up yet 
another staircase to the roof in search of salad fixings.  It had taken her 
weeks to work up the courage to ask the landlord if she could use the 
roof for a small garden.  The old man had looked at her closely, and 
kindly agreed, extracting a promise from her for fresh tomatoes. “The 
tomatoes at the stores, bah, they have no flavor.  A fresh tomato, that’s 
what I want.  So, yes, young lady, you may plant your garden.  But you 
be careful up there – no falling off!” he had said.  Shyly promising to be 
careful, and that he’d be the first one to receive tomatoes providing she 
could get them to grow, she sprang into action. 

She took the train down the peninsula to a nursery one weekend and 
lugged home pots, soil and seeds in a collapsible shopping wagon with 
wheels. Seed catalogs soon became her favorite reading matter.  In a few 
weeks, she not only had huge, juicy tomatoes, but also lettuce, 
cucumbers, and carrots.  Luna slowly expanded the garden, adding herbs 
and an assortment of flowers.  Flipping on a light as she opened the roof 
door, she smiled at her “farm.”  Vegetable season was waning, but her 
flowers still bloomed cheerfully.  Grabbing a basket, she filled it with the 
last of the lettuce and tomatoes, digging deep into the soil for one last 
carrot.  Locking the door behind her, she returned to her flat and 
delighted in the freshness of her large salad. 

Turning on some classical music, Luna took a bath. Wrapped in her 
robe, she worked on her economics class assignment until she could no 
longer keep her eyes open.  George, lying on the end of her bed, slowly 
opened one eye and meowed in annoyance when she climbed under the 
blanket. 
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