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“In every parting there is an image
of death.”

–George Elliot


Chapter 1

Ingrid Vãduvã

The first autumn rain drizzled over the city
washing away the last residuum of summer sorrows. A few rain
droplets clung desperately to the glass balcony door in an attempt
to preserve individualism, reminding her of her own desperate
struggle to resist surrendering to the collective that questioned
the very plight of her journey to understanding her purpose.

But what actually separates her from humanity
remains a mystery. Was it the ideology of Christianity that’s
plagued her since the headwaters of her birth, constantly reminding
her of her miserable existence of living only to die, or was it
that the one person that showed her compassion was violently taken
for her, or the frantic pleas of old Ingrid kneeled in perfect
submission on the shores of shame, begging forgiveness for the Roma
born in her?

On the morning death kissed the last breath
of life from Pamela Holland’s caramel lips, and at the interment
when her casket descended into the grave; humanity departed leaving
only despair and worthlessness and suddenly plunging her into an
eternity of darkness with a profound reality; white Christians,
like before, based on continental linage, had sacrificed another
person of color for their bloodthirsty God.

Other than her Roma grandfather; Pam was the
only person that accepted her without preexisting conditions on
humanity. But the violent way she was taken now a constant reminder
of the learned helplessness Christianity once imposed on her. The
ideology being little more than a shadowy figure that forces the
surrender of the human through fear; and had it not been for Pam,
her humanity would’ve been lost forever.

But today the desolation of that loss plagued
her like the diversionary tactics of old Ingrid when she first
denounced the Christian faith. The thoughts allowed doubt to
reenter her mind undetected while planting seeds of an archaic
belief system in the fertile grounds of her subconscious that would
eventually grow and distort the dim path to a profound truth of her
human worth.

She recalled last autumn and the mannerisms
of a young man that reminded her of Stephen and Erich. She recalled
Martha at the train station and how with tear filled eyes said.
“Yes, but all those memories are gone.” She even recalled the last
moments of Erich’s life: heard again the desperate screams of his
victim, saw the muzzle flash, and the body falling across the bed,
and again she asked herself, how could something so right to do;
have been so wrong to have done? She didn’t believe she’d ever
find an answer that would give logic to that single act. And
although; the question has become her haunting, she concluded. That
since the only thing she ever learned from being Christian was
violence and hate. It shouldn’t have come as a surprise to her;
that its evil claimed one of its own while during the lord’s work.
She was sure however, as time continues to pass she’d consider his
death a form of gallows humor, or just another attempt by old
Ingrid trying to convince her to return to a familiar enslavement.
Pushing up from the chair; she stood motionless, her eyes locked on
Pam’s picture on the computer desk, if I could see physical you
with these eyes, hear your voice, and feel your warm embrace, maybe
I wouldn’t be so…but like breathing a breath of life into the
dream of entering Elysian fields, the thought refuses to evolve,
and like a ghost, retreated back into the darkness of her autumn. A
knock on the door brought her out of muse.

She opened it and stared into the eyes of
Aaron Chandler. What used to be a cheerful expression of delight;
now a cold distant gaze. The feeling time had resumed and counting
down toward the next seasonal calamity entered her mind. Forcing a
smile, “I haven’t heard from you in a few days…anything wrong?”

Aaron shifted his gaze toward the floor. “I’m
fine…but we need to talk.”

She followed him into the front room. A
familiar feeling of loss became so overwhelming her heart
palpitated and she found it hard to draw breathe, but managed to
snatch a shallow one through what felt like thickening air.

Aaron stopped near the balcony door, glanced
at her before turning his stare toward the falling rain and
scattered sunlight. She noticed a familiar sorrow in his eyes, one
she knew all too well.

“This feels like we’re going in circles,” he
finally said. “You know… contrived.”

“Contrived,” pulling her brow into a frown,
“I didn’t force myself on you.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“Then what did you mean?”

He released a pent up breath and continued to
stare out the balcony door. “I just think we just need some time
apart. Too see if this is what we really want.”

Shifting her gaze from him to the floor, her
mother’s words again the weight on her shoulders. “I know what it
is,” she whispered softly.

“I didn’t want it to be this way. I wanted it
to move forward, but—”

“I can’t change that about me,” snapping her
gaze back to him. “It’s part of me. It’s who I am; and denying it
also denies my right to exist.” Her voice trailed to a whisper. But
she continued to stare his ghostly reflection, conjuring up courage
to utter the hardest words she’d uttered since Pam’s death. “Maybe
we should…” but emotions stabbed her, her eyes welled and she
slammed them shout. Desperately resisting the eeriness of
self—loathing that she once believed true about the linage of her
humanity she forced a breath into flat lungs. She thought about
telling him she were considering a return to the classroom, hoping
it would please him enough to at least look to her when he respond.
But that reminded her of how she once surrendered her worth to
Stephen; stepped off the cliff of logic and was suspended in
mid—air that split second before gravity plunged her to the sudden
death of her human worth.

“We just need time,” he said, tightening as
he headed toward the door.

She watched him go through before returning
her stare toward the balcony. The sound of slow rain once comforted
her, but now it marked a pivotal moment of despair. Her eyes found
again the droplets clinging to individualism; but the separation
from the whole, now a reminder of how she too was once isolated
from the whole of humanity, along in a crowd world
again.

She said to herself.

Old Ingrid appeared in her mind with horrible
memories flung like stardust across the ethereal of her
constellation, demanding her immediate surrender. I have no use
for your God. He that denies my right to exist and sealed my fate
with a kiss of death long before the head waters of my birth?
She screamed at old Ingrid before slamming her eyes shut. But
maybe death is the only way to rid me of miseries and sorrows this
profound, came the thought. For her it never mattered if she
sung with angels or dance with the devil, the Christians condemned
her as the cursed veiled night bride, forever separating her from
redemption and salvation.

In the past, when she was Christian, she
blamed the Gypsy in her as the reason of sorrows. But she refused
to return to that mental anguish, where the contributions of her
grandfather and Pam would be completely erased and replaced with an
archaic ideology, which in reality is by far a greater tragedy than
descending into their Christians Hell.

The future appeared bleak but the same
beliefs system that wrote her tragic past, now whispers a curse of
the future with a promise that if the human in you is forgotten and
lost forever to time and you live only to die, the rewards are
greater for you in death.

To further escape the mental dilemma; she
closed her eyes and imagined strolling hand and hand with Pam in
the Parc de la Butte Chanpe au Rouge, near the Deux Femmes et un
Enfant, two women and an infant statute. Instantly her lips curled,
the smile reached her wet eyes, and her tension eased. The daydream
was more than a daydream it was a mooring. It took her to a place
where humanity is renewed and she felt again the newness of the day
Pam led her from darkness of her shameful existence into the
shadows of enlightenment. She felt again the warm comforting
embrace. Heard the sounds of the requiem of her sorrows that cursed
her and judged her by continental linage dissipate. And there in
the mists with illuminating Pam was the beautiful human separated
from the darkness of a denied existence.

In this place she peeked through the keyhole
of creation and glimpsed a realm where both the living and the dead
shared a season. Where time looped in a continuum celebrated her
muliebrity with blissfulness and she suckled from the tender
breasts the nourishment of worth.

But even here in this paradisiacal,
disappointments and sorrows glowed dimly like a dark star in a
distant constellation.

Fully aware that in order to completely rid
her mind of this torture meant turning away from the past. But she
couldn’t imagine being denied the memory of Pam’s earthly smile,
her embraces and stolen kisses. Her genteelness even in memory
dissolves present pains like rain drops evaporating underneath the
mid—summer sun. And although, this imagined place could never
replace physical longings; she needed to remember the pain, not
only because it reminded her of Pam’s ultimate sacrifice, but there
somewhere in those horrid memories of her past lay a different
truth, the key that would free from this mental prison, her
arrested development.

A pent up breath escaped her with a hiss of
despair as her eyes flashed open. Never in her distant musing did
she ever believe Aaron would become a shadow that would remind her
of the past she escaped.

In fact she’d hoped that; somehow, he’d
transform that misery into a budding spring, like Pam had. But
since returning from Harrisburg he’s become distant, appearing more
like a ghost harbor, leaving her to sail alone across the vast
turbulent sea of emotions without a beacon to guild her to safe
harbors. It’s all going wrong like before. She told
herself.

Turning her gaze too Pam’s picture on the
desk; pleading inside for salvation and redemption and refusing to
surrender to the demands of old Ingrid to return. Filled with anger
of the past she recalled how it pleased old Ingrid’s blood thirsty
Christian God to watched her humiliation, recalled his joyous
expression as he deny her the right to exist. Bile continued to
well in her for him and old Ingrid with the force of a Tsunami
coming ashore. She would never yield to their demands to denounce
this new enlightened creature, born from out the womb of death and
yearning for the right to existence. Never again would she accept a
religion as justification as a purpose of her being; her path to
enlightenment paved with the blood an innocent life and she refused
to return to the darkness that once enslaved her.

Once eremitical now the denied Gipsy refuses
to be silent and demands humanity without conditions or death. From
out of the shadow of sorrows; a different truth of humanity
emerged. A truth that cajoled her like a violin playing in the
dark, and it refuses to endure—again, the sufferings delivered it
at the hands of white Christians. Even the thought of surrendering
to their ideology awakens a need of vengeance that surges through
her veins like molten lava with a rage that frighten old white
Christian Ingrid into quivering silent prayer. Driven by desire,
she realizes she must seize again the humanity stolen by white
Christians. Rediscover the enlighten purpose and worth of her own
humanity; the only thing that will appease her restless soul.


Elizabeth Khyler

Just after dawn extinguished the last star on
the horizon; Liz edge through the front door of their Colorado
Springs home. A cool autumn breeze combed through her short stylish
raven hair and filled each breath with a crisp fragrance, but did
not ease last night’s anxieties.

She tossed and turned most of the night,
finally falling asleep, only to awaken from a dream still vivid in
her mind. It began with her father Andrew on a camping trip shortly
after her mother died; then suddenly, she was a teenager in the
alley being gang raped and the baptism in yellow wine by white
teenagers. She felt again the humiliation, heard the same
anti—Semitic words shouted by their fathers as they slam in to her
with rage, and again, and then the horrid laughter as they ran
away. Awaken with trembling hands she reached to Kelly for comfort,
but Kelly wasn’t there.

Although, the separation wasn’t permanent;
greeting the mornings along for the past two weeks from restless
nights plagued with nightmares had begun to taken its toll on her;
and last night the dreams a more ominous turn and Kelly’s absence
simply felt wrong.

They’d never been apart for this length of
time. The absence reflected in every part of her movements and
thoughts, and is expressed vividly in her tired morning eyes. Her
mind in constant state of numbness as if separate from sanity
itself and every night held captured in her own horrid past. But
this morning something felt different and as she watched the last
stars on the horizon extinguish; she felt again the autumn curse
approach.

She’d argued the two story beige stone house
with two car garage and large arch style doors was too much for the
two of them. But Kelly; recalling how she loved the mountains,
pointing out the spectacular Mountain View from the bedroom window.
“Now imagine awakening to that every morning.” She said. And Liz
quickly acquiesced.

But paradise was brief and the morning after
they celebrated their fifth year together; Kelly flew to New York
for a recording session. Not wanting her to feel distrusted. Liz
refused to accompany her, but now being here alone frightened her.
I should’ve gone; at least we’d be together, came the
thought. Her mind suddenly slipped into a memory and she could
clearly see Kelly’s greeting mornings first light. Her lips curled.
The smile reached her dark eyes and splashed across her face with
delight; and even though, she’d never admit it (not even to
herself) she missed Kelly to the point of insanity.

She exhaled a breath and leaned against the
doorjamb. The pleasant memory dissipated, leaving only an acidy
taste of last autumn, when she nearly lost Kelly to an assassin
bullet in her mind. But strangely—looking back—she didn’t sense
Kelly was worried and wasn’t in any real danger from Alex’s rage.
She pushed the memory away; refusing to allow even the possibility
of Kelly’s demise to enter her mind, but why had it appeared in
my subconscious as a coming autumn tragedy? She asked herself.
A gust of autumn wind chilled her with a strange sensation of
death. But she wasn’t sure if it was from the fleeing thought of
Kelly demise or the autumn curse winding its way into the present
season and drawing again, a map to her coming destruction, like it
had in the past.

The phone ranged. Instantly rushing inside,
she picked up. “Hello” it was Kelly. And after an exchange of
pleasantries, “are you coming home before the first snow?”

Kelly waited until the background noise
decreased. “I’m supposed to be here another two weeks. But don’t
let it happen until I get there?”

“Yeah, I’ll have a talk with Mother Nature.
I’m sure she’ll understand.”

The city noise increased. But she was sure
she could hear Kelly smiling.

“I can barely hear you.” Kelly said.

A frightening thought suddenly shortened a
breath, what if Kelly noticed her worried state of mind. It
could affect her performance? She thought.

“What’s wrong?” Kelly asked.

“Nothing,” she replied, nervously,
“everything fine, just missing you.”

“I miss you too. I’ll have to call you when I
get to the hotel so I can hear you better…Taxi,” and the call
abruptly dropped.

She knows, she thought. Liz returned
the phone to the base and headed toward the kitchen. She paused at
the brass and glass breakfast table and stared the clear crystal
vase filled with purple and white calla lilies and roses, an
anniversary gift from Kelly. Reaching out she touched one of the
velvet pedals, her lips curled and her mind drifted back to the
night of their celebration.

Soft candle light splashed across the room
with an amber hue. Shadows flickered and danced festively in an
almost rhythmic orgy while the fragrances of calla lilies and roses
flouted aimlessly through the air, perfuming the room and filling
each breath with surrealism and belonging.

Kelly came from the back clad in a sheer
turquoise evening gown. She paused briefly in the large archway
entry. Her long stygian hair cascaded over her shoulders and down
her back; beautiful brown eyes not only accented her rich caramel
complexion they stared with elation. Beatific Kelly then strolled
across the floor with grace and divinity as she headed toward the
grand piano. And from the first note she played, Liz was instantly
rushed to an ethereal where; a perfect harmony interconnected the
physical and metaphysical and it evolved into a perfect bliss.

Her heart quaked and her breath jagged and
she realized that Kelly’s absence had produced this euphoria of
autumns dread. And like with previous autumn tragedies, the brutal
gang rape, the death of her parents, and Pam’s murder. Her breath
labored and the feeling of being a victim again embraced her. Her
body suddenly numb with the same worthless feeling she felt when
the autumn curse first began.

It was only human to try and keep her
shameful past hidden, sometimes even from herself. But she didn’t
believe she was ever convincing with Kelly and especially on the
phone where Kelly seems to me more in tune with her. Kelly had
probably sensed her dilemma between the words the way she senses
the silence between the notes. And it seemed that no matter how
hard she tried to hide that shamefulness about herself from Kelly,
especially at this time of year, she couldn’t. But for her since it
began, the autumn has always brought the feeling of a coming
tragedy winding its way into the present season like it had in
autumns past.


Kelly Holland

As the yellow cab weaved its way through
dense Manhattan traffic toward a recording studio; Kelly stared out
the window totally obvious to the crowded streets, the constant
honking of car horns, and the obscenities yelled by driver and
pedestrians alike. Her mind suddenly plunged into despair and
sorrows. She heard it in Liz’s tone, the loneliness and abandonment
was so profound that even raced her heartbeat, why does she
continue to pretend nothing’s wrong when it is? She could
always tell when Liz is worried or in pain and she didn’t need to
stare in her eyes until she shift her gaze to know it. It seems her
senses were more in tuned with Liz when they’re apart, and today
she could plainly hear the fearful tones lurking just beneath Liz’s
painted on smile. But for her it was more than just hearing the
erratic, uneven tones, and rhythms of a skipped heartbeat, she also
heard the sighs between words and the way Liz struggled to maintain
a failing façade.

She suspected it was more than her absence
that cause that. Recalling how Liz believes in an autumn curse;
something she didn’t really believe existed, but wouldn’t argue
against because Liz believed it existed. You should’ve come with
me…Lizzy, but you will next time, like it or not, she said to
herself.

Kelly pushed out the cab but paid little
attention to the crowed sidewalk as she weaved her was toward the
entry. The receptionist; a white woman that looked like all the
rest; informed her she was scheduled in Studio B, “upstairs, down
the hall,” the woman said.

Kelly nodded and headed toward the elevators
where a fair skinned svelte woman with long brown hair and crystal
blue eyes also waited. The woman had familiar features, but she
couldn’t place her at any point in her memory but was sure they’d
met before.

No pleasantries were exchanged only a
sideways glance of acknowledgment. But that’s the way Kelly
preferred it. She wanted to remain in that state of mind. She
wanted to maintain that distance, it kept her vigilant and on guard
of the hostile world around her.

In the elevator; neither said a word. Kelly
stared the indicator lights as they ascended, and even with her
mind heavy with Liz’s troubles, she still sensed the strange aura
surrounding the woman standing next to her.

The doors opened up to a brightly lit hallway
with shiny wooden doors lining both sides. They strolled toward the
studio in silence, and by the time they reached the door, Kelly had
almost forgotten the woman was beside her.

Soft chatter from the few people scattered
about filled the room with a light heartedness when they pushed
through the door. But Kelly wasn’t interested in meaningless
conversations and headed toward the piano to warm up.

The woman and a few others stood near
watching her small hands glided over the piano keys, almost giving
the illusion of not touching the keys at all. When she finished the
woman said. “You play beautifully. What’s your name?”

“Kelly Holland.”

The woman continued to stare then asked. “Are
you related to Pamela Holland?”

“She’s my sister.”

The woman’s lips instantly curled into a
smile. “You’re not going to believe this; but Pam and I were
roommates in undergrad,” extending her hand, “Tammy Stringer.”

Kelly returned the gesture and instantly went
on guard while she pondered how her being Pam’s roommate was useful
information to her. Kelly continued to stare expressionless,
milling the name around in her mind but was unable to place Tammy
at any moment in her past.

“I used to be a music professor at Carlisle
Community College in Pennsylvania,” Tammy went on, “until budget
cuts forced me out. I also use to moonlight in clubs in Harrisburg
on weekends. Maybe you might have heard me play.”

Kelly shook her head no. Then an idea hit her
like a fist. “After Pam’s interment were you with Ingrid and Ellen
at the apartment when Liz and I arrived?”

“Yes that was me. How are those two these
days?”

“Ingrid’s in Seattle. Ellen’s in prison.”

Tammy’s mouth suddenly hung agape.
“Prison…Ellen.” She said stunned.

Kelly nodded and continued to stare almost
cringing at the incongruous expression that canvased Tammy’s face
about Ellen’s imprisonment. Something about Tammy made her
suspicions, the bluest eyes; contains the most heinous of
evil, she said herself. She continued to stare, expressionless
noticing the strange aura surrounding Tammy, and heard the chained
melody of Tammy’s person inside her mind.

But thankfully, a tall, well—dressed man with
a neat mustache pushed through the door before Tammy could question
her further about Ellen’s imprisonment, and their attentions turned
to the man.

Kelly had committed the piece to memory and
during the session, she didn’t glance at the sheet music—once. She
spent most of that time trying to explain why the strangeness she
heard in Liz’s voice that almost matched perfectly the dark aura
surrounding Tammy’s presence.

By mid—afternoon, nearly exhausted from
trying to unravel Liz’s emotional turmoil; to alleviate her fraying
mind, she began composing the melody. It wasn’t strange for her to
hear sound in everything around her. As a child, musical notes
flung from the wings of birds in the flight soring across cloudless
skies fell in perfect harmony. Even in the wind that comb through
long stygian hair she heard a beautiful lullaby. But the tones she
loved most were the soft beautiful melody Liz’s body produced lying
next to hers.

She first heard that beautiful melody when
their eyes accidentally met; and then again as they amalgamated.
But today, Liz was out of sync of her. Her breath was erratic and
strained. The serenity that usually soothed her now frightened her.
But even with thousands of miles between them; it seemed the
distance is reduced to only a few feet, and Liz felt as close to
her as she had been the last time they made love. Sudden an
overwhelming fear gripped her. It was as if in her mind a frighten
Liz desperately fleeing from a coming storm screamed to her:
chère before disappearing into the darkness. Something’s
wrong. She told herself.

The session dragged till late evening. Kelly
continued arranging the strange chord structure in her mind.
Composed mainly on an Egyptian minor scale that usually requires a
resolution on the fourth of the heptatonic scale; however, this
melody was rooted with a double flatted on the third and a sharp
sixth, which forced a resolution on a major nine instead. Cringing
at the sound, she rearranged the melody, searching for a more
logical chord formation. But had to admit, it was the strangest
music she’d ever heard from any living being.

The torture finally ended. She shared a cab
with Tammy back to the Hilton Hotel. The conversation was light and
before exiting; reluctantly, she accepted a dinner invitation at a
trendy uptown Manhattan restaurant.

Kelly came through the door of the Hilton and
headed toward the room. She flung Pam’s old winter coat on the bed,
slumped down and reached for the phone.

She called Liz but the call went to voice
mail, she call Liz’s cell, and again it went to voice mail. Her
anxiety rose quickly; she pushed the thought away. She’ll call
back after seeing the missed calls. She told herself, before
pushing up from the bed and heading toward the window. After
parting the blinds she stared down at the street below.

To near heaven to hear the sounds but she
felt the rhythmic of the cities movement as plainly as she did the
music between her and Liz. She drew a breath, pushed that music
away, and recalled the apprehension that rushed her the first time
she laid eyes on beautiful Liz and again heard the incomplete
melody she produced.

From the moment their eyes accidently met an
epiphany rushed a profound meaning and purpose of life to her.
Instantly quivering with child—like jubilation and suddenly
engulfed in a splendor that completed both her physical and
spiritual beings; she pondered this alluring creature that invaded
the shores of her world. And from that moment, she felt a sensed
balance, everything wrong in this life suddenly became right and
Liz quickly became the source that kept her and made her whole. But
Liz was more than that. She was the bridge over the turbulent
waters that allowed her to once again accept Pam as a sister. She
had been there for Pam during her darkest moment, something she’s
refused to do.

And when Pam was murdered; ignoring the pain
and loss of her own father; Liz comforted her, held her, and wiped
each tear that fell from her brown eyes. And again last autumn, Liz
rolled the dice with the devil, risking her own life to save her
from The Hope Clinic. Normally Liz’s tone sparked a complete
melody, but today she sensed the imbalance, the fear, and the
loneliness.

Gazing up into the darkening sky, “there is
nothing in the heavens or in the earth greater than you my love.”
And as the words resonated in her mind, something inside suddenly
spun her toward an emotional bliss as it did the night they first
kissed. But the thought of Liz facing an unknown fate alone quickly
returned; bringing the feeling of abandonment that twisted her
emotionally into agonizing painful knots. With her eyes scanning
the Manhattan skyline, she reached a definitive conclusion. No
matter the cost, no matter the outcome; tonight she’d cross the
stars toward Colorado Springs.


Chapter 2

Ingrid Vãduvã

After the rains stopped, to alleviate of
worried mind, Ingrid strolled down Alaska Way toward the harbor.
Sunlight peeked through scattered gray clouds and reflected off the
hood of passing cars, glass window panes of buildings, and splashed
against her quivering skin with a vivid reminder of peaceful
autumns spent strolling with Pam on the Harrisburg pier.

She crossed Alaska Way. Ignoring the sounds
of the crowd unloading from tour ship; the squawk of a Seahawk
gliding effortlessly above circling it’s pray caught her attention.
She watched him descend quickly for the kill and was instantly
reminded of old conversations with church members at Mount Hope,
which usually reinforced the condemnation of her humanity to
slavery by the chains of religious dogma. The physical and mental
rapes she suffered appeared in her mind. She concluded. It was old
Ingrid punishing her for rebelliousness, for denying Christianity
complete hegemony over this new creature. But having been reborn
from out of the shadows of sorrows, and like the pray that quickly
disappeared from the seagull’s grasp; she too escaped a deadly
predator. But that comfort came without a cost and without the
safety of hiding from the world around her, a frightening thought
of the future transforming into the past gripped her. She drew a
strained breath and pushed old Ingrid out of mind.

Ingrid strolled between the Frankfurter’s and
Red Robin restaurants, toward the end of the pier, continuing to
push old Ingrid into the shadowy corridors of her callous past. And
by the time she reached the end on the pier, the last of old Ingrid
brushed against her like a passing nightmare, leaving only remnants
of scattered un—pleasantries, like debris of a shipwreck washing
ashore of the landscape of her mind.

At the end of the pier she folded her arms
underneath her breast, leaned against the rail, and gazed out into
the harbor. Her eyes cut a trail pass the islands, past Olympia
Mountains toward the open ocean; where the sky turned amber in
spring and summer and deep purple in autumn and winter. A gentle
breeze combed through her shoulder length raven hair, caressing her
shivering frame like the distant arms of an absent lover and what
once brought a serene peaceful state of mind now refused to calmed
the furious soul and brought a tinge of self—doubt.

It seemed all roads leading to the next step
toward enlightenment is paved with disparities and in the mist of
that turmoil is the storm sweep wreckage of new Ingrid.

Aaron’s departure; although expected, left
many questions unanswered, but she didn’t want them to rush her to
a premature judgement about the entire season. She do admit, she
probably never fully understand the seasonal changes of life, but
with each change always came a melancholy that left her at the
crossroads of sorrow, she believe it was probably a combination of
past horrors and the inescapable myth of the Gipsy legend. The two
things she could never escape or deny existed.

“It’s beautiful isn’t it?” A voice said.

Turning toward the sound; her eyes instantly
found a medium build caramel woman with a rich flawless complexion
enhanced by her dark tightly locked dreads cascading over her
shoulders. She wore a hand carved wooden necklace that traveled
between two plump breasts and blended perfectly with her
multi—colored long dress that hung from her shoulders, outlining
her shapely figure as it traveled to the winter shoes on her
feet.

But what Ingrid admired most about this
caramel beauty was how demeanor, her interlocked fingers and stance
reminded her of Pamela and Kelly Holland. She knew it wasn’t Pam,
or Kelly but the woman had the same mysterious qualities they
possessed. “Yes, it is beautiful,” she finally replied, “but even
beauty as its dangers.”

The woman took a few steps toward her and
extended her hand, “Alyssa Michaels. “And yes you’re correct. There
is an element of danger in all things beautiful.”

Returning the gesture, “Ingrid Vãduvã.” But
from the moment their hands touched, an excitement raced her. Her
eyes dark plum eyes instantly locked with Alyssa’s and piqued an
interest in the same way Pam had three years ago. The need to run
away urged her to move, and she would’ve, if it hadn’t felt as if
her feet were frozen to the wooden harbor. “I supposed,’ she said,
“but that depends on your concept of beauty.”

Alyssa released her hand and turned her gaze
back toward the harbor. “Beauty isn’t only admired by what’s
beholden to the eye; it’s admired and beholden by all things unseen
as well.” Turning her gaze back to Ingrid, “I can tell you not a
Seattleite.”

“No…not originality…but how did you guess
that?”

“Not a guess.” She replied. “Seattleites take
the harbor the way New Yorker’s take the Brooklyn Bridge. They know
it’s there. It’s always been there. But rarely do they hear the
haunting melody or notice the elements of danger in its beauty.
They never question or experience the spiritual enlightenment. For
some, however, it’s the guardian of frightening memories, a
reminder of a tragedy, or perhaps, a yearning once denied
fulfillment.”

Suddenly thrown into an emotional tailspin;
not only had Alyssa instantly changed her the same way Pam had, but
had become a threat to the fragmented beautiful memories of the
past that still defined her humanity.

Mesmerized by the depth of the caramel
beauty’s insight; she stared intrigued nearly to the point of
piousness. It wasn’t difficult to interpret the actual meaning
behind the prophetic words that unveiled a path leading from the
same beginning as Pam had taken her. “I don’t hear the melody; but
I certainly recognize the danger.” She said with a nervous
uncertainty.

“Confined by internal restrains are just as
dangerous.” Alyssa replied. “You haven’t experienced the
fruitfulness of spirituality. But when you do, and you will, a new
consciousness will emerge and reveal a different you and the world
around you.”

Even though she tried to hide it; her feared
her intrigue was obvious and was almost sure it canvased her eyes
like it had after first meeting Pam. Both Pam and Alyssa had an
uncanny skill and like a marionette maneuvering a puppet, they both
saw pass her façade, shattered her resistance with a glance, and
gaze through the wall of fear at loneliest part of her soul with a
loving kindness. “I still can’t hear the melody,” she
stammered.

“You will,” Alyssa replied before turning and
heading toward Alaska Way.

Like a moth drawn to a flickering flame, her
eyes shamelessly gazed Alyssa finding sensual pleasure in the way
her body moved with each step. She continued to stare this
beautiful woman with a callipygian figure until she went underneath
the viaduct on Spring Street and disappeared into the sea of
people. Her heart pounding with the same stirring excitement it did
when she first saw Pam at the professor’s retreat. The feeling this
beautiful caramel woman would change the direction of her life like
Pam had. She’d already launched a preemptive strike on the
remaining archaic idiosyncrasies that desperately clung to her
humanity, and like Pam before, threatened to brutally destroy old
Ingrid’s archaic beliefs of verboten impassions.

Although, it was hard to ignore the seductive
sensations; she couldn’t allow herself to surrender so easily and
she couldn’t and allow Alyssa to discover her vulnerabilities, even
though she was attractive both physical and metaphysical, it could
bring a fatality to her fragile world. Fearing it would end for
Alyssa as it had Pam, she concluded, it was best to avoid her.

An overwhelming thought, this could be Pamela
Holland reincarnated, gripped her mind and rushed her to a short
breath. She continued to stare down Spring Street. Is it
possible Pam’s found a way back through the shadows to the
living? She asked herself. The idea almost too absurd to be
considered true, but what if she had found the path to
reincarnation? She thought. Having only read briefly the Bardo
Thodol, the Tibetan Book of the Dead; she didn’t know much about
Tibetan Buddhism or reincarnation, but wasn’t arrogant like old
Christian Ingrid to discard it as myth, because Buddhist Monks
didn’t share her unenlightened whiteness. But the thought of Pamela
Holland reborn did draw her lips into a smile that reached her dark
plum eyes. And if that miracle had truly occurred, it meant she
could possibility take the path death denied. Turning gazed back
out to the open sea recalling how she once believed the Christians
had all the answers to the mysteries of life, death, and especially
afterlife. But after Pam’s gift, she was sure they didn’t have a
clue as to what either meant or to be human and spiritual.
Reincarnation, she thought, would give hope to others
that reclaiming their stolen humanity is possible, but what
if this woman is only a brief glimpse of a gateway to a place that
leads to an eternal season where Pam still awaits my arrival?
She thought.

Elated, Ingrid headed home. She crossed
Alaska Way and glanced up Spring Street hoping to catch a glimpse
of this peripatetic beauty that emulated Pamela Holland that
cajoled her and sent her into the same emotional tailspin. But
Alyssa was nowhere in sight; and as she turned up Elliott Bay Trail
heading toward the Waterfront Condominiums with the feeling this
wasn’t to be her last encounter with the mysterious beauty.


Elizabeth Khyler

Despite the dark clouds that flouted over the
mountain top the afternoon was balmy. A mild breeze fluttered Pine
needles and perfumed the air with a sharp autumn fragrance. Liz
breathed in the pungent smells, but her lunges filled with
emptiness; the inescapable feeling the autumn curse was
approaching, it raced a frightening chill throughout her entire
being. To relieve her mind of this dread she decided to go for a
drive.

Beyond the windshield rays of sunlight
punctured dark clouds, but seem to disappear before reaching the
earth. She made her way down High Drive, a mountainous unpaved road
mostly traveled by adventure hikers and dirt bikers. The Ford
Mustang Convertible wasn’t equipped for the rocky terrain, but the
need to get away and clear her mind of the coming autumn dread,
forced her on, climbing higher and higher into elevation.

The narrow unpaved road wind its way through
the mountains, ascending and descending around steep unguarded
turns and straightaways. But for the most part the drive was
pleasant.

After crossing Bear Creek, the road slipped
into a straightaway and despite the smoothness, the occasional bump
and trimmer of loose gravel reminded her of her mountainous
journey.

When she came to Gold Camp Road, she decided
to return home, she was sure Kelly had called and was probably
worried sick by now. But as she turned on the road, it began to
rain. But Liz continued following the road. The terrain became
steeper and narrower as the rain pummeled the earth with a fury.
Squinting her eyes; she peered through the windshield pass solid
sheets of water and followed the changing terrain. Each slope
angled higher as the road became narrower. Cursing softly
underneath her breath, but otherwise still in control, she eased
her foot down on the accelerator, but as the car sped up, it lost
traction, and began slide right toward the edge of the cliff.

She didn’t dare press any the accelerator
harder and risk sending the car into a full sideways spin, so she
eased her foot up, glanced in the rearview but her view was
obscured by a solid wall of whiteness rushing from the sky. On the
left side, tall Pines, oaks and Spruces, bent under the heavy
weight of rain almost touched the ground, and on the right only the
tops of rain drenched trees that threatened to slide down the
mountain could be seen.

With each turn of the wheel rushing water
from over jagged rocks pushed the car closer to the edge. And the
narrow dirt road quickly became too much for the Ford Mustang as it
continued to lose more traction. She raised her foot from the
accelerator; and although the car slowed, it continued toward the
edge. Instinctively, she turned into the slide. But the rear end
glided on a thin watery sheet as if on an icy slope; the back right
wheel now hanging dangerously close to the edge. Her breath came in
gasps, the horrifying thought of tumbling over the edge a reality.
A quiver began in the pit of her stomach and quickly spread. She
would have screamed if she wasn’t afraid the vibrations would send
her over the edge to her death.

With the left front tiled toward the
mountain; the car continued to slide closer toward the edge. It had
become so dangerously close, until now, escape is almost impossible
to even imagine. The car teetered as if in a tug—o—war with gravity
startling her with a single thought of death that arrested her
breath. Frantically, Liz searched for the release on the safety
belt, the car continued teetering and she saw her last chance to
escape disappear as the car lost the battle and tumbled over the
edge.

The Ford Mustang flipped over and over
crashing through trees and thick under brush. Gripping the steering
wheel, hoping a tree would stop her descent, but wouldn’t impale
her through the vinyl top. She lost count of how many times the car
rolled over as up became down and down became up again. Her head
banged against something hard, almost knocking her unconscious. She
didn’t know if it was tree branch that had come through the roof,
or she hit the steering wheel, but as it continued to roll, the
throbbing in her skull continued to grow worse.

Slumping over the console, hoping to avoid
impalement; the windshield suddenly exploded showering her with
fragments of safety glass and wet debris. Rain poured in and as the
car continued its rapid descent into what felt like an endless
ravine, where she was sure death waited. A thunderous sound, and a
sudden jolt and the car stopped. The safety belt instantly
tightened and restricted breath. Extreme pain bolted through her
right shoulder and right leg. Her vision started to fade and in a
desperate attempt to free the belt before it all went black; she
managed to unlock belt, and as the darkness continued to approach;
her conscious mind wavered from logic to illogic, but the most
terrifying of thoughts, frightened her more than death itself, and
that was that she may never see Kelly again.


Chapter 3

Ingrid Vãduvã

Consumed with overwhelming guilt and avidity;
Ingrid trudged through the front door of the Condo. Flung her
jacket across the chaise, grabbed Pam’s picture from the desk,
before slumping down on the French style sofa; she closed her eyes
and pressed the picture against her breast, and she tried to
recapture the beautiful daydream of strolling with Pam in the Parc
de la Butte Champe au Rouge. But the Sophoria, Tullip, and Ginkgo
biloba trees swaying in the gentle autumn breeze wouldn’t come into
focus. The sunset that’s always transformed the sky into a purple
hue; appeared as bleak an artic sunrise. And for the first time
since creating the daydream, she couldn’t see Pam’s beautiful smile
or feel her presence at a glance.

Her eyes well, she tightened her embrace,
still trying desperately trying to push away the invasion. And as
tears streamed her olive cheeks, memories of Pam continued to fade,
and no matter how hard she tried to keep it vivid continued to
appear like ordinary memories. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, still
trying desperately to stop the erosion.

A sense of failure gripped her with the
darkness of a Spector’s cloak. Her eyes flashed opened, she
released a pent up breath. Pushed up from the chaise and schlepped
toward desk. She placed Pam’s picture near the monitor and
continued to stare for a long moment, feeling devastating effects
of Alyssa. It was the same thing Pam used to destroy old Ingrid
with two years ago, the past is repeating, she told
herself.

Until meeting Pam; others had always viewed
her existence with a demonization based the Gipsy myth. Fully
indoctrinated with a totally destroyed humanity; she never
considered her appearance as a perspective of being humans. But
after meeting Pam and experiencing a different kind of spirituality
that revealed before her an understanding of her wounded humanity
she felt for the first time she wasn’t cursed. But here in this
state of mind, facing destruction—again, she feared those beautiful
memories would be sucked through a wormhole of the past and lost
forever in the darkness of memory. But where does dreams and
memories reside when they disappear from the conscious mind and
become less vivid as the continuum of time moved forward? She
asked herself.

She was sure they weren’t stored in the
darkest part of the subconscious; where she kept Stephen and Erich.
But even if they were she vowed to kept separate memories of
Stephen and Erich from memories of Pam, and never again the two
shall meet, like they had in life she’d promised. She made that and
the promised pilgrimage at Pamela’s gravesite. But Pam’s beautiful
essence is also intertwined with the tragedy of her death, which
was stored in the same dark corridors as memories of Stephen and
Erich. And like the good Christians that launched a brutal attack
on Muslim Spain, Alyssa had launched an attack on the beautiful
memories of Pam.

Never one to believe in a Gypsy curse or
magical spells, but like Pam, Alyssa didn’t showed any evidence of
a continental curse like white Christians always says people of
color contained. And although, the attraction wasn’t an illusion,
she couldn’t simply surrender to the yearnings of a lonely heart
that could lead to another disastrous end, like it had when she
first met and married Stephen and gave life to his evil spawn
Erich.

She drew a quick breath, combed through her
raven hair with her hands. She’d stopped trusting the heart and
human emotion. But she couldn’t deny the idea that Pam maybe gazing
at her through Alyssa brown eyes. And even thought it felt wrong to
hold on to someone you were told you could never have—again; and
having affection for someone that could destroy Pam was almost too
frightening to be considered. But Alyssa’s cajoling nature made it
easy to recall that eternal flame that ignited her secret
desires.

Fully aware she may be losing her grip on
reality or slipping into an alternate reality, but having live most
of her life outside of what’s considered normal; she reinstated the
promise she made at Pam’s grave. I will resist any intrusion
against you, my love, but the realization that physical Pam
wasn’t there in this season and she found herself powerless against
the seasonal changes and Alyssa’s enchantments.

Her greatest fear was losing Pam—again. With
her breath arrested and tears spilling over the wells of her eyes.
She whispered. “I only have a heart for you,” staring again at
Pam’s picture, “until we’re together in what every paradise existed
beyond death.” But strangely even now only saw Alyssa staring back.
Another realization of having already betrayed part of the promise
when placed hope in Aaron entered her mind; but after three months
and no forward motion, not even a good night kiss; she didn’t
consider it an actual betrayal, but more like a friendship. But
Alyssa was different; she’d awakened desires Pam had ignited.

Turning toward the balcony door she stared
the drizzling rains washing away more of autumns dread. Spider web
like water veins appeared and pulsated with a heartbeat against the
glass balcony door as water droplets sacrificed individualism and
raced toward the bottom in the collective. Her world was changing
and again teetering on collapse.

The only other person that ever expressed
knowledge of her secret desires for Pam was Liz at the river’s
edge. She recalled how Liz begged her to tell Pam before it was too
late, but who could’ve known time would cut us short? She
exhaled and continued to stare the rain drops against the darkening
sky; pondering if the similarities of Alyssa was nothing more than
a cultural identity shared by all women of color, but how, from
a single encounter, could Alyssa have turned my world upside
down? She pondered. She wondered again if Alyssa Michaels could
actually be Pamela Holland reincarnated, and if so, she’d been
reborn as beautiful and as alluring as she had in the previous
life, but most importantly was this a chance to take to confess the
feeling she couldn’t in the past?


Elizabeth Khyler

The rain had stopped and the sun had set by
the time Liz regained consciousness. Her eyes fluttered open. Tall
oaks, pines, and spouse, stood like wet sentinels underneath
starless heavens began to come into focus. The eerie sound of
silence filled her ear canal, interrupted only by the occasional
raindrop falling from heavy leaves into small puddles.

Like a python slowly killing it’s pray, when
she moved, the safety belt, although loosen, tightened its grip and
slowly continued to drain the life from her. Extreme pain bolted
through her right shoulder and right leg as if she’d been torn in
half. She managed to free herself from the seatbelt, than slowly
crawled out the wreckage through the torn vinyl top into the cold
night air, before collapsing on top of a pile of wet twisted
branches. She sucked in a jagged breath, coughed from the rush of
strong woodsy pine scent.

The car was a total loss. But she didn’t
care, she needed to find her way back to civilization before Kelly
arrived and found her missing. Shivering from the cold, she tried
moving; but pain ripped a whimper from her lips and for a moment it
felt like her heart would suddenly stop, which could only be
considered a release from this torture. She tried moving the
fingers on her right hand and realized it wasn’t broken, but she
couldn’t feel her toes on her right foot. The leg hadn’t completely
healed from last autumns jump from the second story window, and she
was certain this time it was broken.

Sucking in another breath, it plumed for her
and lingered slightly before dissipating in the heavy air. Pain
pinged against her chest with every breath and the fear that each
beat of her heart could be her last earthly gesture. A water
droplet fell from a heavy leaf and splashed against her face; the
urgent need to draw another breath made her realize she was still
alive, but she had make it back to civilization or might as well
have died in the crash, becoming part of the food chain. Rushed to
an anxiety about the plight before her, Liz scanned the area and
again was sure Kelly had called several times and was worried sick.
She couldn’t recall if she brought her phone or not, but even if
she had, it had probably been flung out into the forest by the
violent tumbling. Scanning the area, she decided, the best way of
escape was too climb back up the mountain side to the road, where,
at least maybe a park ranger would find her in the morning.

She decided to follow the path of broken
trees and snapped branches, reaching for the larger branches;
afraid the smaller ones would snap, sending her tumbling back on to
the wreckage, where she was sure Azrael awaited to kiss from her
the last breath of life from her olive lips.

Dragging herself up the mountain was arduous
and with each pull, excruciating pain bolted through her right
shoulder and her right leg and fatigued quickly sat in. Her right
leg heated up and began to swell. But with each pull the distance
closed and she continued. Near the top she paused, and with a death
like grip on a large branch, she rescanned the area. She remembered
how the road traveled through two tunnels before becoming flatting
and leading back to the city. And if she was close to one of the
tunnels, and maybe she could take refuges in it out the weather
until day break.

After dragging herself the rest of the way;
she crawled onto the roadside and collapsed. Sucked in air and
started crawling toward a blackness she believed was a tunnel. And
although it was only a few feet away; in her condition it seemed a
million miles away. But Liz wasn’t a quitter; she took a breath and
painfully continued on. Her body racked with an agonizing pain that
traveled every inch of her. Her left leg numbed from fatigue and
became nearly as useless as the right. But she kept moving, inching
closer and closer to the darkness of the tunnel entrance.

The entrance appeared like a portal to hell
rather than place where traffic flowed in the light of day. The
blackness was darker than the night around it and inside was cold
as the grave. But at least it would give her shelter from the rain,
but wouldn’t shield her from the cold. A sigh of relief escaped her
lips. This journey was over. Enduring more pain; she pushed to her
feet and began sliding along against the wall to the opposite end.
Each breath filled her senses with a cold raunchy smell of earth.
Nauseated; images spun in visible circles within the blackness
before her eyes, and her head became light, she was sure she would
lose conscious. Keeping as close to the wall as possible, she
inched moving forward peering into the darkness, the fear of death
suddenly becoming real with each step. But even the thought of
death wasn’t the most frightening; the thought of how her death
would affect the rest of Kelly’s life brought a different mind
numbing fear that push her further into the tunnel toward the
opposite end, for Kelly’s sake, she had to survive, and death
wasn’t an option for her to consider.

Edging farther into the darkness, an ominous
feeling suddenly descended, but at least it shelters me from the
weather, she told herself, trying to push away the fear of
death that entered her mind. But even that small measure of logic
offered little comfort in the face of her possible demise.

Midway the tunnel something scurried quickly
in the darkness. Rendered frozen, horripilating and quivering; she
glared at the wall of blackness. The realization she wasn’t alone
and was in no condition to successfully fend off any attacker
caused her to intensify her glare. But her eyes failed to focus in
the near blacked out conditions. Thankfully nothing attacked and
after a long moment she edged forward; still bracing against the
cold stone filling her lungs with musky air that left the cold
lifeless flavor of death in her mind. But Liz continued on pushing
the thought of dying away and refusing to believe she would die
there leaving Kelly along in a ruthless world.

She finally came to the end of the tunnel,
stopped, and enduring intense pain, she sled to the ground. A
whimper escaped her lips with an exhale and pain ripped another
sigh from her lips when she drew breath. But the idea of Kelly’s
worried heart pained her even more than the physically pain she’s
forced to endure. And she was sure she sensed Kelly’s worried
heart. And it saddened her to think of Kelly’s anxieties constantly
growing into an uncontrollable desperation of despair.

Realizing since she could never hide anything
from Kelly and although, she loved Kelly romantically, it was more
than that between them. Pam called it a quantum entanglement and
for the first time since hearing the words, she hoped their souls
were connected and that Kelly could hear her desperate pleading
heart. It was the first time they’d been apart for this length of
time; but somehow, inside she felt Kelly’s emotional distress at
this moment. The throbbing in her chest continued to pound her each
breath and she began to lose consciousness. In the distance a glow
suddenly appeared, but she wasn’t sure if was the headlight from a
car, or flashes from a distant realm that’s displayed only inside
the mind at the moment of death. She continued to lose a grip on
consciousness as the illumination in the distance also continued to
approach.


Kelly Holland

Kelly came off the elevator into the hotel
lobby and headed toward an empty seat near the large window
over—looking the sidewalk. She called Liz and again the call went
to the voicemail. She left a brief message before staring toward
the doors, but did not see the people going through. It wasn’t like
Liz not to answer the phone, or not call back, something’s
wrong. She reminded herself.

“Are you ready?”

Startled out of thought Kelly flashed up and
forced a crook smile before pushing up.

“I don’t mean to startle you,” Tammy said as
they headed toward the doors, “do you like Japanese food?”

“It’s ok, no seafood though.”

“Great, there a great Japanese Restaurant not
far and I think you’ll love their steak.”

As the Taxi weaved in and out of New York
traffic Kelly turned to Tammy and said. “So you and Pam were
roommates, how’d that work out?”

“Those were great times. Then Pam took off to
Paris and I never saw her again until….” She paused and pulled her
brow into a frown.

Kelly didn’t respond but continued to stare.
In her mind she recalled the last time she saw Pam alive. It was a
couple of days before her murder. They’d just started to mend their
torn relationship. She’d embrace her and it still felt as warm now
in her memory as it did today they embraced and whispered
“tsosdadalv” in Pam’s ear. And in her mind she could still hear
Pam’s reply, “yes we are still sisters.”

“You seem a little preoccupied…anything
wrong?”

Suddenly returned to reality, Tammy’s image
return to focus, “No I’m fine, just a little tired. The session was
long.”

“Is this your first trip to NY?”

“No I got my doctorate at Julliard and I’ve
returned several times. But you know how it goes with bands. The
last one broke up after a Brooklyn gig.”

“Bands are the hardest to keep together. I’ve
certainly had my share of trouble with them, but now I’m a free
agent and I love it.”

The cab stopped in front of Benihana’s
restaurant. They pushed out and strolled toward the door. A sharp
pain pelted Kelly, suspending her breath and she paused abruptly,
snatched a jagged breath, and pulled her brow into a frown. It felt
as if her bones were suddenly as brittle as rice paper and that
she’d been torn in half. Placing a hand on Kelly’s back, “are you
ok?”

Tammy’s touch instantly flashed a scene of
betrayal in her mind. Kelly continued to stare hard for a moment.
“Yeah, just a little tired,” but she knew it was more than
fatigue.

The smell of fish filled their senses; but
made Kelly nauseous. As they strolled pass the wine display toward
a packed dining area; the chatter of patrons, the tapping rhythms
of the chefs preparing dishes, all sounded like a musical score.
The rhythm of the steel knives against the heated tables became the
constant underlining melodic tone. The shaking of condiments not
only added flavor to dishes, but added to the harmonic major and
minor chord structures. The chatter and cheers of the patrons were
bridges, like thirteenth chords that linked the harmonics at
specific intervals, where inverted minors completely changed the
pace of the score.

The melody resolved back to the root chord,
but the sudden ending on the sixth with a double sharp produced an
unbalanced tone; she cringe, again a strange ending, she
thought.

They took a table in the center of the room
and while the chef performed, Kelly rearranged the musical chord
structure inside her head to a more pleasing tone. But the melody
still contained a strange chord structure laced with frighteningly
dark overtones. She considered it was a spiritual insight into the
agony Liz was suffering and any attempts to rewrite the structure,
would put her out of touch with Liz so she quickly pushed the
arrangement away.

Tammy noticed her strange musing. “There is
something on your mind.”

“Just a little worried about someone.”

Tammy waited until after they ordered drinks
before saying. “So tell me about Ellen, in prison, what
happened?”

Kelly told her selected parts of last
autumn’s events. Tammy listened carefully, shaking her head in
disbelief the entire time. “I can’t believe it,” she finally said.
“Ellen…who would’ve known she was capable of something like that.
We were such close friends.”

Kelly didn’t respond immediately but recalled
how Tammy’s visceral expression changed at the mention of Ellen’s
imprisonment and she suspected they were much more than friends,
“who could’ve known?” Kelly repeated.

After diner they headed to a nearby bar and
ordered drinks. While Tammy was in the rest room, Kelly took a sip
of the club soda and called Liz, and again it went to voicemail.
Something’s wrong, she reminded herself—and again, the
overwhelming need to return to Colorado Springs continuing to
grow.

Tammy returned and plopped down on the stole
next to her.

“I’m cutting the session short.” Kelly
said.

“Why?” Tammy asked with a shocked expression.
“You may never get another chance with this company or this
producer again.”

“Liz is more important.”

Tammy took a sip of wine. “You’re giving up a
chance of a lifetime. What if you get there and find out she’s ok
or is involved in something else? You’ve just completely threw away
a great opportunity that may never come again.”

Something else, Kelly thought,
slightly smiling. “Opportunity will come again, it always does, but
next time they’ll beg for the crumbs that fall from my table.”

“Kelly you know how big record companies
operate. You bolt and they’ll black list you and won’t have
anything else to do with you or your music again. I can’t believe
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