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ing at each other in a playful way. 
He looks at me with his big beauti-
ful brown eyes, the same eyes that 
sparkle just as strongly now as they 
did long ago. After 20 years of mar-

riage, you would think the 
sparkle would have faded, but 
frankly, I believe his sparkle is 
even stronger now. Michael’s 
eyes glow in the dark when 
looking at me. We are still 
very much in love, and we 
enjoy being with one another. 

As we watch the snowfall 
from our bedroom windows, 
our home feels safe and 
warm with Michael by my 

side. He kisses me and softly says, ‘I 
know one Valentine’s Day, you will 
be expecting something other than 
what’s in this box. I honestly can tell 
you this is my forever gift to you!’ I 

smile because I know that what is in 
this box is magical for the two of us. I 
look at him with a knowing smirk on 
my face and I can’t control my loud 
laughter. He begins to laugh with 
me and says, ‘Ro, I know what you 
are thinking. So, please go ahead and 
unwrap the gift I bought for you.’ 

I am pulling the beautifully 
wrapped gift apart and there, under-
neath the paper, you can see the 
words, Chanel No.5. I turn and look 
at him and he has a mischievous look 
on his handsome face. I sweetly ask 
him, “Is this a gift for me or you?” 
I know deep in my heart that this 
gift is for the two of us. But I will 
never say that to him. I want him to 
feel a trace of guilt that he gives me 
the same gift every Valentine’s Day. 

This perfume is not only his favor-
ite, but mine as well, even after 20 

years. We both start laughing at the 
same time. We are laughing so hard, 
now, we have to sit on the bed, so 
we don’t fall over. Michael makes my 
life happy and fun. Gabrielle ‘Coco’ 
Chanel had a superstitious belief in 
the virtues of the number five, which 
is why she chose the 5th scent sample 
presented to her by a Russian perfum-
er she hired to create “The scent of a 
woman.” Perhaps the number 5 does 
have some sort of power, however, for 
me, it’s the number 1. Michael is the 
first boyfriend I ever had and the only 
man I’ve ever been with. Michael is my 
one and only. Yes, for me, the number 
one is the most powerful number. 

He gently, with both of his 
hands, holds my face close to his. 
He kisses my forehead, cheeks and 
then my lips. I still quiver when he 
kisses me! He whispers in my ear, 
‘Happy Valentine’s Day, baby!’ 

Then he begins to rub my stom-
ach because in 5 weeks, I am giving 
birth to our 12th baby. I am think-
ing if I use this bottle of Chanel 
too soon, I am sure to be pregnant 
with baby number 13. So, for now, 
I will put this away for safekeeping.

I know many people, especially 
in our family, believe we are crazy 
with all the children. But that’s not 
how Michael and I see life. We feel 
the more babies we have, the more 
our home will be filled with love. 

“If it were possible, I know 
Michael and I could go for another 
20 years spritzing Chanel No.5 
all over my body. I turn away but 
quickly turn back towards his face. 
I want to tell him how happy I 
am that he has, again, given me a 
lovely gift. I kiss his lips and smile 
at the happiness I feel for our love.

I tell him, “There is no other 
for me than you.” I continue in a 
whisper, as I am looking deep into 
his loving eyes, “Happy Valentine’s 
Day to my true love.” I am sure 
Chanel had Michael in mind when 
she chose this scent. Her thought 
was to create a woman’s perfume 
that would encompass the scent of a 
woman and I believe she succeeded. 
However, to Michael and me, this 
is not just the scent of a woman, it’s 
the scent of passion and true love. PRH
Josephine B. Pasquarello
JosephineBPasquarello@gmail.com

I
t’s Thursday, February 14, 1952. On my bedside table, there is a 
box wrapped in shimmery red paper and a silver velvet bow. As I 
reach to pick up the box and shake it, Michael takes both of my 
hands in his and begins to slowly kiss each one as he looks into 
my eyes. A very familiar warmth begins to spread through my 
body, and I see a small playful smile begin to spread across my 
husband’s face. This man knows me so well, we both begin laugh-
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to My 
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