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    To each of my ten sisters, but especially to the third one who tried to rescue me and to whom I still owe a rescue. NO SISTER LEFT BEHIND.


    


Bomber Bente hoisted over her shoulder the black and white ying-yang strap of her 12-string Yamaha. Little did she know as she sang on the street the mournful, hopeful song for her lost sister Aslaug that someone was listening. Someone heard her voice. The Universe was sending help. Through the dimensions, as she shifted her vibration, resources were being directed to demonstrate the features of the matrix of the new age. 
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*****TRAX THE PRODUCER*****
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Trax Bernstein, a handsome, playful middle-aged San Francisco music producer, idly explored the eclectic streets of Portland, Oregon guided by a unique voice and a song that played across the wind. 

He could have retired years ago on the success he had made on young singers, especially young women, starting at the peak of rock n roll when women became billion-dollar properties on tour, but he still liked finding great talent. He just needed a new challenge. His mentor had shifted his belief system so that his awareness focused on the belief that he shifted himself from one dimension to another billions of times a second and had given him even greater insight into how to achieve success. 

He loved seeing it bloom. 

He followed the voice idly taking a bit of a walkabout no purpose in mind, letting his imagination free to follow his bliss, until he came across a lone street singer with a 12-string Yamaha near the front door of a “free trade” coffee shop called “Local Blend.” Her sweet voice had drawn a crowd. 

A handwritten cardboard sign said her name was Britta “Bomber” Bente.  Trax noted Norwegian natural white-blonde hair swept to the side in a thick long braid, a little black leather cap on her head, a little white cloth one on the ground next to her guitar hard case, rocks tossed in to hold it to the pavement against the wind. Plastic white loop earrings like the ‘60’s. Leather bomber jacket with Transformational Entertainment written on it looped over the guitar case leaning on a city bench. A black and white Ying-Yang guitar strap looped over the shoulder of the guitarist. 

The voice was both sad and hopeful, childlike, but even with the singer’s eyes obscured by big plastic white rimmed sunglasses, Trax’s professional ear could tell her age. A sweet 60.  His mother’s age, but she looked younger than he did. She finished a 30-minute set. Then took a long swig from a plastic bottle of Diet Mountain Dew that had no bubbles and smells like lemon juice and stevia. 

People applauded graciously and dropped ten- and twenty-dollar bills in her white cloth hat. She nodded and smiled gratefully.  

As he stepped closer to drop a hundred-dollar bill in the cap, Trax saw another handwritten sign taped to a wheeled cart.  “Have you seen my sister Aslaug?” it said. He stepped forward to peer closer. 

There was a picture cut out of a faded computer color printout of a family photo. A beautiful blonde woman in her thirties and another picture of a 30-something “Bomber” cut out of the same photo with a black marker pointing to it and the words “this one’s me.” 

He drew out a business card and jotted down a note “call me.” He dropped it with the bill in the hat and moved on his way in a daze. A flood of memories overcame him. 

Old photos of his grandmother and her sister, thick as thieves as young girls, then no pictures of the sister after the liberation of Auschwitz. How could things like this still happen 80 years later in America, Land of the Free, Home of the Brave?  

At first it was only the Jews, but then soon it was everyone – gays, blacks, Catholics, Lutherans – stealing their money and artwork and jewelry, then their homes, then turning them into slaves, then stealing even their shoes and clothes, hard labor and gas chambers. And there was rape. And before even WWII, hadn’t it always been women who were enslaved in marriage?  What was the excuse this time?  

Somehow in his mind, trauma always turned into music. Was that what the sign on the bomber jacket meant? He had to ask her. He had to know. He didn’t even know why.  
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****BROADCAST STUDIOS*****
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In the central conference room of the San Francisco home office, Broadcast Studios celebrated the recent sale of a package of song rights to a movie studio for a new film coming out - a true story about a young blossoming songwriter. 

They turned on the 65” flat screen to watch the trailers. Champagne corks popped. Cheers went up. A commercial in between the trailers featured a news bulletin about a woman named Aslaug lost in Portland 20 years ago. 

Trax lounged with his phone at the edge of the party. The bonus alone would buy him a brand new electric Tesla SUV fully loaded. He put in his order with the dealer. Prices were down because of Elon Musk’s lagging market appeal since he dumped his Executive Assistant MB and his wife and impregnated some young star who got married too young. The public was getting bored of obvious flaws in its heroes.

Someone tugged on his arm and told him a bad joke. He looked up and flashed a Colgate smile, but it turned to shock instantly. There on the television screen was the Norwegian singer he had discovered talking about her sister. Even without the sunglasses, she was beautiful. Old enough to be his mother, barely, but strikingly attractive and terribly, powerfully sad like a song that poured out sorrow that lasted for generations. 

“Hey!” Trax cried. “Check out this story.” 

Someone turned up the volume. The room got quiet. A female executive said “She’s lovely. What
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