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***

IN "TWO LOST SOULS," Rick Powell dives into the raw vibes of loss and regret. From the foreboding clouds in the opening scene to unspoken words of the characters, Powell crafts a tale that's both relatable and heart-wrenching.

From start to finish, Powell captures the essence of missed opportunities and unfinished business. The dialogue is raw and unfiltered, pulling you into the main character's inner struggles, including hints of past mistakes that might have led to his current situation. 

“Two Lost Souls” offers the galactic idea that choices shape our future. Even in life's storms, there's a glimmer of hope and redemption if you're willing to forgive for past slip-ups. If you've ever lost someone and found it hard to let go, this story will hit you right in the feels. Powell's writing offers a complex exploration of grief.

As an editor with I Ain't Your Marionette Press, I've had the privilege of reading and vibing with this story. Reading and offering editorial suggestions for "Two Lost Souls" has been a rewarding experience, letting me see the depth Rick brings to his writing.

Get ready to be moved, to reflect, and maybe even see a bit of your own story within these pages.

~Pita Black of Cranberree Ink
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***

"I stayed with you while you gasped your last breath. It appears I would be the last of your shadowy visitors. My presence was like that of Death, the Inquisitor."

~ Joseph Mykut, The Last Seen Shadow 2021.
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HEAVY CLOUDS HUNG IN the sky. He pulled up to the gate and heard a low rumble. He wasn't sure if it was the sound the dilapidated engine underneath the hood of his old Pontiac Bonneville made when it was about to stall, or his stomach from not eating all morning.

He could hear the steady creak of the struts as he pulled to a stop. He wanted to be careful of this road; every time he came out here, the road had more potholes than before. It wouldn't do any good to have more damage done to his car, especially after losing his job a few weeks ago. 

He put the Bonneville in park and left it running as he took a deep breath, then looked at the woman in the passenger seat. Her simple white dress gave a pleasant contrast to the decrepit interior of the car and the gray sky in the distance. She looked out the passenger window, her slender hands folded in her lap. 

"Well, here we are," he said, clearing his throat—as if unsure what else to say.

She sighed, deeply. "Hhhhhhmph... Here we are. "She did not turn away from the window. He could just make out her eyes, in the reflection of the glass.

He heard a steady rumble in the distance. He glanced out the windshield, feeling a little awkward. "Looks like a storm is coming. I'm glad we got back here in time."

She didn't answer. Her brilliant eyes were moving, taking in the gate that was in her line of vision.

He cleared his throat once more. "Hey, are you okay?"

She turned her head to look at him, no emotion in her eyes, then stared at her delicate hands, white against her white dress. "Yeah," she said softly.

"Thanks for meeting up with me," he said, his voice a little more confident now that she acknowledged him. "We had a pretty good day."

She started rubbing her hands, as if she were tensing up to say something. She turned to the window.

He turned off the ignition. Here we go again, he thought

The car stopped running, and the silence seemed all the louder. He rubbed the stubble of his unshaven cheek. "I hope it was a good day for you, honey."

"I thought you had work today," she said picking at one of her nails. He swallowed hard and looked at the sky.

"Well, I took the day off. It seemed we were getting together less and less, lately." He thought for a moment... "Herb can run the shop on most days by himself. Hell, with that huge superstore that opened a few miles away, we've been slow, anyway. No one wants to come to a plumbing supply store when they can get everything they need at a one-stop shopping monster just down the highway."

Her eyes met his. Eyes of the deepest blue. God, I always loved her eyes. he thought

"You said last time business was booming! You even had to hire a college kid or two. You said the superstore was bringing in more business with the construction and such." Her voice was hollow and cold.

"Well, it's just that..."

"You lost your job, didn't you?" The sky rumbled, louder than before. He looked into her eyes. She closed them, shook her head, and turned back to look out the window.

"Helen, listen... it's just been hard since..."

"It's been hard for me, too. What are you going to do now, David? You were just getting back on your feet." She abruptly glared at him. "Where are you going to find a job now? Will this car get you there?"

He struggled to say something, shame filling his face.

"You've been drinking again, haven't you?" Helen blurted.

He looked down and rubbed his forehead, unsure of what to say. His hand skimmed across the top of his head, avoiding the receding hairline.

"It's just been hard... I miss you," he whispered...

Her shoulders slumped, her anger surrendering to pity. "I know, David. I know."

The sky visible through the windshield was almost filled with the black clouds that loomed overhead. The edges of the glass were starting to mist up from the warmth inside the car, as the temperature steadily dropped outside. A stray leaf from the copse of trees on the opposite side of the road blew onto the hood of the car, paused, and tumbled off. He saw the wind buffeting the branches of the trees, as if they were urging him to say something.

"Hey, remember that time at the cabin in Michigan when we took the boat out onto that lake? It got so windy, and a large branch fell off that tree and into the water. It was so close to the boat that we got drenched, and you laughed the whole time I was trying to paddle back." He felt a smile come to his face as he looked at her, expectantly.

She looked down in defeat.

He detected a slight chuckle in her throat and cocked his head a little to try to catch her glance. He thought about how, after all these years, her eyes were still dreamy when she recalled a memory from long ago.

Her head snapped up. She gazed out the misting glass, not seeing the clouds, but looking into a day in the past. A day filled with light and sunshine. They were younger then, and better at recovering from life’s storms.

"When we got back to the cabin, I was laughing so hard I almost pissed my pants, because you were paddling like Shaggy did in one of those Scooby-Doo cartoons," she said with a light giggle.

He laughed, heat flushing his cheeks. "Yeah, we almost froze that night, but we managed to keep warm." He winked at her, but she failed to notice.

"You’ve lost weight," she said, her smile fading. Her gaze never faltered from the sky before her.

He laid back in the seat, knowing his diversion did not work as expected. "Yeah, just a few pounds. Trying to cut out the carbs."

"You didn't eat ANYTHING at the restaurant. It was your favorite, too."

"Just wasn't hungry, is all."

"David, listen." She turned to him and looked into his eyes, like a parent advising a child." You need to take better care of yourself. You have been like this for too long..."

"Helen... "

"...and you need to get yourself together. I’ve noticed it the last two times we got together, and we can't keep tiptoeing around this three-hundred-pound gorilla in the room. You have to start moving on. What happened, happened. I—"

He slammed his hands on the steering wheel, and lightning flashed on the horizon. "I want you back, DAMMIT!" he shouted.

Helen flinched at his outburst. She turned to the passenger window, retreating into the seat as far away from him as she could. The glass was starting to fog up so he couldn’t see her reflection. She put her fingers to her lips. "I know, David, but you realize it can't happen. It's just... too late."

He took a few deep breaths as he gripped the wheel. His eyes drifted shut. "Honey..."

His grip loosened on the wheel as he saw her wipe her cheekbones, her face still looking in the direction of the gate. He hoped it was from the humidity building up in the car, but knew
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