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Faithfully, by Journey, was blasting overhead. Bulls Tavern was the sort of establishment 

that encouraged anonymity and was frequently the subject of town council zoning meetings. It 

invited controversy and the occasional after hours dispute. It was where the lonely hearts went to 

escape their grief, meet secret lovers, or to find nightlong romantic encounters. It was the only 

place I could disappear into and numb the ache in my chest for which there was no known 

medical or surgical cure. Love illness, it seemed, required endless amounts of time. I hated time. 

It lingered over my head as a black cloud hovers over the horizon. It threatened to wreak havoc 

on the day and prevented planning of any kind. I was standing dead center under a starless sort of 

gloom.  

 I headed straight for the jukebox, where I deposited five quarters. The coins rumbled 

down the shaft and collided into a stockpile somewhere beneath the Wurlitzer’s black onyx finish. 

I punched in B5, C9, M2, R1, and T9 on the red raised buttons in the center of the console and 

then slipped into a high-backed chair at the bar. I closed my eyes and waited for my song 

selections to circle around. I had nothing but time.  
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I had so much time on my hands I could start a dotcom, IPO, and make the cover of Time 

Magazine, depicting the next generation of up and comers while my life drip-dried into oblivion, 

which was an unlikely trajectory for a rising star. It was surreal to think of myself as one of those 

types of people. I had aspirations like most, but nothing so grand. It surprised me—rather it 

stupefied me that I had a Midas touch when it came to numbers. I wasn’t a billionaire, but I had a 

better-than-exceptional professional life, which was good and bad. The positives were the rapid 

and successive promotions. The negative was that, somewhere along the way, I unwittingly 

started interchanging the job with my identity until I was the job. On a certain level, somewhere 

way below my waking surface of awareness, I knew this, which I presumed was why I felt short-

changed. I knew I should have been grateful to have a brain, body, and the sort of career with the 

accompanying income that allowed choices—and I was—but that was before I’d met him.  

His presence made everything in my life full-flavored and made me feel weightless. 

Before him, I was vanilla on the outside—barely twenty-four—but on the inside, after him, I was 

a rainbow of colors and believed I could soar. Post heartache and my meltdown, a part of me 

wanted my old life back, but that was a mere fragment. The majority of me reveled in our shared 

memories. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do now. A drink in the middle of the day in the 

bar where we first met two years earlier offered me a reprieve. It seemed like the only way to stop 

the pounding in my head and the spasms of pain that had left me immobile. It was an emotional 

reaction, but I wasn’t firing on all cylinders.  

I lifted my head and locked eyes with the beefy, tattooed gal with shiny black cropped, 

helmet hair, standing at the other end of the bar. I watched as she ambled down the narrow 

corridor between the bar back and the countertop, heading in my direction. She wasn’t expected 

and didn’t fit the bar I remembered. It had changed. Before, it had been a cross between an 
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“Allman Brothers meets ZZ Top” class of hangout. Now it was a “tatts and piercings, expensive-

but-made-to-look-tattered jeans, and Jimmy Choo’s” kind of joint.  

The bartender looked like a character in a steampunk novel; at least that was how I 

reconciled her persona. She wasn’t the type of person I interacted with. I dealt with engineers and 

financial people. If they had tatts, they kept them hidden. 

She stopped directly in front of me before speaking. “That thing,” she nodded in the 

direction of the jukebox, “has a mind of its own. It’s kind of freaky, really. It’s the subject of 

prayer meetings and late night conversations of my more colorful and loquacious clientele.” She 

wore the look of a woman who had stood rigid and stoic behind the bar top made from the wood 

planks of a bowling alley, listening to the customers who poured out their woes over several 

doubles.  

She had peaked my interest. I wondered how a persnickety jukebox was the subject of 

holy discussions. “Prayer meetings?” 

“It’s like the tarot of jukeboxes. Did you want a drink or some lunch, maybe both?” She 

filled a glass with ice and then water while she asked. 

I hadn’t planned on eating, only sipping something lethal for several hours, but I didn’t 

want to go home and I wanted to know about the tarot-reading jukebox. “Both. And I want to 

hear about the box.” I glanced towards the Wurlitzer. My heart seized up when I tuned into Steve 

Perry crooning. 

And bein' apart ain't easy on this love affair/Two strangers learn to fall in love again/I get 

the joy of rediscovering you/  
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“He has the effect on you. My mom was mad about Journey. I hated knowing old stuff 

when I was younger, but later on, I was glad I had a solid foundation. It helped when I decided to 

write music. Man, I love this song.” She belted out Faithfully with Steve. 

I'm still yoooooooooooours.../I'm forever yours, ever yoooooooooours.../faithfully. 

She blew me away. Her voice was gutsy and raw. She reminded me of younger Etta 

James. I waited until she finished before speaking. “You’ve got a hell of a voice.” I was envious. 

I hadn’t any sort of creative talent. I guessed being good with numbers was my gift.  

“Thanks. It’s my thing. What about you?” 

“Can’t carry a note to save my soul, but I had a dad like your mom, a music aficionado. 

He influenced me, probably like your mom did to you. Really, it just made me freakier than I 

already was. Once I accepted I was different, I embraced it. Besides, I never cared for music the 

kids my age were listening to.  

“Ah, the studious type,” she declared. 

She had me pegged. I ordered a Cape Cod with a double shot of Grey Goose and a splash 

of cranberry and a veggie burger with onion rings on the side. “Tell me about the box.” I watched 

her mix my drink. There was more double and less splash in my cocktail than was advisable for a 

Friday afternoon lunch. 

“Hard to say, really. More often than I’d like to admit, I see people like you wandering 

into Bull’s off hours and doing what you just did. Punch in some numbers, come over to the bar, 

order a drink, and wait. I don’t get that part. I mean I do, but then why come into a bar to numb an 

ache that can’t be numbed, you know?” She turned around and tapped my order into the 

customized menu on the computer.  
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I gulped down too much of my Cape Cod and wondered when I had become so 

transparent. Was my love illness visible?  

She turned back around and continued our conversation. “It’s like it knows the person is 

messed up inside. Damn, this is going to sound crazy. It interprets the songs a person enters and 

decides, based on God knows what, the songs a person needs to hear.”  

My eyebrows arched at her explanation. 

“I’m not making this up. You’ll see,” she said. “Well, maybe you will. Like I said, it’s not 

a hundred percent. Depends.” 

“On what?” I was as desperate to know about the box as I was about why she thought I 

was in the bar to drink away my sorrow. 

“Dunno—” 

“Wait. Why did you say all that stuff about me, or people, who come in here to try to 

desensitize. Is it that obvious?” I looked up at my reflection in the mirror that lined the back wall 

of the bar. Another Journey song, Don’t Stop Believing, started to play, which caused me to look 

at her. 

Her sorrowful smile had returned. “Relax, that one’s mine, and it’s the last one I selected 

before you came in. We’ll have to see what happens next. About you, you’re not a walking 

wound. It’s deductive reasoning on my part. Besides loving old music from the eighties, I devour 

mystery novels.” She winked. “First, I am a bartender. Second, I write love songs. Third, it’s the 

middle of the day and a woman—aka suit—dressed in designer clothes the size of my left thigh 

walks into my bar, marches directly to the jukebox, drops several quarters into the machine, and 

sort of limps over to the bar. It doesn’t take a mind reader to know why you’re here.” She smiled 

again.  
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 I reconciled her words with my actions. She had a point. “Did you just call me a suit?”  

“Yeah, sorry, but you are wearing one. Am I wrong about you?”  

“Not really. Except…” I thought about Ricky. He wasn’t a suit, which was why we 

worked, or had worked. “I’m not entirely sure why I’m here. My name’s Judith, by the way.” I 

lifted my arm off the bar and offered her my hand, which she received hesitantly. I wondered if I 

had violated the bartender and patron code of ethics. 

“That’s nice. My name is Ruby. Except for the regulars, the patrons don’t tell me their 

names. They don’t have a problem pouring out their life stories in front of me, but hell would 

have to freeze over before they admitted who they were. How did you know we had a jukebox?” 

“I suppose that’s why they come into the bar in the first place, to be anonymous,” I said 

and then explained I had met Ricky in the bar a few years earlier, back when it was more of a 

country-rock bar. I gave her the back of the novel blurb of my chance encounter with Ricky, 

followed by the abridged story of our passionate and unexpected love affair. How his love for me 

and mine for him had swept us away. I stopped short of telling her about my meltdown, our fight, 

or that I had run out of our loft.  

“Why was it unexpected? You know love isn’t supposed to be planned. It comes when it 

comes. I hate that about love. I want to be ready for it, you know? I tell myself as soon as I lose 

twenty pounds, go to therapy for a year, clean under my bed, and de-hoard my closet that I’ll be 

ready.” She laughed and shook her head. “I’ve never said that aloud before. I sound like a whack 

job—” 

“No you don’t. I talk to myself in the same way. My conditions are different, but the 

intent is the same.” We connected over my confession.  

“You’re not what I expected.” 
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“Meaning?” The last bridge of Don’t Stop Believing ended. Ruby and I locked eyes. 

“You’re approachable and not a bitch,” she said matter-of-factly. “Most suits I have the 

pleasure of serving are arrogant and size me up on my appearance alone. I’m a pierced and 

tattooed bartender, which translates into an uneducated oaf. People don’t know what they can’t 

see. Like I did to you…” 

She carried on, unaware I had stopped paying attention. I was listening as a song I had not 

selected on the jukebox filling the bar.  

Right from the start/You were a thief who stole my heart  

My own heart exploded inside my chest. 

“Hey, you OK? Not your song selection, I’m guessing.” She didn’t seem surprised.  

I nodded while she carried on explaining she wasn’t a big Pink fan, but that Just Give Me 

a Reason, a duet with Nate Ruess, had finally won her over. I sipped my drink and noticed she 

had poured herself a glass of red wine. The lyrics swallowed me.  

Just give me a reason/Just a little bit's enough/Just a second we're not broken just bent/ 

I thought how close the lyrics resembled what had been going through my head earlier in 

the day.  

“Do you remember the call letter and number?” Ruby asked as she picked up her glass of 

wine and walked over to the jukebox. 

I swiveled in my seat and responded, “B5.” 

She was bending over. “After the Love is Gone, definitely one of Earth, Wind, and Fire’s 

better love songs. How many more songs did you pick?” She raised her voice slightly before 

walking back to the bar. 
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 The jukebox was about eleven feet from the bar. Except for the noise coming from the 

kitchen, the bar was relatively quiet.  

“Four. What does this mean?” I was burning up from the inside. I plucked an ice cube 

from my water glass and rubbed the back of my neck to try to cool down. 

“No idea, but we’re smart women. We can figure it out. The song you selected versus the 

one that gets played. Simple enough,” she said. 

“Is this why you called it tarot jukebox?” My words came out in a rush.  

It was Nate’s turn to sing. I'm sorry I don't understand where all of this is coming from/I 

thought that we were fine/Oh, we had everything/Your head is running wild again 

“Pretty much. It’s not scientific or anything, just an observation on my part. I did warn 

you. Would another drink help?” She took my hand in hers and squeezed. “Maybe you and your 

guy, Ricky, are not as over as you think you are. That’s the gist of this song.” In her eyes, I saw 

genuine concern.  

I shook my head, not trusting myself to respond without a flood. “Ruby?” 

“Yeah?” She poured me a glass of what she was drinking. “This is better than vodka.” She 

grinned, took away my drink, and poured it into the sink.  

I took a sip. The warmth spread across my chest and raced down my limbs. She was right. 

The wine was much better than the Grey Goose. “Did you say you owned the bar?” I don’t know 

why that mattered to me other than it felt like we had met somewhere before. Something about 

her was scratching at my subconscious, but I hadn’t a clue why. 

 I looked into the mirror ahead of me and studied the rest of the room for the first time 

since I had walked through the doors. It was the same building I had met Ricky in, but the bar 

itself had undergone a radical renovation. Gone were the battered oak tables, the weathered 
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hardwood floor, and the Route 66 memorabilia. The new Bull’s Tavern had all the markings of a 

noir club of the forties, where criminals and glamour were interchangeable. The décor and the 

name of the bar didn’t reconcile. 

Black and white floor titles replaced the scuffed wood planks, and a red and black 

overstuffed leather seat lined the back wall. Black lacquer tables sat in front of the walled bench, 

and a single Villa Parson chair sat on the other side of the table. A dusty rose-white, with an 

emphasis on rose, covered the walls, and there were several dozens of chandeliers in various 

sizes—all on the small side—made up of crystals of varying sizes and shapes scattered across the 

room. The light coming in from the narrow windows, which lined the top of the walls and circled 

three-quarters of the room, danced through the prisms of the crystals and made it feel as if the 

room was below sea level. Despite the rapid beat of my pulse, Ruby’s familiarity, and my fortune 

being interpreted by a jukebox, I had started to unwind.  

“I didn’t come out and say it, but yeah, it’s mine.” She wasn’t bothered by my question. 

“So what’s the story between you and Ricky?” 

 

I met him five years earlier. I was celebrating a promotion I never expected. He was 

unwinding after making his first appearance as a danseuer—male lead in a ballet—for the 

Barcelona Ballet, which happened to be on tour in San Francisco. His real name was Ricardo 

Corella, but he introduced himself as Ricky, and I never stopped calling him that, nor did he ever 

move back to Spain. We left Bull’s that night and never looked back. He left the Corp and 

became a free agent of sorts. He spent most of the season in New York, which worked perfectly 

for us since my company had an office in Manhattan. When the American Ballet Corp was on 



14 

tour and he was traveling with them, I was at home in Oakland, counting the days until he 

returned.  

We agreed never to make plans. We were too young to give up our respective dreams and 

swore to one another we would live and love as long as it worked. But then, without any effort or 

preparation, we fell truly, deeply, almost madly, in love, which was another vow we had made 

and had broken. I pretended I hadn’t, but he couldn’t. Latin men are passionate beyond words. He 

was never shy with his emotions, which overwhelmed me, honestly. I grew up in an emotionally 

void home. My parents pecked one another on the sides of their cheeks on Christmas, held hands 

on New Years Eve, and never once used the ‘L’ word. If it wasn’t for my resemblance to my 

mother—a dead ringer for a young Elizabeth Taylor—I’d have been willing to bet I was adopted. 

Ricky and I were opposites. 

 

“He asked me to marry him,” I said. 

Ruby looked at me as if I had just told her Martians had taken over the White House. 

“Of course, that’s awful. What a cad. I can totally see why you’re upset.” She cupped the 

side of her face to exaggerate her horror.  

I couldn’t help but laugh.  

“I’d be devastated if the man I loved asked me to marry him. How dreadful.” She rolled 

her eyes, arched one of her brows, and then crossed her arms under her voluptuous breasts. 

I sighed and then took a big swallow of the smoky flavored wine. I could have easily 

drunk a bottle of the stuff; it went down that smoothly. We made eye contact through the top half 

of the wine glass. She was waiting for me to counter as if she was a public defender and I was the 
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defense attorney. I drew in a large gulp of air after depositing my wine glass on the waxed bar top 

and prepared to defend myself—and would have, if the second song hadn’t started.  

I had selected I’m Not in Love, by Ten CC, a classical denial song, which I prayed would 

convince me I wasn’t in love with Ricky anymore. It was a futile attempt on my part to leap over 

the Grand Canyon sized hole in my chest since our argument, which had sent me running out of 

our loft in the Oakland Marina to Bull’s. The malfunctioning jukebox disputed my denial. It’s 

song choice made me ask what I didn’t want to ask. Ruby watched me with the intensity of a 

scholar whose argued point with an associate had settled in and resonated on a subliminal level 

before bubbling to the surface. 

Stay, by Rihanna, boomed overhead. All along it was a fever/A cold sweat hotheaded 

believer/I threw my hands in the air, said show me something. 

“You doing OK, Judith?” Ruby asked. Her voice was compassionate, but in her eyes, I 

could swear I saw a flicker of amusement. 

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”  

Rihanna’s voice whispered to my subconscious. Round and around and around and 

around we go. 

She hesitated. “Not in the way you might think. I was about to close up for the afternoon 

when you walked through the doors and I saw the anguish on your face. When you headed 

straight for the jukebox I decided to stick around. I got the feeling you were meant to be here. I 

don’t know your story with Ricky, but I get the sense that you don’t either. What I am enjoying is 

your discovery and watching you reconcile your feelings. I’m a student of human nature. Goes 

with the job, I guess.” 
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I looked in the wall mirror behind the bar to see what she saw, and to confirm I was the 

only customer.  

“It’s OK. I hung up the closed sign when you were looking through the menu. It’s just 

Jacob, the chef who is making us something to eat, and Kendra.” She nodded toward the corner of 

the restaurant where a woman was sitting behind a computer, head down and manically typing. 

“And us. Swallow your concern. I wasn’t going anywhere. Kendra and me are writing a book and 

often spend the afternoon here. I like the way the light seeping through the windows dances in on 

the rays of sun and cascades through the crystals. It sparks my creative juices. I could watch those 

dancing shadows all afternoon.” 

Something in her tone dissolved any trepidation I had had about impeding her progress on 

the book she was co-authoring. I liked her. I thought about what she had said. She was right; I 

was feeling less stressed as I figured out what was going on inside of my head. I’m sure the wine 

had something to do with it, and the notion of unveiling the cause of my heartache to a complete 

stranger was liberating.  

The lyrics cocooned me. Not really sure how to feel about it/Something in the way you 

move/Makes me feel like I can't live without you/  

Since Ricky proposed, I had shut down. I felt trapped inside of myself and hadn’t a clue 

how to get at the root of my fear. That was it, really. I was terrified. I wasn’t sure I could live 

without him, but I was equally uncertain that I’d be able to untangle my identity, which had 

become interchangeable with the job and how I perceived myself. How could I commit to him if I 

didn’t have any insight to who I was or what I was capable of becoming? 

“Thank you.” I cleared my throat and shook back the tidal wave of emotion that was 

washing through me. “I appreciate—” 
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“Don’t be silly. It’s one of the reasons we bought the bar,” Ruby said.  

She carried on telling me how she and Kendra had met at Bull’s and, on a whim, decided 

to buy the bar when it went up for sale. The former owner had wanted to retire. Something she 

said about destiny reminded me how brittle life could be. After Ricky left the Barcelona Corps, 

we came to the bar a few times. I assumed I’d seen her then, but I couldn’t recall. But when he 

started training and taking on freelance gigs we had stopped going to Bull’s.  

“What’s the book about?” I wanted to know. 

“The working title is Jukebox Tarot,” a sultry voice from the back of the room offered. 

I turned in my seat to get a closer look at Kendra. “Makes sense. Did you guys rig the box 

to play different songs?” I assumed that was the only way it could work. I was convinced it was a 

hoax. 

“No way. I mean how could we? Neither one of us is mathematically inclined. I guess it’s 

possible someone could do it, but it wasn’t us. Ruby’s a musician, and I’m a student of life. I 

barely finished high school. Hey, Rubs, bring me a glass of wine. I finished editing your story. 

Now it’s time to mellow out.” 

I watched Ruby pour her a glass of wine. “So your transcribing the stories based on what 

the two of you witness?” I was curious as well as enjoying the unexpected connection with Ruby. 

Being a math geek and overly studious had contributed to my social awkwardness and heightened 

my shy factor, which had discouraged me from developing female bonds. Around Ruby I felt 

almost comfortable in myself. For the first time since I had walked through the door, I wasn’t 

suffering under the weight of my uncertainty. Ruby slipped out from behind the bar and walked 

across the room. She kissed Kendra briefly. One of those fluttery butterfly kisses shared between 

lovers. The ones you take for granted but miss once they are gone.  
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Oohh the reason I hold on/Oohh cause I need this hole gone/ 

“Kind of. We don’t ever know all the details. Like you, for instance. All you’ve really said 

is how you met Ricky and that he proposed to you. My guess is that you’re in love with the guy, 

but something has you scared. It’s a good start for a story. Anyway, to answer your original 

question, we take the two playlists—”  

“Playlists?” Both Rudy and Kendra walked arm-in-arm back to the bar. Kendra was a 

petite, caramel-colored woman with almond-shaped eyes that were dressed up in smoky shades of 

charcoal. I had always envied women who could carry off that look. She was wearing black tights 

and a shirt-style dress, with a scarf wrapped several times around her waist and knotted at the 

front. She wasn’t steampunk, but she fit alongside Ruby perfectly. 

“Yeah…let me think.” She bit her lower lip, released, and then explained. “The first 

playlist is the songs the person punched into the jukebox. You know, as you did. The second one 

is the songs the jukebox played. We keep a journal of those two lists. We jot down what we 

discovered, if anything, and then write a story. Sometimes we ignore everything we learned about 

the person and just go with the creative energy. Whatever comes to us, really. Once we each 

wrote a story on the same set of playlists. Those two stories are my favorite. They are completely 

different.” 

I want you to stay, stay/I want you to stay/ohhh/  

The honesty of the words, and the way Rihanna sang them resonated far deeper than I 

would have expected. Ricky wanted to return to the Barcelona Corps, and he wanted me to go 

with him as his wife. I countered with a long-distance relationship but only managed to hurt him. 

When I reminded him of our original agreement about not falling in love or making plans, he said 
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something in Spanish. I caught usted está loca en la mente. Even I knew that meant he thought I 

was crazy.  

“Will I become one of the stories?” I asked, already knowing the answer. 

“We’ll change your name, of course.” Kendra smiled.  

“I don’t remember the jukebox being all that special when Ricky and I came in, but that 

was back when it was a cowboy bar. Is it new?” 

“Nah, same one,” Ruby chimed in. “The previous owner made a point to tell us it didn’t 

‘work right’ when we bought the bar. It works most of the time, which is probably why you 

didn’t notice anything odd about it when you came in before. It’s like it knows when it has to tell 

the listener a different story through the music. That’s our theory, anyway.”  

She was back behind the bar. She had laid out linen napkins and a couple of place settings. 

Kendra had slipped into the seat next to mine. Jacob, I assumed, appeared from the kitchen 

carrying a tray of food. He set it down in front of us. 

“Hey, Ruby, I’m gonna run down to the docks. The fishermen are coming in the with 

day’s catch. I thought we would serve Fish and Chips tonight. You good with that?” He sized me 

up as he spoke.   

Ruby nodded. Jacob winked before he turned to walk out the front door, leaving us to hear 

the last refrain of Stay. Kendra squeezed my hand before reaching over to pick up a crispy 

chicken strip.   

“I thought you could use some protein to go with the veggies,” Ruby said while she 

chomped down what looked like a deep fried jalapeno. “I hope you’re not a vegetar—” 

The three of us held our breath when the third song started.  

I could just stay awake to hear you breathing/Watch you smile while you’re sleeping/ 



20 

I laughed.  

“Let me guess,” Kendra said between chomps and a swig of her wine. “It wasn’t your 

selection?” 

I shook my head. “I was hoping to croon along with Whitney Houston’s I Will Always 

Love You, but clearly she isn’t on offer.”   

Ruby tilted her head as if to register who was singing before she blurted out, “Ah, brilliant 

love song by Aerosmith.  

I could spend my life in this sweet surrender/I could stay lost in this moment f-forever/ 

“I Don’t Want to Miss a Thing is a hard one for me to listen to,” I confessed. Hearing it 

reminded me of the vast emptiness in the middle of my chest. 

“Yours and Ricky’s song?” both asked almost at the same time. 

I took a deep breath to steady the rising tide of emotions before I answered. “Ricky sang it 

to me here the night we—” I looked into the mirror behind the bar for maybe the tenth time, 

hoping I’d see my destiny spelled out for me. Instead the memory of that night played out.  

We had met, danced, and survived the spark of an unexpected connection. For all we 

knew, we were the only two people left on the planet. We were so into one another and utterly 

unaware we were in a crowded bar. I had read about spontaneous combustion in the Danielle 

Steel novels I devoured in secret, but never believed it was real. I remember thinking I’d had too 

much to drink, but there was only an unfinished glass of wine on the table. I closed my eyes to 

block out the memory, but all I heard was Ricky.  

Don't want to close my eyes/I don't want to fall asleep/Cause I'd miss you babe/And I don't 

want to miss a thing/ 
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“Now I know why I remembered you. I’ve been sitting here racking my brain, trying to 

recall where we had met. We were here that night, remember, Kendra? We had signed the 

contract to buy Bull’s that afternoon and had come in to celebrate. How funny. I don’t mean 

funny, more peculiar, how fate entwines destines…” Her voice faded, and when I looked up I 

could tell she was lost in her thoughts. 

“I remember thinking how in love the two of you looked. And when he started singing, 

everyone in the bar shut up to listen. That was an amazing night for us, Judith. Me and Ruby had 

bought the bar on a whim. We were fragile in our own relationship, and honestly, we bet the 

farm, so to speak, on making something from sawdust. It was crazy and even though we hadn’t 

confessed that we were terrified we wouldn’t make it, we took a chance.” Kendra locked eyes 

with her partner.  

Ruby leaned in and took her hand. “Hearing him sing to you that night, corny as it sounds, 

cemented our bond. Love—”  

Wondering if it's me you're seeing/Then I kiss your eyes/And thank God we're together/I 

just want to stay with you in this moment forever/ 

Ruby carried on. “Real love isn’t like we read in romance novels. Although sometimes I 

wish it were because then I’d know the ending would be what I want it to be—love ever after and 

for all seasons without any hiccups or roadblocks. Love just ain’t like that. It’s helluva lot of 

work. It’s demanding. It requires sacrifice. Compromise. Endless debating. We argued for a solid 

week about what color to paint the walls. Stupid stuff.” Ruby inhaled. 

The two of them shared such an intimate moment it made me slightly uncomfortable. I 

shifted my gaze to my lap where my hands were. The ring Ricky had placed on my finger was 

still there. Cáseme, mi amor, he had proposed and slipped the ring on my finger. I stalled. I paced. 
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I countered his proposal with options. All the while I considered what his proposal meant to me 

and not about what he was saying. I thought about my career. I thought about what would happen 

to me if I didn’t have a job. Who would I be? In a span of seconds, I’d considered everything 

except the love he had for me and the possibility of building a life together. I never once 

considered what he had sacrificed by leaving the Barcelona Corps to stay with me. He had never 

held it over me, even when he was struggling to find work the first year. I had been terribly 

selfish and had hurt the only man who had ever loved me. I twisted the ring around my finger. I 

had behaved badly. I squeezed my eyes shut, hoping to blot out the pained look in his eyes when I 

told him I wouldn’t.   

I couldn’t.  

His blue-green eyes had filled with tears. The memory of his pain seared my skin. 

I thought about the songs I had selected that had not played. 

Where Has the Love Gone? 

I’m Not In Love 

I Will Always Love You 

I considered the songs the jukebox had played.  

Just Give Me a Reason  

Stay 

I Don’t Want to Miss a Thing 

 I wasn’t sure what as going on, only that some force, possibly only known to lovers, was 

trying to shake some sense into me. I should have been freaking out about the experience in 

Bull’s Tavern, but I wasn’t. Kendra and Ruby couldn’t explain the jukebox’s behavior, but they 

accepted it was one of those unexplainable gifts and, because of it, stayed rooted where they were 
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and had grown as individuals and lovers because of the chance they had taken. It must have been 

terrifying for them the first year. I was betting they’d probably become famous romance 

novelists. God knew they’d have fodder aplenty. Ruby had been right about one thing: Broken-

hearted lovers often ended up in bars like Bull’s, looking for something they’d never find in the 

bottom of a glass.  

I was only ever good at making magic out of numbers and later came to realize I had a 

knack for finance. I was a black and white sort of person, but even I could interpret the jukebox 

tarot reading. It was suggesting that I reconsider Ricky and me. Instead of fighting our 

unexpected love, I needed to take a chance, even if it required redefining who I was and what I 

thought I wanted from life. Cleary, the tarot-reading jukebox felt Ricky and I belonged together. I 

did too. I hoped it wasn’t too late. I opened my eyes and looked at my watch. His plane would 

have been taxiing on the runway by that time. I caved in on myself; even my shoulders melted 

into the seat. I’d have to wait until the morning to call him.  

I just want to be with you/Right here with you, just like this/I just want to hold you close. 

Feel your heart so close to mine/And just stay here in this moment/For all the rest of time/ 

I opened my eyes and lifted my head. Kendra had walked around and joined Ruby on the 

other side of the bar.  

“We were worried when you started crying, but we thought you needed a minute to pull 

yourself together,” Kendra said.  

I hadn’t realized I was crying. I reached up to touch my cheek and had to use the back of 

my hand to wipe away my tears. “I think so.” I quickly told them the rest of the story and that 

Ricky had an afternoon flight back to Spain. He was finalizing the details of a new position, and I 

had to wait until the following day to speak with him. 
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Ruby was wearing a broad smile as if she was relieved I had come to my senses. “What 

was your last song selection? This one,” she looked over at the jukebox, “is coming to an end.” 

“Does it matter at this point? It’s probably too late anyway. You didn’t see his face.” I 

closed my eyes again, hoping to purge the memory from my mind, but it was still there when I 

reopened my eyes. “Latin men, especially wildly creative artsy types, have pride.” 

“You have to have hope, Judith. Love comes walking through the door when you least 

expect it. Come on. Tell us what your last choice was?” Kendra was almost skittish. She was 

strumming her fingers on the bar top. I couldn’t tell if the two of them were in a hurry for me to 

leave so they could be alone or if they truly wanted to know. 

“I’ve taken enough of your time. I probably should get going before—” 

“NO! We don’t want you to go, not yet. We haven’t finished lunch.” 

Kendra’s explosive “no” had surprised me, but it was overshadowed when Elvis took over 

the air space. I hadn’t chosen Always On My Mind, but knowing Ricky was soaring ten thousand 

feet in the air on his way back to Barcelona, I couldn’t think of a more perfect song. How often 

had I neglected him or worked late into the night without taking the time to tell him that even 

though I was working he was truly always on my mind? That time I was aware of the tears falling 

down my face. 

“I…hope…it’s…not…too…late,” I managed to choke out between sobs. 

“I...didn’t…mean… I…wasn’t…think…ing. All…I…had…to…tell…him…was— ” 

“Tell me what?” a hushed voice from the back of the room asked. My gaze went straight 

to the mirror to confirm I wasn’t imagining what I had heard. No wonder Kendra was anxious. 

She wanted me to say aloud I was in love with Ricky so he could hear.  

“I thought you—” 
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If I made you feel second best/Girl I'm sorry I was blind/You were always on my mind/ 

“Finish what you were saying.” Ricky stood at the back of the room. 

I had to make the first move, but froze. The same fear I had experienced when he asked 

me to marry him had returned. I was suddenly deaf, dumb, and mute and would have stayed that 

way if Ruby hadn’t whispered in my ear. 

“You only get once shot at this sort of thing, Judith. He missed his plane and came to find 

you because he isn’t ready to give up. Tell him what you feel inside. He wouldn’t have come 

back if he wasn’t in love with you. You have to believe.” 

Tell me/Tell me that your sweet love hasn't died/ 

I slipped off the bar and faced him. At that moment, there was sudden change in songs. 

All four of us froze and stayed silent. 

Well I'll never be a stranger/And I'll never be alone/Wherever we're together, that's my 

home/ 

Billy Joel’s You’re My Home. Kendra gasped. Ruby giggled, and I flew across the room to 

a confused Ricky. 

“Yes! I’ll marry you, if you’ll still have me.” I searched his eyes for reassurance, but it 

wasn’t there.  

“What about your life here? This morning you said you could never leave it. It was the 

most—” 

He wasn’t certain I had it in me. I wasn’t either, but I had to try to convince him I could. If 

not, life would be less spectacular. I had to believe. “I’m not going to lie to you; I’m scared. I’d 

have to start over. My Spanish is mediocre. I haven’t the slightest idea what I’ll do once I get 

there. You know me, Ricky. I’m no good at sitting still. I’m terrified I won’t fit in. What if I—” 
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“Fail? I’ve never led a dance troop before. I’m a dancer. What do I know about this type 

of thing? I’ve never been married, either. I’m as scared as you are.” He slipped his arms around 

my waist, pulled me up to his lips, and gave me a long, lush kiss. I melted into his firm dancer’s 

body. He pulled back to scrutinize my eyes. My kiss was enough assurance. His smile was slow 

in coming, but once it had, I knew he was mine again. 

“Hey, how did you find me here?” I whispered into his solid chest. 

“After you left I finished packing and headed to the airport. I didn’t want to leave without 

talking to you. When I called your office, Katie told me you came in long enough to cancel all 

your meetings and then left. I’d have been here sooner, but a truck overturned on 101, and I had 

to inch my way back across the bridge.” 

“But how did you know to come here?” I pulled back from his chest and searched his 

face. He was looking around the room. 

“It looks different from before.” He returned his gaze to me. “Honestly, I don’t know. I 

went home first, and when I didn’t find you there I went walking and somehow ended up here. I 

saw the sign and remembered we had met here, so I took a chance and walked through the doors. 

Do you remember?” He kissed me again, this time longer and slower. “Let’s go home.” 

“Wait, I want you to meet the owners.” I took his hand, led him back to the bar, and 

introduced him to Kendra and Ruby. Both women had tears in their eyes. Ricky was completely 

confused at their behavior, but he behaved graciously when they insisted we share a bottle of 

Bollinger before taking our departure. Over the next hour, they told him they remembered him 

singing to me, why they had bought the bar, and about the book that they were writing, but they 

kept the story of my jukebox tarot reading a secret. I assumed they were leaving that to me to 

confess later.   
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We finished off the bubbly as the sun began to set. The late afternoon hues exploded into 

a kaleidoscope of colors as they waltzed through the dangling crystals. Rather than feeling 

submerged as it had earlier in the day, the pantone of colors reminded me of dancers around a 

Maypole, but with much less synchronization. Ruby had excused herself to go confirm the 

evening specials with Jacob, and Kendra was talking with Ricky about the move to Barcelona.  

Other than the murmur of voices, the room was void of sound and had been throughout our 

conversations. The music had stopped about the time Ricky walked in, so I had forgotten I had a 

fifth selection.   

Look into my eyes - you will see/What you mean to me/Search your heart - search your 

soul/ 

Ruby ran through the kitchen doors and screamed. “Bryan Adams! Perfect. I couldn’t 

have picked a more perfect song if I tried. Everything I do. Love. Love. LOVE IT! Magic.”  

Ricked was dumfounded. Kendra squealed. I slipped my hand into Ricky’s and slipped off 

the chair. “Dance with me?” 

“There’s something funny going on here, right?” he whispered into my ear before 

following me to the dance floor.   

I drew him close, smiled, and hoped he saw the passion I had for him in my eyes.  

Don't tell me it's not worth tryin' for/You can't tell me it's not worth dyin' for/You know it's 

true/ 

 Everything I do - I do it for you, Ricky and Ruby sang out. 
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I slipped my arm around Ricky’s solid body and led him towards the front door. Before 

leaving, I turned to wave good-bye to Ruby and Kendra, and watched in wide-eye wonder as 

another woman slipped coins into the Wurlitzer. What would her fate be, I marveled? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Did you like this story, enough to share it with a friend or two? 

Stop by and tell me what your Jukebox Tarot reading would say about you.  

http://www.brendamoguez.com/ 

 

 

 

 

 

 


