
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


In the Arms of an
Angel

Thérèse A.
Kraemer

 


Copyright Therese A. Kraemer 2014

 


Published by Spangaloo at Smashwords

 


 


Spangaloo Edition

 


http://spangaloo.com

 


Standard Copyright eBooks are strictly
protected works. You must not perform any actions, including
copying, printing and distribution without the author’s written or
printed consent (the author may have already granted certain terms
in a statement within a book.) Some of our eBooks are cleared for
personal printing if this option has been enabled, The unauthorized
sale of Copyright works in any form is illegal.

 


This novel is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, events, incidents, and places are the product of the
author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, people, or
events is purely coincidental

 


Cover Design: Spangaloo

Ebook Formatting : Spangaloo

Editor : James Blanchette

http://spangaloo.com

 


Editors Note:

Many characters in this book have accents and
or different speech patterns. The author has attempted to
illustrate this phonically. These are not spelling errors.

 



 


Contents

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter
Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter
Seven

Chapter
Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter
Eleven

Chapter
Twelve

Chapter
Thirteen

Chapter
Fourteen

Chapter
Fifteen

Chapter
Sixteen

Chapter
Seventeen

Chapter
Eighteen

Chapter
Nineteen

Chapter
Twenty

Chapter
Twenty-One

Chapter
Twenty-Two

Chapter
Twenty-Three

Chapter
Twenty-Four

Chapter
Twenty-Five

Chapter-Twenty-Six

Epilogue

About the Author

 


 




Prologue




She was innocent and they
were going to hang her by the neck until dead. She insisted that
she was framed for the crime, but all the evidence pointed to her
as the guilty party. Looking up at the sky as if someone could save
her soul was her last silent plea for help. But alas, she was alone
in her peril. So this was to be the last day in her sorry life, and
maybe it was for the best. Selma Barnett had a hard life here in
Carson City, Nevada. Orphaned at five, lived in a convent with
other throwaway kids; the label she and the others wore when they
went into town. When her mother was slain by Indians, her father
left her at the gate without as much as a good bye. Then later, at
sixteen, she met her husband, the only person that cared for her,
her savior, so she thought until she was with child and then he
changed. He began drinking and hanging out with shady characters,
leaving her alone for many nights. Then one morning he returned
home drunk, smelling like cheap perfume and beat her so bad she
lost her baby.

It was a mild day, this
April, 11th, 1856, and fear uncoiled deep in her belly as she
ascended the wooden steps. So unfair was her lot in life, thought
Selma as the hangman dropped a thick, black hood over her head.
Darkness engulfed her, she choked back the bile rising in her
throat. Convulsive chills wracked her body as the hangman slip the
rope into place. And then Selma thought it was ridiculous that she
kept her eyes squeezed tight; it didn’t block out her imagination.
Feeling the thick knot beneath her right ear, it didn’t take much
guessing to know that the noose was being tightened around her
neck. Any moment the lever would release the trap door and within
seconds her life would be over. Selma would leave the world with
her eyes bulging out, her tongue black, and her feet kicking in a
dance of death. Then it happened. The floor opened, and she was
falling, twisting like a leaf in a wind. Selma spiraled down into
an eternal darkness of an abyss.

 



Chapter One




“Go to your room you wicked child!”

Her mouth pouted, but it only made the
mother all the angrier.

“Yes, mama, Zandria sniffled and did as was
ordered. It was like this almost nightly, ever since her papa was
killed on his way home from the grocery store. No longer was her
home happy and cheerful in New York City. A city she had once loved
was now a hell hole for her. Within weeks of her father’s death
Mama began to drink. And if that weren’t enough, she began bringing
home strangers.

At first her mother’s cries
frightened Zandria, and she feared mama was being hurt, but in the
morning, she discovered that no harm had come to her. She was
tempted to look in, but she was more fearful of getting her bottom
whipped, so she simply pulled the covers over her head and dreamed
of happier days with her papa. However, Zandria’s dreams soon turned into
nightmares that were real.

 


“You lousy son-of-a-bitch!”
Zandria screamed. She was tall, and stretched her body to add
height in order to appear as if she were in control of her frail
emotions. She held a lethal weapon in both her hands to keep from
shaking. She could not believe that she had given three good years
of her life to that scumbag. But here she stood, Zandria Adams,
only twenty one, and scorned by a
lower-than-a-snake’s-belly-bastard! And he had the
chutzpah to cheat in
their bed. But then she thought, one could say that she deserved
what she got, for she did know what kind of man he was when she met
him. A wife cheater, who claimed he loved her. She was what one
would call a schlemiel; her suffering was due by her own choice. Bah! The hell with
that logic, he promised to put an end to his skirt-chasing days. A
person can change, he said. God was she naive.

She had been a fool ten
times over. She chided herself and continued to point the gun at
his cheating ass, not one of his better sides, as if he had one.
Startled, Hal flinched and jumped off of his lover. His bed partner
was no less shocked, her face stricken in a mask of fear and
horror.

Honey,” he croaked and pulled the sheet over
his nude body as if the thin material could stop a bullet. Such
anger filled her soul, and a soul she knew she was about to lose.
Her expression must have been clearly read, because the bastard
knew he was in deep shit. Zandria was so furious she could hardly
speak coherently. “H-how long have y-you been screwing h-her?” She
came right to the point, although what did it really matter? Once
or a hundred times, he was unfaithful. The man who had given her
three years of the only happiness she had ever found in her life,
now he had taken it away in a blink of an eye! The other woman’s
features contorted with shock and she began blubbering, looking
from Hal to her like a caged rat. Drawing a deep breath, she
stammered, “I didn’t know h-he was m-married.”

Zandria snorted, but she had no quarrel with
the frightened rabbit, even if the bitch was lying; no way could
she throw stones.

“Honey, please,” Hal foolishly tried again
to wiggle his way out of this as if he only stuck his hand in a
cookie jar. Idiot, that he was, one never argued with a scorned
woman holding a gun. “She means nothing to me, honest.” Denial few
from his quivering lips. “Please, sweetie, I…I made a mistake. You
have to…”

Zandria didn’t miss for a
moment the hurt in the other woman’s eyes. She assumed that Hal had
told the bitch that he loved her just to get her in bed. Well, she
thought, that didn’t mean diddlysquat to her. Albeit, it was silly
of her to feel sorry for the home-wrecker; she did. Why should she
be the only fool to believe her husband’s lies?

“Get out!” Zandria snarled; her nostrils
flared with fury. Naked, she leaped from the bed, grabbed her
clothes and dashed from the room. As she passed, this time Zandria
saw tears in her eyes. Where they shed for herself or Zandria?

Yeah right! As if she gave a rat’s ass for
you!

 


“You low down scum,” Zandria hissed.
Finally, all the emotions that had been bottled inside since her
childhood years exploded in her brain as well as the gun.

Hal was dead, and she was
free at last!

 



Chapter Two




Zandria soon discovered that because of her
mother’s nightly activities, there was always food on the table. It
beat eating ketchup sandwiches and peanut butter with her fingers.
So it was that she quickly learned to grow up and not to look a
gift horse in the mouth.

Even iron bars for the last five years
hadn’t confined Zandria’s spirit. No one would have blamed her if
it did, her existence was pathetic and miserable, and that was
saying a lot, since she had gone from one fire into hell’s inferno.
Living on death row gave her a lot of time to think about her life
and her childhood.

It was funny; she mused.
Not funny ha, ha, but strange that she didn’t fear death even
though she knew hell was waiting for her with open arms. S figured
that Hades could not be as bad as the one she’d been living on
Earth. Could it? Well, it was way too late to consider the
consequences now. Besides, the life she was living wasn’t worth
saving!

Zandria held her head high
as the guard walked her to the glass chamber. Other prisoners
cheered her on, and some even said that they’d miss her. She smiled
bravely, her stomach knotting, and she prayed that she wouldn’t
lose her last meal, because it had been the best she had in a long
time. Prime steak that melted in her mouth, smothered with onions
and mushrooms. Mashed potatoes and vegetables swimming in
blood-clotting gravy. Now all that, including her desert sat like a
rock in her stomach.

Strapped to the cold, steel
table, technicians inserted a catheter to flush a heparin solution,
to prevent clots forming inside the catheter. A bag of saline was
also connected to the catheter’s end, and she was wheeled into the
execution room. Zandria looked through the glass to see if she had
an audience, but there was no one interested in her
death.

She felt a twinge of bitterness for that, to
die without one loving soul to care.

The prison warden gave the
signal to begin and the technicians manually injected the three
chemicals. She looked at the clock as the second hand moved slowly.
How long before the short acting barbiturate anesthetic produced
sleep? Before the paralytic relaxes the diaphragm, and lungs arrest
the breathing? And before the potassium finishes the job and
stopped her heart? She did not have to wonder too long before the
second hand started to blur, and her mind was becoming drowsy as
her brain received the drugs.

It’s true what they say; one does see a
white light. Well, it wasn’t exactly all white but a wide swath of
silver, with blue and gold that seemed to rebound from the ground
and spread across the sky. Although, she should be frightened, she
wasn’t because for some strange reason, there was a calming effect
and a warm glow flowed through her.

Slowly, the colors seemed
to be blending in, like an artist mixing an array of oil paints on
a palette. There were tints of yellow, green, pink and blue, mostly
sky blue; as if a rainbow had burst and colorful confetti fell,
surrounding her with a blanket of warmth and comfort. No one ever
told her that she would hear a voice.

“Zandria Adams!”

Zandria couldn’t describe
what she was feeling, or whether she was feeling anything. She,
however, did sense that she was weightless.

“Zandria Adams!”

“Huh?” She looked about. A
form began to materialize from the kaleidoscope, and now she became
a bit uneasy.

Was this a joke?
She snorted. Well, she
wasn’t in the mood to be made sport off. Sheesh, she was dead, wasn’t that bad enough?

The colors began to fade,
and the confetti began to melt like soft snow into a lacy haze. The
figure was now emerging from a ghostly mist. He came forward, and
she could finally make out that it was shaped like a human. His
skin was golden all over, hair was so blond, and it was like molten
gold. It appeared to look like a halo, and it reached his broad
shoulders. He had the bluest eyes she had ever seen; the
combination was so mesmerizing that she thought that she might be
looking into the eyes of God. Maybe she was, but she had her
doubts; she was expecting to see black eyes of the devil, for
sure.

The vision stood before her
and smiled radiantly with well-shaped lips that were entirely too
sensual. No human could ever look like
this. She’d pinch herself but she knew
that this was neither a dream, nor real. Unsteady on her legs, she
floundered before the brilliance of his look.

“Who are you?” she asked bravely, more so
than she felt. “And where am I?”

“I am your guardian angel. I’m Seth,” he
proclaimed, his voice deep; too sexy for an angelic being. And he
was certainly, much too handsome.

Another unladylike snort
was released. “Yeah, right!” she spat. “You kibitz, right?” If she weren’t so agog, she’d laugh.

His brows rose. “Why so skeptical? And I’m
not joking.”

Zandria shrugged and
decided to play along, what else did she have to do? Apparently,
she was in no hurry to go wherever she was to be sent to. If she
were given a choice, she would have loved to stay there forever,
but alas, it was not up to her. She was certain that her destiny
was in a Higher Hand.

She looked at him with amused wonder. “Where
were you when I needed you? And if you are my guardian, then you’re
not a very good one. Ha! Angel… indeed!” Her laugh came out a bit
too scornful. If he was offended, he didn’t show it.

“Well, Zandria, I tried many times to help
you, but you never listened to your conscience.”

Zandria smiled in spite of
herself, even though the truth of his words hurt. “Seth, you say?
Well, that’s a strange name for an angel.” She just wanted to make
conversation, anything to delay the inevitable. Hades.

“One does not question the
Almighty, or His choice of names. However, it means, The
Appointed.”

“Hmmm,” she raised a brow. “Well, Seth,
where are your wings?”

Seth sighed, and then
shrugged. “If you must have proof,” he murmured. Without warning,
beautiful majestic wings opened wide behind his back; they were so
radiant; it was almost blinding. To her disappointment, they
disappeared as suddenly as they had appeared. Dumbfounded, she
croaked, stupidly, “Wow! Where did they go?”

“Look, I gave you proof, so now let’s get
down to business.”

His tone was velvet, yet edged with
steel.

Oh, oh, here it comes.

She gulped. “I gather that you’re taking me
down below.”

Seth blinked. “Below?” His
voice dropped in volume, losing its steely edge and Zandria was
sure that she mirrored his bemused expression. “Oy-vey! You know. Hell. Hades.
What’s the mystery? Fire, pitch forks, horns,” she put an index
finger on each side of her head to make her point. “All the scary
things that go bump in the night!” she elaborated.



She blinked, lost for words.

He laughed. “You have been given a second
chance.”

“Oh?” her lips said. “A
second chance?” she murmured. Death wasn’t what she had expected,
and asked, “So Seth, what now? Am I to be returned to the life I
had?” she asked bravely, not sure if she really wanted to know. She
heard of people coming back from the dead. Gawd, she hoped not;
anything was better than that, she thought, and cursed fluently
under her breath.

“Not exactly,” he replied honestly. “Yes,
you are going back but no…um, I cannot explain it to you. And a
warning, you must cease your blasphemous oaths.”

She shook her head. Was it
possible to get a headache in the hereafter? “What do you mean you
can’t explain?” she said huffily. “No wonder my life was in
ruins, bupkis; you’re not a very smart angel; all brawn, no brains,
eh?”

Did she just say that to him?

He shrugged. “I’m just the messenger, and
you’re in no position to be sassy.”

Zandria winced and wondered
if she were in Purgatory, and if she were being tested. Maybe she
was expected to repent for her sins, and then she’d go to heaven.
Was that how it worked? Reincarnated? She stared into radiant blue
eyes. Oh, how unfair, she mused. So handsome and he’s not even
human. Now she regretted the insult.

“All right,” she sighed, thinking she’d do
anything he asked. “I’m sorry,” she murmured half-heartedly.

“It’s not that easy,” he informed.

Now why didn’t that
surprise her? There’s always a
catch.

Seth laughed. “I’m afraid so.”

Ah, she sighed again. Even
his laugh was heavenly. Hey, did he just
read her mind? Before she could open her
mouth, he explained, “You’re to return to earth and live your life
over, a second chance to redeem yourself of your
transgressions.”

Zandria raised her hand in
protest, crying, “Oh, no! Once was enough! Send me to hell, I
deserve it!” She made sure that there was no mistaking the
determination in her voice. He arched a brow and smiled, making her
knees grow weak.

 


However, e was just as
persistent. “Maybe you don’t deserve it, but you are still getting
another opportunity. So mazel Tov,"
e said tongue-in-check.

Oy-gevalt!

She stiffened at the
challenge, but before she could make any more objections, she felt
tightness around her throat, and she began gasping for air. There
was a blinding light behind her lids and a burning in her
throat. What the..?

 



Chapter Three




At twelve, Zandria knew
all she needed to know about what went on behind her mother’s
closed door. She experienced her first sexual encounter the night
her mother drank a little too much. Mamma was out cold when the
bastard dragged her into the bedroom and raped her. It was useless
for Zandria to tell her mother because the woman had never a sober
day for two years, and she had taken mama’s place in order to
survive.

 


“Loosen the rope!” an
unfamiliar voice ordered from what sounded like a thousand miles
away. “Hurry, you’ve hanged an innocent woman!” another screamed,
this time it was female. Then many strange voices buzzed in
Zandria’s pounding head.

“Give me your canteen,” snarled a male. “For
God sake Mary why didn’t ya speak the truth sooner? Luckily, the
rope broke before her neck snapped.”

Gawd, my throat burns. This is no better
than being in hell. At least there I’d burn evenly.

Well, that’s a pleasant
thought. Stop complaining, you’re alive, taunted what she first believed was her conscience. No, not
her thoughts, she would know that voice anywhere; it was Seth.
Ohhh, what she would give to clip his wings.

You call this
living? Her mind screamed back.

Yes, answered the angel.

I’ve changed my
mind; she foolishly thought.

No answer.

Coward! She had the last word, but it gave her little
satisfaction.

Zandria blinked, trying to
focus her double vision.

“She’s coming around,” gasped a bystander
she figured was standing close by.

Something wet was placed against her dry
lips and she was prompted to drink. “Slowly Selma,” coaxed another
strange voice.

“Who’s Selma?” she wanted
to inquire but her throat was too sore to speak. Opening her eyes
as wide as possible, she saw many faces gawking at her, slowly
forming a circle. The heads blocked out the sun enabling her to see
the frowns and bewilderment in their expressions. If they were
confused, imagine how farklempt
she was. She was definitely bewildered and the
last thing she recalled about her death was being strapped to a
table, not hanged. Icy fear twisted around her heart, and before
she realized what was happening, she was lifted into a man’s arms.
She squeezed her eyes shut as her mind reeled with
confusion.

“Where are ya takin’ her sheriff, Mc Braid?”
she heard a female ask.

“To the doc’s,” he
answered. “And Mary I want to talk to you. It seems that you have
much explaining to do.” Zandria detected a critical tone to the
lawman’s voice.

“I’m sorry sheriff Mc
Braid, but my husband; Jake had threatened to kill me if’n I told
the truth,” she said in a choked voice, and continued, “I know I
should’ve admitted that it was Jake, who killed my lover, not
Selma. However, when Selma found me with her husband, Teddy, he was
already dead. Jake had knocked Selma out and planted the gun in her
hand. She was telling the truth when you found her dazed and
confused, not in shock like you thought.”

After hearing the woman
sobbing and telling her story, it was too much of a coincidence to
be real. Gawd, as much as her dazed mind could piece together; she
figured that this woman, Selma was framed and sentenced to die for
killing her husband, as was she, but the woman was innocent. On the
other hand, she was guilty. That was not fair. Why should she get
another chance on life and not this Selma?

And then the light went on in her head.

Wait a minute! They called
me Selma. No,
impossible, her hazy mind thought. It’s
too inconceivable. Seth! You flea bitten
angel, what did you do? Answer me!

You’re smart, figure it
out; he replied.

That wasn’t the answer she
was hoping for. Oh, grand…just grand! Why
me and not her? Finally, she got her
answer.

Her soul is saved, and
your body was pretty well messed up from drugs and your lifestyle.
Your organs were damaged, and you had only a year at the most to
live. This woman’s body was healthy, and she’s very pretty. Now you
have a year so don’t let me down and screw up again. Try to do
better this time around!

You’re a bit condescending for an angel,
don’t’cha think?

Would you have preferred to live life over
again as a man?

You better not be laughing, dammit! I mean
darnit!

Heaven forbid,
he said. And you were
never a kvetch before.

Chalk one up for the angel.

Strange as it seemed,
Zandria found comfort in the stranger’s arms, a feeling very new to
her, and if she had her way, would have loved to stay there
forever. She was used to not having her way and was paced on
something hard. Her nostrils were filled with strange, nauseating
odors as a cold rag was placed on her brow. The voice, she now
recognized as the sheriff’s, instructed this Mary to wait for him
in his office. This matter was not settled as far as he was
concerned, and she heard the woman sob.

“Selma, its Doctor Mathew
Castle; are you all right?” Zandria opened her eyes to see a very
confused face studying her. “Sorry,” he winced, “that was a stupid
question.”

She had to agree and would
have loved to verbalize it, but she could only make a painful sound
as she touched her throat to get her message across. The doctor
nodded and smiled letting Zandria know that he understood her
meaning.

Sadly, Mathew shook his
head seeing the deep rope burn on her lovely neck. Poor thing, he
thought. Not only had she found her cheating husband in another
lady’s bed, but to have been convicted and sentenced to hang by the
circuit judge. And the weeks she had to sit in the hoosegow waiting
for the judge to arrive. He had attended her trial, and although he
also believed her to be guilty, he never found fault with what she
had done. It stood to reason that Teddy should die for being
unfaithful, but Selma was a sweet soul who didn’t deserve such a
bastard. As for poor Mary, the woman was married to a drunken fool
who beat her any chance he got. It was no wonder that she thought
Teddy loved her, but that man wouldn’t know love if it bit him on
the ass. What a tangled mess.

He took Zandria’s hand. “Sorry, my dear but
you should be able to speak in a few days or so. Honey should sooth
your throat. Do you think that you might be able to stay at the
farm alone? If not, you can stay with the misses and me for a few
days.”

Farm? What farm? Gaud, nothing made any
sense.

“Now that your husband is
buried and…” Zandria thought that he seemed somewhat uneasy. “Sorry
about what happened. I mean us folks believing that you killed
Ted.” His voice was filled with emotion, but the doctor continued
making her feel quite uneasy about herself. “Well, we should’ve
known better, you being such a Christian and such. I know it’s not
nice talking about the dead, but your husband was never faithful to
you. Most town folks assumed you had known the truth about that
bast… err, lying polecat, thus the reason why you shot him. Now,
you’re free to live a better life Selma, without him.” He gave her
a weak smile and squeezed her hand.

Some new start! Seth, you
may be handsome, but you could have given me a clue to what was in
store for me. Sheesh! Zandria was no way
finished reprimanding the angel, but what good it did? Once again,
she received no answer.

“Selma? Mrs. Barnett?”

Zandria heard the name, but
her mind was somewhere in outer space. Feeling her hand being
squeezed, she snapped to attention. “Huh?”

“Are you staying here
tonight?” the doctor repeated his question, and Zandria shook her
head negatively. She wasn’t up to spending anytime with strangers.
Besides, she needed time to think, to try to understand her
predicament if possible. A war of emotions raged within her, so she
figured that alone in a strange place by herself might be
better.

Mathew sighed. “Are you sure you’ll be
okay?”

No, she thought but nodded affirmably.

“Very well but I’ll ask
Sheriff Scotty to have his deputy Brain drive you home in my
buggy.” He stopped to think, “Let’s say in about an hour, and I’ll
ask him to check on you daily. Now rest, I’ll have Bettie; my wife,
escort you to our home at the edge of town and then brew you hot
tea with honey to sooth your sore throat. Again my apologies for
what you went through. Thank the Lord, the rope broke. It was a
miracle.”

Oh, how she wanted to snort. Miracle,
indeed!

“How’s Mrs. Barnett doing doc?” asked
Scotty.

Mathew shook his head sadly, saying, “As
well as can be expected.” He eyed Mary sitting by the desk looking
pale and maybe in worse shape than the woman back in his home.
“This is a fine kettle of fish,” he murmured. Mary sniffled wiping
her wet eyes on the hem of her cotton dress. Mathew sat on the
corner of the desk. “Where’s your husband?” he asked pointy.

She sniffled again. “He got
drunk again, but this time I tied him to the bed. I couldn’t let
Selma hang for his crime, but it took him quite a while before he
passed out. This is all my fault,” she said honestly and sobbed
harder. “If’n I hadn’t gotten involved with Teddy; Jake wouldn’t
have shot him.” She placed her face into her hands and wept
uncontrollably. Through her hiccups and balling, she apologized
repeatedly for letting the truth stay dormant until the last
minute, but she had feared for her life and was sick with the
struggle within her.

“After Jake shot Teddy, he
beat me severely and said if I ratted on him; he would cut off my…”
she blushed and crossed her arms over her breasts. Sheriff Scotty
stood and patted Mary trembling shoulders. “Hush now, we’ll get him
and toss his sorry arse in jail. He’ll hang for Ted’s murder, so go
and stay with Bettie until he’s safely locked up. He’ll never lay a
hand on ya again.”

The lawman handed her a
wrinkled hanky, and she blew her nose into it. Red nose and eyes
swollen, Mary left the office.

Scotty poured Mathew poured a stiff drink
and claimed, “I’ll be having night-mares for a long time about
this, Mat.”

“You and me both,” agreed Mathew.

Zandria was in a way glad
that she couldn’t speak because she didn’t know what to say to
Bettie. The lady was small in stature but big with hospitality; she
was what her father would have called a mensch. She was treated like a
queen, and at first she was convinced it was because Bettie felt
guilty for what had happened to this Selma. Zandria was friendly to
the woman, but held herself slightly aloof until it was apparent
that Bettie was sincerely a warm-hearted person who really cared
for Zandria, err, Selma’s well-being.

By the time she finished
her hot tea, Zandria envied the young woman whose body she now
possessed. Apparently, Selma was well loved by these people, that
was of course until she was believed to be a murderer. Oh, how fast
things can change by certain circumstances, as well she should
know. Now it seemed that this Selma was once again in the town
folk’s good graces, and Zandria was pampered for the first time in
her life. She definitely liked it.

Sobbing, Mary returned and
her tongue kept tripping over itself trying to apologize to whom
she believed was Selma Barnett. She sat on the sofa wiping her
tears on the hem of her gown and Zandria was very uncomfortable.
She wanted to tell Mary that she was asking forgiveness of the
wrong person. Finally, Bettie must have sensed her uneasiness and
took Mary into the kitchen.

Alone, Zandria rose from
the chair a bit creaky and stretched her spine. She wandered around
the parlor, fingering small knickknacks, never owning anything so
pretty; the notion made her smile wanly. The room was quaint, with
old furniture; well, old to her, probably fairly new to the owners.
She smiled wanly at the few tchotchkes on a small table
recalling her mother’s few knickknacks. As she browsed, she
happened to look up and stared into a carved, oval mirror. At
first, she thought it was a painting. The woman looking back at her
was very beautiful, with sandy hair, and light brown eyes; the
color of beach sand she thought. Zandria reached out to touch the
face, and the shock of discovery hit her full force! She stood
there, blank, and much shaken and too stunned to cry out. Her
breath caught in her lungs as wave after wave of shock hit her.
Here staring back at her was the undeniable dreadful facts, she had
literally been re-born.

I don’t like this!
Her mind screamed.

Coward, it replied.

Oh, bite me! Look who is calling who a
coward? Where are you Seth?

She squeezed her eyelids
shut; this wasn’t real. It was all a dream, but opening her eyes
again; she came crashing back to reality. She was indeed this
Selma. Then a more terrifying realization washed over her, how
would she be able to look at the stranger in the mirror every day?
She did not mind the new body. It was a very nice form and shapely.
She even had bigger breasts, which did please her, but the face?
No, that was downright creepy. Now she knew what John Travolta
experienced in the movie, Face Off.
Oy-vey, that was fiction, this was
fact!

Zandria turned away, believing that the
shock was making her think crazy things, and feeling as if the
walls were closing in on her, as if she were having an anxiety
attack. Sitting again she began gulping air into her lungs making
her hyperventilate. Bettie walked in and gasped.

“Oh dear, are you all
right,” she said, and then Bettie’s face reddened appearing foolish
for it was a silly question. “Of course, course you’re not all
right,” she murmured, and she quickly sat by Zandria and took her
hand. “Now there, you must relax. I know it’s hard, but you’ll only
make yourself have some sort of an attack. Now rest, the deputy
will be here shortly. Are you sure you want to go back to the farm
alone, my dear?”

Again, Zandria lied and
nodded.

Bettie frowned. “Oh dear, I
do not like the idea of you being alone, but maybe you will feel
better in familiar surroundings.”

As promised, the deputy,
Brian arrived within an hour, and she was driven to the farm that
was to be her home. It was about a half-hour ride, heading due east
of the town. The way Brian put it, “As the crow flies,
ma’am.”

Brian was a gentleman as far as Zandria was
concerned, and escorted her to the door offering to make her
something to eat. Feeling like she swallowed a cactus she declined
though her stomach was empty. He understood, tipped his hat,
apologized for the town, and then left. Zandria sighed believing if
another person asked for her forgives again, she’d scream, if she
were able to do so. She knew she was being unfair to the folks, but
she didn’t deserve any of their regrets and pity.

Sorry Selma, it’s you that should be
receiving all this attention.

So this is home, she mused, taking in her
surroundings. Well, it wasn’t much, but it was better than nothing.
It was in dire need of repairs, inside and outside. She hugged
herself to ward off the chills, even though it was warm and stuffy
in the small house.

The sofa was lumpy; the
scatter rugs were worn, and the table in the kitchen was crude. Two
chairs stood by, one had a missing cushion, and the other had one
with stuffing coming out of a corner. Though the place needed
fixing, there wasn’t a speck of dust, or cobwebs anywhere, giving
her the impression that Selma had tried her best to keep it clean.
Opening a cupboard, she found a clean tin cup. Grateful for the
pump over the sink, she poured herself some water. It was cool and
refreshing, best tasting water she ever had.

It was like nectar from the gods.

 



Chapter Four


At thirteen, by Jewish law
Zandria became a woman; but of course, she had been for a year. No
Bat Mitzvah. No poppy-seed cakes. No gifts or party, and no loving
family, only man’s calloused hands on her thirteen year old body
and a few weeks later, no more mama. She had drunk herself to death
and was found drowned in the bathtub.

 


“Seth!” He heard the deep voice of the
Almighty. “Yes,” he answered.

“I am sending you down to earth this
time.”

“Why?”

“Do you question Me?!” demanded the
voice.

“Not Your decision but the reason,” answered
Seth.

“I think this soul needs
all the help she can get. Besides, there are two souls to consider.
Zandria’s and Selma’s. Selma will have to remain in Limbo and
cannot enter heaven until Zandria does a good deed. You must work
very hard to reform this one, but I know you can handle this
Seth.”

Albeit, Seth was honored;
he thought that this was strange even for his Creator, but he might
enjoy being among humans for a while. Besides, the woman was very
beautiful. “She wasn’t bad on the eyes. I might just enjoy helping
her,” Seth declared tongue-in-cheek. “She had the biggest
blue-green eyes that one could see clear to her soul,” he chuckled.
It was well known up here that God had a sense of humor.

Laughter filled the heavens. “Remember Seth
she no longer looks like the female you had
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