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	Miami, Florida

	“What … what am i doing here?” Marco Anissi said the moment he opened his eyes.

	An attending nurse stood by his bedside. “You were in a car accident. Do you have any memory of it?”

	He brought his hand up to his head. “I remember a dog and then … and then I hit something.”

	“You hit a light pole and you’re lucky to be alive. The doctor will be here to check on you later.” She adjusted his pillow to make him more comfortable. “By the way, your sister was here an hour ago. She said she’d be back.”

	Marco lifted his head when Angela finally appeared. “Hi, Sis. Glad you dropped by.”

	“You sure had us worried, little brother.” She walked up to the bed and kissed him on the cheek.

	“I know what you’re going to say, but I wasn’t speeding and it wasn’t my fault. If that dog hadn’t run in front of me …”

	She smiled. “I know all about it. It even came out in the paper. The lady who owned the dog saw the whole thing. She said she felt partly to blame because the dog got away from her when she took him out for a walk. I brought the section so you could read about it.” She handed it to him. “Don’t be surprised if she shows up unexpectedly. She said she wanted to meet you.”

	Marco took a moment to read the article. His jaw dropped. “Did you notice the address?”

	“What are you talking about?”

	“It’s the same pole I hit when Susan was killed.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“See for yourself.” He moved the paper toward her. “That’s not all. Take a look at the date. What are the odds of my hitting the same pole on the same month, exactly ten years later?”

	She re-read the article. “It’s just a freakish coincidence. Besides, what difference does it make?”

	Marco sat up straighter. “I don’t believe in coincidences. Maybe … I don’t know … maybe someone or something is trying to—”

	“Stop right there. I know you were into these weird concepts a long time ago, but …” Angela shook her head. “I really thought you had put them out of your mind after you dropped out of college.”

	“I did, but this is different. What if … I know you may think I’m crazy. But what if she’s trying to send me a message?”

	“She? You’re not talking about Susan, are you?” She rolled her eyes. “The injury to your head was worse than I thought.”

	“Okay, so it sounds far-fetched. But listen to me. A few weeks before I dropped out of school, I heard a lecture by this professor from India who had an unusual theory about how an organ like the heart, can possess part of a person’s soul. Later, when we met in his office I told him about Susan. I asked if her soul could still be inside her heart that beat in someone else’s body. He said yes. Unfortunately, at the time, well, I was too bummed out to follow up on it and I eventually put it out of my mind.”

	“Look, Marco, why don’t you give it a rest? It was an accident—the late hour, the dog. It could have happened to anyone driving on the same road.”

	“But it didn’t. It happened to me.” He tapped his chest. “Don’t you see? Susan was trying to reach out to me in a way I would understand. If it had happened at a different place, on a different date, I would have missed it entirely.”

	Angela let out a sigh. “I can see I’m wasting my time. You’ve decided to make this into some kind of strange phenomenon and there’s nothing I can do about it. But promise me something. Don’t do anything rash before talking to someone whose opinion you value more than mine.”

	“I’ll think about it.” He smiled. “Hey, don’t take it so seriously. You’re my big sister. Don’t I always follow your advice?”

	“Yeah, right.” She laughed. “I wish I could stay longer, but I’ve got a chiropractor’s appointment in less than twenty minutes. I’ll come back to see you first thing in the morning.” She gave him a quick hug and hurried out of the room.
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	Two weeks later

	At first, professor rangan didn’t seem to recognize him. “Marco … Marco Anissi,” he finally said. “Yes, of course. It’s been a long time.”

	”Ten years.” Marco sat across from him. He glanced around the room. Everything looked the same. The picture of Mohandas Gandhi next to a shuttered window, the sagging bookcase, the multi-colored candles atop his cluttered desk. Even the slow-moving ceiling fan that had since developed a wobble. It was as though time never passed.

	“What a wonderful surprise. I often thought of you after our last meeting. When I heard you had dropped out of school for no apparent reason, well, it made me wonder. I hope it wasn’t because of what we talked about.”

	”I’m glad you remembered.” Marco ran his fingers through his hair. He had a lot to say and didn’t want to come across as this crazy, mixed-up person who had nothing better to do than to hang on to old memories and unproven theories.

	”The truth is, I was a very confused young man back then. That’s why I dropped out of school. I bummed around for a couple of months and then I joined the Army—spent a year in Afghanistan and another in Germany. It seemed like a good way to escape from …” He cleared his throat. “Well, let’s just say it turned out to be a good thing for me at the time.”

	”So, what are you doing now? Did you ever complete your studies?”

	”When I got out of the Army, I lost my enthusiasm for it, though I have to admit, coming back here today makes me wish I was a student again. Until recently, I drove a cab. It’s not the greatest job in the world but the hours were flexible, and it gave me time to work on my writing, mostly short stories and essays.”

	Professor Rangan leaned back in his chair and folded his arms. “I always knew you’d come back to see me someday. Though I’m surprised you waited this long. What’s this all about, Marco?”

	Marco shifted uncomfortably. “I wanted to talk to you about something strange that happened to me. My sister thinks I’m making too much of it and maybe I am. I’ll let you be the judge.” He took a moment to collect his thoughts.

	“A few days ago, I was driving my cab on Old Cutler Road when a dog ran in front of me. I hit the brakes and skidded into a light pole, which knocked me unconscious. I spent a few days in the hospital. Later, when I read about it in the newspaper, I realized the pole I hit was the same pole I struck when Susan—my fiancée—was killed exactly ten years ago.” He paused. “I saw it as a sign. Don’t you agree?”

	Professor Rangan stroked his chin. “Let’s just say anything is possible. I’ll even go as far as to say the two events could be connected.”

	Marco stared at him for a moment. “You really think so?”

	”Keep in mind we’re talking about theories that have yet to be proven. Let me show you something.” He got up, stepped over to a file cabinet, and retrieved a thick manila folder filled with old newspaper and magazine articles. “Have a look. You might find it interesting.” He handed it to Marco.

	Marco glanced through some of the articles. “It’s incredible. A man who had eaten meat all his life suddenly loses his taste for it after receiving a heart from a donor who happened to be a vegetarian. Here’s another. A young woman who’d lived with a transplanted heart for nearly five years inexplicably commits suicide in the same manner as the person from whom the heart was taken. They didn’t even know each other.” He put down the article. “It’s as if the young woman suffered from the same depression that had driven the donor to suicide.”

	”Right. There are other stories, though not quite as startling as the ones you just read. If you want, you can take them. Just bring them back or put them in the mail when you’re done.”

	”Thank you. I can’t wait to read them all.” He closed the folder and set it aside.

	”So, what are your plans?” Professor Rangan asked.

	”Well, I’d like to follow up on this, maybe work it into a piece—metaphysical things are hot right now. But mostly I want to do it for myself. Get it out of my system once and for all. I only hope the person who got Susan’s heart lives in Miami or at least somewhere in Florida.”

	Professor Rangan nodded. “I must caution you that whoever it turns out to be, may not be receptive, at least in the beginning. So, I would suggest you take it slow and easy. If my theory is correct, Susan’s spirit will detect your presence.”

	”What … if nothing happens?”

	”You must think positive, Marco.” Professor Rangan waved his finger at him. “Everything depends on it. Without faith, and I’m talking about absolute faith that such things are possible, you will absolutely fail. Trust me on this, and do not for a single moment, doubt you can do it.”

	Marco rose to his feet. “I took a chance coming here, you know. But I’m glad I did. No matter what happens, I want to thank you for your advice … and for taking me seriously.”

	Professor Rangan walked him to the door. “I hope everything works out well for you, Marco. And I hope you’ll stay in touch.”

	”I will.” Marco smiled. “You can count on it.”

	•          •          •

	”We need to talk, Sis,” Marco said from across her kitchen table. “This morning, I met with Professor Rangan from the university. When I told him about Susan, he—”

	The stove timer went off. “I have a roast in the oven that needs to cook for at least another five to ten minutes. So, what did he have to say?”

	He filled her in on his meeting with Professor Rangan, and when he was through, he said, “I know you don’t agree with me, but I’ve made up my mind. I’ve got to find out what’s going on here. If I don’t, I’ll probably regret it for the rest of my life.”

	Angela sighed. “When I said you should talk to someone whose opinion you valued more than mine I didn’t think you’d talk to Professor Rangan. I’ve seen him interviewed on TV a couple of times and he sounds like a total flake. Some of the things he says are so ridiculous I can’t understand how the university allows him to teach.”

	”He’s got some strange ideas, that’s for sure. And if it’ll make you feel better, I don’t buy into half of them. But what if he’s right, at least about the possibility—”

	”Has it occurred to you all of this is happening at a time when you’re most vulnerable? It’s been three months since you broke up with Samantha and until now, that’s all you’ve talked about.”

	”You’re right. But the fact is, the accident made me see things more clearly. Now I see our break up was probably a blessing in disguise. Sure I loved Samantha, but not the way I loved Susan.”

	”What about your job? Are you just going to give it up so you can try to find some mystical love that may or may not exist?”

	He laughed. “Some job. Driving cranky passengers from one end of town to the other. I guess I didn’t tell you—my boss called right after I got out of the hospital. He told me not to bother coming back to work. Their insurance wouldn’t cover me unless they were sure I hadn’t suffered any permanent brain damage. He said to check in with him in a month or two, but I could tell he really didn’t want me.” He shrugged. “No big loss. I’ve saved a few bucks which should carry me for the next few months and after that, well …”

	Angela raised her hands in the air. “I give up, Marco. If going out to look for this person with Susan’s heart is what you want to do, then fine. Go ahead and do it. And when you come back all messed up inside, you’ll have no one to blame but yourself.”

	”Relax, Sis,” he said, trying to lighten the mood. “Everything will turn out for the best. You’ll see.”

	”Well, it’s your life. I just hope you know what you’re doing.” She got up to check on the roast. “So where will you start? You know it’s not going to be easy finding out who got Susan’s heart. Doctors and hospitals have very strict policies about releasing that kind of information.”

	”To tell you the truth, I hadn’t really thought about it. But you’re right. It won’t be easy. Of course, there’s always Susan’s parents …”

	”Is that really such a good idea?”

	”No, but they’re the only ones who know the person’s name. I’ll think about it.” He stood up. “Boy that sure smells good.”

	”You want to stay and join us for dinner?”

	He smiled. “I thought you’d never ask.”

	•          •          •

	That same day, Marco started a journal—to record his thoughts and feelings as he began his search for the person who had received Susan’s heart. If nothing else, it would be good source material for his memoir that he hoped to write someday.

	First entry:

	This morning, I met with professor Rangan whom I hadn’t seen since I dropped out of school. He thought it possible Susan’s spirit was still with us, and the accident was her way of reaching out to me. Perhaps Professor Rangan simply told me what I wanted to hear. No matter. I’ve decided to find the person who received Susan’s heart. It won’t be easy, and I may even fail. But if I don’t do it now, I may not do it at all. My sister is dead set against it, not that I blame her. So, I’ll probably not tell her anything until I’ve found the recipient. Tomorrow I’ll call Susan’s parents. They may hang up on me, but it’s a risk I’m willing to take.
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	From his home, marco dialed Susan’s parents. He got their voicemail and hung up. It was almost a relief that no one answered. He wouldn’t have known what to say, not after years of not communicating with them. But like it or not, they were the only ones who could help him, so he tried again two hours later.

	“Hello, Mr. Valencia,” he said, when the man answered. “This is Marco Anissi. I know it’s been a long time and maybe—”

	“What do you want, Marco? Why are you calling?” He sounded stiff and unfriendly.

	“Who is it?” said a woman’s voice in the background.

	“I just wanted to see how you all were doing,” Marco said. “I hoped that after all these years you’d understand Susan meant as much to me as she did to you.” He paused. “Look, I know you still blame me for the accident but as God is my witness I wish it had been me who had died that night.”

	“There’s no point bringing it up again. My daughter is gone. Gone forever. And there’s nothing you or anyone can do about it.”

	“Well, the reason I called was because I need some information.” He hesitated. “About the person who got Susan’s heart. I know it’s a strange request, especially after all these years, but I thought maybe you might—”

	“You’ve got some nerve calling here. I don’t know what this is all about, but whatever it is, we want nothing to do with it. I’m very busy and I don’t have time to talk to you about unpleasant memories. Don’t call here again.”

	“But Mr. Valencia—”

	He had already hung up.

	Four days later, Marco received a letter. He pulled out a piece of paper with a woman’s name and a Tampa address. Below it were the words, Good Luck, which meant the sender was probably Susan’s mother, who, unlike her father, had never held her daughter’s death against him. He wished he had spoken to her, if only briefly. She would have understood.

	Marco knew Tampa well and found the address in a neighborhood where mixed zoning allowed for duplexes, houses and two story apartment complexes. It belonged to a recently painted house with wrought iron bars on the windows and an old, rusting Gran Torino in the driveway.

	He drove slowly past the house and pulled over at the end of the street. He couldn’t just knock on her door, not without some kind of pretext. He’d pretend to be a freelance writer doing research for a piece on transplant recipients. Maybe throw in a few tidbits from the articles Professor Rangan had loaned him to make it look good.

	Marco drove around the block and parked in front of the house. Last minute jitters turned into doubts. Maybe his sister was right—the whole thing was just one big coincidence. He shook his head. He was there, and he had nothing to lose.

	Marco walked up to the door and rang the bell.

	“Can I help you?” said a middle-aged woman who spoke with a Southern drawl. She wore large curlers on her head and reeked of cologne like the kind worn by little old ladies who stood in line for the early bird specials.

	“My name is Marco Anissi. I’m looking for Julia Tinsley. Does she live here?”

	The woman shook her head. “We bought the house from her and her husband about five years ago. They were getting a divorce.”

	“Do you happen to know where she moved to, or if she’s still in town?”

	She thought about it for a second. “I met her only once, before the closing. As I recall, she planned to move to Tucson, Arizona. She’s a dance instructor, you know. I still get mail for her now and then.”

	Marco smiled to himself. “Thanks, thanks a lot.” He couldn’t wait to check out Julia’s name through the internet.
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	Tucson, ten days later

	“Welcome to the Sonoran Ballroom Academy,” said a petite, dark-haired woman from across the counter. “I’m Ramona Daniel, one of the managers.”

	Marco hesitated. “My name is Marco Anissi. I’m looking for a teacher who had been recommended to me.” He was distracted by a stream of giggling young girls coming in for a class.

	“What’s her name?”

	“Julia … Julia Tinsley.”

	Ramona smiled. “She’s in the back room. I’ll get her for you.”

	Marco suddenly got nervous. What would she think? A complete stranger wanting to meet her. He turned to leave, just as a woman called his name. “Excuse me. Did you want to see me?” Her voice sounded eerily like Susan’s.

	He stopped in his tracks.

	“I’m Julia Tinsley.” She extended her hand. She looked thin, almost too thin, with large brown eyes and high cheekbones that complemented her warm, olive-toned face. Except for the way she wore her long dark hair that came to the top of her shoulders and the tone of her voice, she bore no resemblance to Susan. “The manager said you wanted to see me.”

	Marco cleared his throat. “Yes, I just moved here from Florida.” He tried hard not to stare at her. “I thought maybe you could—”

	Her eyes lit up. “What a coincidence. I’m from Tampa. I lived there almost twenty years.”

	“I’m from South Miami.” He smiled. “Like I was saying, I recently moved here and a friend of mine who had met you or seen you dance someplace suggested that I look you up … to take some lessons.” He hoped she wouldn’t press him by asking too many questions. She didn’t.

	“Well, I’m glad you’re here. But you should know I only take advanced students. Do you have much experience?”

	Marco gave a small shrug. “The truth is I’ve never taken a dance lesson in my life. But I’m a quick learner and I’m prepared to practice every day if necessary.”

	“We have some very good teachers who can work with you for a few months. They’ll teach you all the basic patterns that you need to know. Then if you’re still interested, we can discuss whether you want me to be your teacher.”

	A brief silence. “I’ll have to think it over,” he said, disappointed. “I really hoped you’d be my teacher, seeing as how my friend had talked so highly of you. But if you can’t, well …”

	“I’m sorry.” She forced a smile. “Why don’t you take my card and call me later when you’ve made up your mind.”

	“Thanks.” He took the card and left the studio.

	He had neared his car when he heard Julia’s voice. “Marco, wait.” He turned around to see her waving at him. “I need to ask you something.”

	He couldn’t imagine what she wanted to tell him. Had she changed her mind? Curious, he walked toward her. He noticed something different about her. Something that he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

	“I know this may sound crazy, but have we met before? Maybe in Tampa or even in Miami? The reason I ask is because right after you left, I suddenly had this strong sensation that I can’t quite describe. Almost as if I knew you from a long time ago.”

	Marco stared at her for a second. “Well, I suppose it’s possible. Maybe we happened to be in the same place at the same time … like a party or a concert.” He cleared his throat. “I wasn’t going to mention it, but I had the same feeling. I mean about having met before.”

	She glanced toward the studio. “I have to get back. I have a student waiting for me.” She hesitated. “Look, if you’re still interested in taking lessons, well, maybe I can make an exception.”

	He smiled. “Thanks, I really appreciate it.” Professor Rangan was right. Susan’s spirit had detected his presence. They agreed to start in the morning.

	Later, Marco wrote in his journal.

	I met Julia for the first time today. Though she was not as I imagined her, I immediately felt a strong connection. Susan’s presence was palpable as Julia agreed to be my teacher despite the fact she only takes advanced students. I won’t build up my hopes just yet. Though it’ll be hard not to, considering that we’ll probably spend a lot of time together in the days and weeks to come. Meanwhile, I’ve got to find some kind of job, something with flexible hours that will allow me to see Julia as often as possible. I don’t want to drive a cab again unless I have no other choice. It would be great if I could work in a restaurant. It might even be fun. Tomorrow I’ll check out a few places, preferably close to my apartment and the Sonoran Ballroom Academy.
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	“We’ll start with the rumba, which is one of my favorites.” Julia wore a beige, loose-fitting blouse and black skirt with a slit on the side that came halfway up to her hip. She led Marco toward the middle of the floor. “The idea is to form a box-like pattern, repeating the words slow, quick, quick, slow until you’ve completed the box. It’s a fairly simple pattern. Ready to begin?”

	“Sure.” He nodded.

	“Okay, then go ahead and start. I’ll follow your lead.”

	He reached to put his arm around her waist and caught a whiff of perfume. “You’re wearing Casmir.” He said it as though he were making a proclamation.

	“I started using it about five or six months ago.”

	“It smells great.” He caught another whiff. It had been Susan’s favorite.

	They began to dance, repeating the box-pattern several times until Julia stopped and stepped over to a CD player in the corner of the room. “Why don’t we try it with some music?” She selected a rumba called Sabor A Mi from an old Eydie Gorme album.

	“You did very well,” Julia said, after the forty-minute lesson. “Next time we’ll work on the under arm turn or maybe a cross body lead.” She walked over to a table and picked up a spiral note pad. “I’d like to schedule you for at least two, maybe three lessons a week, if it’s okay with you. On Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays at 11:00 a.m.”

	“Great,” he said, resisting the urge to chat with her. “See you next Thursday.” So far, so good. Everything was working out better than expected.

	On the way back to his apartment, Marco stopped at a music store and bought a couple of CDs: one by Gloria Estefan and another by Marc Anthony. He spent part of the day playing them and going over the steps he’d learned from Julia.

	“Slow, quick, quick, slow,” he repeated. When the phone rang, he could barely hear it over the sound of trumpets and bongos. It stopped ringing.

	Later, he played back a message. “It’s Angela. I need to speak to you, Marco. It’s important. I’ll explain everything when you call.” She sounded worried.

	Marco punched out her number and let it ring six times. No answer. He tried again ten minutes later. She answered on the second ring.

	“Hi Sis. I got your message. Everything okay?”

	“Look, I don’t want you to worry but a doctor from the hospital where you were taken after the accident called this morning and said he needed to speak to you, like right away. Something about the brain scan they did when you were admitted. Here’s his name and phone number.”

	He jotted the doctor’s name and number on the back of the business card that Julia had given him. “Thanks Sis, I’ll call him right now.”

	Marco’s mind reeled back to the accident. He felt perfectly fine. The doctor probably just wanted to follow up on his progress. He dialed the number.

	“Please hold,” said the woman who answered. “Dr. Goldstein will be with you shortly.”

	Seconds later, the doctor came on the line. “The reason I called was because one of my colleagues was going over your scan and he noticed something unusual.” He spoke in a calm, deliberate manner. “We’d like for you to come in so we can discuss it and arrange for another scan. Your sister mentioned that you were in Arizona, so I’ll leave it up to you how you want to handle it.”

	“Well, how serious is it? I mean, is it something that I can put off for a few weeks? I’m in the middle of getting settled here in Tucson and didn’t plan to be in Florida anytime soon.”

	“Right now, we don’t know what we’re dealing with, so the earlier you can do it the better. To be on the safe side I wouldn’t wait more than a few days.”

	A brief pause. “I know it’s important and I appreciate that you called, but I’ll have to think about it.” He thanked the doctor and hung up the phone. Images of Julia flashed through his mind. What would she think if he cancelled his lessons? Would she even care?

	By the end of the day, he’d made up his mind. He’d
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