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My hope and intention is that when reading this book, you will escape into a magical, mystical and
joyful place. This story will activate parts of your imagination that you didn’t know existed!
I also, hope this journey will allow you to view the yourself, others and the world you live in with more
love and acceptance.
If you are enjoying this journey, please share it by taking a screenshot and using #GirlAwakened.
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Chapter One
My mother taught me what I once thought were life’s greatest lessons—
and she did so totally through example. Smart, diligent, focused, her lips
perpetually painted red—she showed me that most of life is manageable as
long as you keep a straight head, a tube of Estee Lauder in your purse, and a
purpose in your step. I loved her for it, but I damned her for it too. Because
what’s a girl supposed to do when she’s hit with one doozy after another?
Years ago, right when Lucas and I were first falling in love, we took
a vacation to Hawaii. We headed to the beach on our first day—it was
impossible to resist—and jumped into the flat, glassy Pacific seconds after we
threw down our towels. Out of nowhere, an enormous set of waves arrived.
Lifeguards bleated horns from their towers, high surf signs were erected all
about the sand, and parents grabbed their kids and hurried them towards
higher grounds. I didn’t know all of this while it was happening. I only knew
that my desire to survive was larger and more demanding than anything else.
I dove into the face of wave after wave, emerging with glee and relief that I’d
survived…only to see another set on the horizon. And another.
That’s what life felt like then, when it was all starting to collapse and
change: You come up for air, thinking it’s safe, then, suddenly, another killer
swell arrives. I’d broken up with Lucas, the man I considered The One. I’d
totaled my brand-new Subaru Outback in an accident that, thank goodness,
left me with just a few scrapes but whole trunk-loads of terror. My uncle was
running for mayor while also trying to run, or should I say ruin, my life.
Work had been turning me into an insomniac, and I was battling depression
for the first time ever. Nothing else could happen. Right?
But when I spilled a vanilla latte on my lap on a Tuesday afternoon in
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November, it—not the boy, not the car, not my uncle, not the trouble I was
having at work—was enough to set me over the edge. I was livid. Devastated.
I was FML and every curse word I’d ever heard, in infinite combinations. I’d
never smoked a day in my life but suddenly wanted a cigarette—that’s how
I’ve had it I was.
So when I opened the door to my beloved condo—a two-bedroom,
white-walled beauty in the heart of Atlanta’s trendiest and most walkable
neighborhood—I wanted nothing more than a glass of wine, a chocolate
bar longer than LeBron’s torso, the cuddly warmth of my dog Honey, and a
good, swearing sesh with Rose. (Maybe Thai too.) What I didn’t want was to
walk through the front door and feel—no, know—that life as I knew it had
irrevocably changed.
The light was off, and I don’t mean of the flick on and flick off kind. It was
somber. “Honey?” I called out. “Honey?” I stepped in further, and wished I
didn’t live alone. The air was so quiet, so still.
A fifteen-pound bundle of sweetness and unconditional dog-love usually
came racing to the door to greet me. It was, hands-down, the best part of my
day. But that day? Nothing.
As I swept through the house, the knowledge that something was off,
even awful, grew stronger. Honey wasn’t curled up on the sofa or hiding
in the pantry or in any of her usual spots. Then I noticed my back door
swinging on its hinges, where it led to the garden outside. I grabbed my keys
and ran. My condo was in a quiet complex, a friendly area with huge oak
trees and lawns that took “manicured” to the next level. Honey loved to run
in them, and the neighbors loved her right back.
But next to those pristine sidewalks was a busy road that curved sharply
around a bend and towards the suburbs. Drivers flew by, barely paying
attention. “Watch where you’re going!” my father had yelled last time he’d
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taken Honey out on a walk, on one of his rare visits to Atlanta. No one had
even turned their head.
I longed for my dad now as I ran through the trees calling her name.
My knees nearly buckled as I sped down the road, impervious to the frigid
air and the ice below me. The optimistic side of me—my usual M.O.—saw
Honey accidentally getting out and making it a few steps before a neighbor
gathered her in her arms and took her inside. She was bundled up on some
blankets by a fire, I let myself think, just waiting to hear my voice.
Or not, the less optimistic side of me whispered. And that sent my legs on
fire.
She has to be here somewhere, I continued to whisper to myself as I ran.
And run I did, till my quads burned. Panting and out of breath, I reached the
main road in record time.
That’s when my heart dropped right into my stomach: Honey, with her
glossy blonde fur, in the middle of the road. She was lying on her side—a side
that was darkened by a halo of dark, fresh blood. Oh. My. God. And those
anonymous, unyielding drivers? They were paused around her in a standstill.
A woman gripped her steering wheel, looking like she was about to cry.
“Honey!” I screeched and fled towards her. I slipped on an ice patch, my butt
hitting the asphalt hard. A hand reached out for me and I took it without
looking and stood, then let go and walked-ran towards my sweet Honey, my
everything. She was the one relationship I could always count on.
A minivan swerved around me, the driver wailing on his horn, and I was
too preoccupied to give him the finger. My pulse thundered in my ears. My
legs were jelly. I began to say a prayer but it’d been so long since I’d asked
for divine intervention, I didn’t even know where to start. I felt a hand on
my upper arm then, steadying me, and in disbelief I turned to find a man
standing so calmly in the center of it all. It was like I’d stumbled into his own
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private, mid-Atlanta-street ashram. His white shimmering hair, his alabaster
beard, his gentle, crystal-blue eyes—was I, not Honey, the one on the brink of
dying?
“I’m holding the traffic, hon,” he said, tearing me out of the clouds and
slamming me back into my reality. He nodded towards the scene. “Go get
your dog.”
A glance ahead revealed that the cars were at a dead stop, not a horn to
be heard. I looked behind me at the man, baffled—was he responsible for
the calm, for parting the sea of cars? I didn’t have time to ponder it. I called
out Honey’s name again and dashed over and knelt beside her. She wasn’t
moving, but her eyes were open in a glassy, vacant stare. When she saw me,
she whimpered once, then closed her eyes with what I knew was her final
breath.
I have not been through much trauma in my life. Breaking up with Lucas,
seeing my car smashed in pieces—that seemed gravy. Nothing could
compare to the tsunami of despair that suddenly engulfed me. But with it
also came something else: Anger, fierce and loud, a wave in itself.
The white-haired man stooped beside me as other drivers blatantly stared
without moving or, worse, looked the other way. “I’m so sorry. May I help
you carry her?”
“You’re k-k-kind,” I managed to get out, feeling the cold rise underneath
my pants, and with it, a new frostiness to my heart. I stood, wobbled, stood
again, and put my hands on my hips. I glanced around, felt that anger ascend.
Who was the effing culprit? And how could I find them to ensure, absolutely
ensure, they’d pay? I turned towards the man. “I’m sorry.” I was all businesslike, the ballsy tone I’m convinced Becky hired me for arriving full-on. I gave
him a wincey-fake smile. “I need to be alone right now, and I need to do this
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myself.”
“I understand,” he murmured. “I’m very sorry for your loss, miss.” Part of
my chest fell. I didn’t have time to acknowledge it. I had mayhem to create,
revenge to exact. The strange but soft man backed away, looking behind him
at something unseen.
I scooped up Honey. She was lighter, somehow, with life wrenched out
of her. If only I’d come home earlier instead of stopping for that latte. If only
people weren’t so mindless. If only, just for once in these last few weeks of
heartbreak, life could play on my terms. If only—
“Ma’am, I’m holding the traffic so you can cross the street,” the man said
and for the oddest reason I caught a subtle but definite hint of lavender in
the air. Sirens shook me out of the brief reverie it created; an ambulance was
heading our way in the sudden darkness, the streetlights veiled with fog. I
didn’t want to deal with authorities, the questions and forms and—
Oh dear god. My dog is dead. Dead! HONEY!
FML to infinity.
I did my best to carry Honey away with some dignity but I hardly made it
to the sidewalk before the tears started. I began the walk home, burying my
head in her fur, getting her blood all over my shirt, when it occurred to me
that I should thank the weird, white-haired man. I turned towards the scene.
Everyone was back in their cars, heading towards their own heartbreaks and
joys; Netflix, homemade dinners and kids and jobs and long, hot showers
and basketball in the driveway. There was no white head in the crowd, no
pudgy figure loping down the street. If I hadn’t just felt his hand on my
shoulder, I would have thought I’d dreamed him up entirely.
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Chapter TWO
Not many people get to live in the same condo complex as their childhood
best friend’s—and if they do, it’s usually because they haven’t gone very far
in the first place. Neither was the case with Rose and me, though, and we
still somehow managed to find condos all of sixty-eight feet apart from each
other. That evening with Honey, I had never been more grateful for the fact
that she chose to move not only to Atlanta but also to my building.
“Samantha?” She looked to Honey in my arms and back up at me and I
could tell she was doing her best not to cry. Something shook in me. That
sweetness in my best friend, that sense that we felt most of life’s sadness in
sync, gave me permission to cry. And I mean really, really, fall down to my
knees, let the snot fly and mascara smear ugly cry.
The beautiful thing about Rose is that she knows when not to probe. She
came back from her car within seconds and, with the old army blanket she
kept in her backseat, wrapped Honey up and set her just outside the back
door. Then she took another blanket—the plush icicle-blue one I kept on my
sofa—and wrapped me up too. She rubbed my back with the palm of her
hand, our knees touching.
“You don’t have—” I started. I wanted to tell her she didn’t need to see
this or deal with this after her own recent bout of heartbreak—she’d recently
endured a rather brutal breakup with a man who turned out to have lots of
“friends” on SnapChat—but she shushed me.
“Not now. Just rest.”
I did as she suggested, closing my eyes against it all. After a few
moments, I could feel Rose gently stretching my legs out on the couch
and slipping off my boots; heard her talking in a quiet tone on the phone;
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smelled coffee brewing. Outside, it began to rain. I started to drift, seeing
images of Honey as a puppy—my parents bought her for me for my sixteenth
birthday, a concession to my younger demands for a sibling—and later, on
my way towards becoming an adult, coming home from college, tipsy and
simultaneously sentimental and excited after bar hopping with old friends,
only to find Honey waiting up for me by the door, patiently curled up. The
stories I told her, then, all my dreams and desires and fears and goals, with
her head in my lap as my parents slept upstairs. Oh, the places we would go.
When I woke up, my cousin Anna was in the chair beside me, reading
Richard Bach’s Illusions—some book a distant aunt sent me before she
inexplicably disappeared. I’d never bothered to read it. Souls, inner messiahs,
ageless “truths”—the whole thing seemed ridiculous to me. Who had time to
think about such things? Still, I was happy to see Anna there, her brown hair
pushed behind her tiny ears. The mere sight of her made my heart feel better.
She slid a Post-it note into the book to hold her place. “Hi, how are ya
feeling?”
“Like I got hit with a Mack truck.” I offered her a weak smile. “You came
right away?”
Anna smiled softly. “As soon as Rose called me.” She gestured towards the
woods beyond the living room and the copse of Trident Maples that bloomed
red each May. “They should be done burying Honey soon.”
“They?” I asked. Oh, please, Rose. Please tell me you did not call Lucas.
“My dad and Rose.” She gave me an apologetic shrug. “We didn’t know
anyone else who owned a shovel, really.”
“That was nice of him to come.” I tried to ignore the nervousness that
crawled into my chest. I sat up and threw my legs onto the ground. I needed
to do something. I just didn’t know what. “I should pick some flowers for her
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grave,” I said.
“Rose already did. Tulips and daffodils from Mrs. Warren’s windowboxes.” Anna gave me a quick, sly grin. Mrs. Warren was our mysterious
neighbor, a super-petite redhead who always kept to herself. She lived in the
condo catty-corner from mine, drove an orange Mini Cooper, and had a
beautiful garden she quietly but relentlessly tended. I’d once heard her on her
patio in the middle of the night saying “Thank you. Thank you,” even though
no one was there. “We can go there now, if you’re ready.” Anna touched my
hand. She was seven years older and felt more like a sister than a cousin.
I followed her out the door and down through the trees, where Rose was
waiting, my uncle nowhere to be seen. The grave was little more than a lump,
the dirt on top so fresh it was a different color of brown-rust. Rose squeezed
my hand, and I tried to see through my tears to find the flowers.
“It’s okay,” Anna said, and in a blur I took her hand and walked back up
the hill, my breath catching as if I’d run for miles.
“I just don’t get it.” I glanced around and away from her eyes. One more
look and I might never stop crying. “How did she get out?”
“You could have left your door open on your way out this morning. Or
does Lucas have a key? His brother—what was his name again?”
“Damon.” I heard that old disgust emerge. My nemesis. “Lucas does, but
why would he come here? He got every last piece of his things when he left.”
“I don’t know, then.” Anna had married her college boyfriend Rick and had
three kids under the age five—two girls, both sweet (but one with a large side
of sassy) and an angelic son. I loved them all to the moon. She inspected her
nails and looked away; she always seemed stumped by break-ups and terrors
of the heart. “Sometimes, these things just happen.”
“That they do,” her father announced, appearing at the door.
Bill.
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Even his entrance defined him: Wholly absent for stretches of time and
then suddenly taking up an entire room. A patch of dirt darkened his cheek
and his shirt was unbuttoned enough to show the hair on his collarbone,
but otherwise, there he was, the wildly successful lawyer cum councilman,
polished and slick, so on track towards becoming mayor it made his eyes
slightly crazed. I couldn’t drive a mile without seeing an election sign blaring
his name.
“Thank you, Bill.” He and my mother looked like twins, but that’s where
their similarities stopped. “Uncle Bill,” I added quietly, and offered him a
one-armed hug.
“I’m sorry, kid. Losing a pet, it’s—”
“Thank you for helping,” Rose said as if on cue, bustling in with a box of
cookies and a pint of Halo’s cake batter ice cream. “Now, if you don’t mind,
Bill, I’m going to whisk this girl away to Star’s Hollow.” She turned to Anna.
“Wanna stay?”
Anna laughed. “As much as I love Gilmore Girls, I have my own girls at
home. A son too.” She gave Rose a hug and thanked her before wrapping me
in her arms. “Call me if you need anything, okay?” she whispered into my
ear.
“Okay.” I felt my uncle’s eyes on me. I wanted him out. Ten minutes ago.
Anna touched his arm and he followed her out the door, waving his arm
behind his shoulder, that politician smile returning so lightning fast it
delivered shivers.
Rose gave me an eye roll. “Let’s get some take-out and see what Rory’s up
to. You need to focus on the good things in life. Laughter always helps me
through hard times.” She pointed to the ice cream. “And dessert, of course.”
“Or just wine and Xanax,” I offered. “Preferably two bottles. Of both.”
“Wine, yes. But Xanax?”
I swallowed. Now was not the time to say anything. Besides, it wasn’t a
big deal—a pill here and there when I was anxious, which, yes, was quite
often lately but nothing worth worrying Rose about. Lucas used to give
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them to me on nights before big presentations at work. I slept like a baby,
the whole world soft as a cloud. “No. I was just joking. It’s just—” The condo
looked bigger without Honey, and not in a good way. No matter that Honey
was a tiny thing herself. I held a pillow against my face, not caring if I made a
mess of it.
“Oh, Sam.” Rose sat down beside me. “It just doesn’t seem fair, does it.”
“No. None of it.” I heard the tick of the refrigerator. The rain came down
in sheets outside, but with no force behind it—just one long, quiet weep.
How could my world have gone from so bright to so dark—and wet? I wiped
away a tear and reached for a Kleenex. “What a month.”
“Has Lucas called, texted?” she asked after a beat.
“Nothing.” I felt that hiccup of pain, that rush of shame. He’d put up a
wall and it was twenty-feet thick.
“Well, you know how he is. And he knows how you are. Once you make
up your mind you can’t be swayed.” She shrugged. “Come on! Don’t give me
that look. I’m certainly not sticking up for him, just trying to help you sort all
this out.”
“I know I made the right decision,” I moaned into the pillow, “but still.” I
felt like a cliché, but I didn’t care. Clichés exist for a reason, after all. “It hurts.
And now this. I mean, Honey. Honey.”
“She was with us for a long time,” Rose murmured, nodding, and I
realized it was not my sadness alone.
We eventually ordered pizza and watched reruns. Over the second bottle
of wine, we reminisced about our crazy adventures as kids. We’d grown up
on the same cul-de-sac, three houses apart, and loved and fought like sisters.
We celebrated every Spring Break together, and spent our summers working
at Rose’s mom’s boutique, Recollections, where 30%-off meant that we were
spending half of our paychecks on the store’s adorable clothes. To be that
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young again; to be that unharmed.
“It’s all going to be fine,” Rose said, as if she could hear my thoughts.
She yawned, those sweet stories fading as the promise of our alarm clocks
loomed in the not-s0-distant future.
I handed her what was left of the cookies. “Take these. Please, I beg of
you.”
She smiled, her face tired. “I’ll leave my door unlocked, just in case you
want some.” I felt a lightness in knowing she was so close.
But with the door closed and locked and the condo so still I could feel
my heartbeat, loneliness crept in—vast and dark—and a seed of doubt deep
sprouted. Are you sure? it countered. Are you sure everything is going to be
fine? I bowed my head, to what I do not know, and, glancing around, got the
bottle of Xanax out from the box under my bed. I dry-swallowed one, then
another, and clambered under the cool sheets, awaiting the delicious arrival
of nothingness. It was only then that I smelled that lavender again—faint,
distinct, there.
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