
		
			[image: ]
		
	
		

		
			[image: ]

			

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			

			An Angel Takes a Swim

			by

			Rebeca Pradera & David Orange

			This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locations, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

			[image: WCP Logo 7]

			World Castle Publishing, LLC

			Pensacola, Florida

			Copyright © 2024 Rebeca Pradera & David Orange

			Smashwords Edition

			Paperback ISBN: 9798891263116

			eBook ISBN: 9798891263123

			First Edition World Castle Publishing, LLC, December 16, 2024

			http://www.worldcastlepublishing.com

			Smashwords Licensing Notes

			All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in articles and reviews.

			Cover: Cover Designs by Karen

			Cover-designs-by-karen.com

			Editor: Karen Fuller

		

	
		
			

			ACKNOWLEDGEMENT

			David Orange: My beloved sister Judith Orange Hollis, brother Paul, and I once had a brief but enlightening discussion about Angels. I am forever grateful for our shared belief in these celestial beings, which inspired me to write this whimsical story crafted two decades later. 

			 

			Rebeca Pradera: In Memory of my dear friend and choreographer, Irina Von der Nonne. Her influence was monumental in shaping the intricate dance sequences of this story. Her legacy lives on, a constant presence in our work. Thank you, my friend.

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 1

			CELESTIAL

			 

			Everything was possible in deep space beyond the eleventh dimension’s grid. Searchlight beams illuminated untold multi-millions of fire-fly-like planets, here, there, and everywhere in a glorious glow. It was what those who believe in heaven would imagine how the doors to paradise would be.

			In this outer reach called the M-theory—the “M” standing for the mother of all theories, magic, mystery, or matrix, depending on the source—a rich alpha male baritone voice broke the silent vacuum of this parallel universe.

			“A young man is about to come our way. And man, oh man, is he full of vigor!”

			A nervous, fearful voice answered. “Please…just leave the guy alone when joining the departed, and that’s that.”

			Also, a stately, English aristocratic voice was giving his opinion, slightly slurred as if he’d been pleasantly drinking. “Old chaps, don’t you feel we need some fun and libations to function correctly?”

			The nervous entity disagreed. “Fun? How you’ve evolved this far has to be a clerical mistake.”

			A witty and flamboyant voice joined in the debate. “I’d love to partake in this, but I have a wardrobe fitting. These ‘Made in China’ robes won’t do. Could you take a vote on this recruit? I hear he’s a hunk!”

			Mumblings among them chimed until the alpha male announced, “Three to one. Time to have some fun!”

			The small group concentrated on Planet Blue through layers of Deep Space into a ring-shaped portal.

			──────

			A sold-out football stadium had the final seconds of a game-time ticking down on the scoreboard: Penn State 14 — Abington 10. 

			Abington called for a timeout with the ball near the Penn State goal line. The quarterback jogged back to the sidelines towards Elmer Dawson, their thirty-year-old, highly motivated head coach, who diagrammed a play.

			When the game resumed, the Abington quarterback tossed the ball to a flanker, sneaking into the end zone for the winning touchdown. In the bleachers, among the spectators, was an arresting-looking young blond woman with finely sculpted legs cheering on the Angels. It was safe to say that the male spectators sitting behind her were delighted with her moves.

			Elmer, celebrating and high-fiving among his team, glanced back to his wife Kelly, the comely woman in the stands. She touched her heart with an “I love you” sign, and he returned the gesture. 

			Although Kelly and Elmer had a grave problem that could affect their marriage, she hoped things would work out best for them.

			──────

			“I’m ready to make Elmer Dawson an offer,” a Miami Dolphin scout told his assistant in the stands.

			“Yeah, but we’re not the only ones smelling a winner.” He focused his binoculars. “The Rams and Jets scouts are here as well.”

			“Let’s get to him first!” They left in a hurry.

			──────

			The zoo bustled with young and older people on this glorious fall afternoon. At the ice cream stand, Elmer waited, listening to a guitar tune while behind him, two kids playfully wrestled wearing Abington Angels logo shirts.

			He purchased two cones and handed the vendor some additional money. “Give these young football players whatever they want.”

			“Wow! Thanks, Mister!” said one youth.

			He strode by a row of benches filled with romantic couples enjoying the afternoon. At a distance, Elmer’s spouse, Kelly, stared in deep thought at a gorilla cage where the female played with her tiny offspring. The couple had been going through difficult times, mostly about their careers, but as concerned as Elmer was for her, he was flying high, about to achieve everything he’d dreamed of and let nothing get in the way.

			Sure, Elmer would miss New York and the change of seasons, but nothing could compare to the offer he’d just received. The dilemma he now faced was convincing his wife that a move to Miami, Florida, would be their ticket to a great life.

			“Look at the fun they’re having,” Elmer whispered, approaching her at the cage from behind, handing over an ice cream cone. “Not a care in the world.”

			Kelly didn’t turn around, the ice cream beginning to melt in Elmer’s hand. She pulled the orange sweater tight around her slender body as if she had a chill or expected one. She watched sadly at the gorillas, asking, “How do you know? They’re in a cell, unable to do what they want and meant to.”

			“You have a point,” Elmer answered. “But coaching in the NFL is my dream come true. What do I tell the Dolphins? Sorry guys, I can’t be your coach because my wife doesn’t want to be caged up in Miami.”

			“We have to find a way. You know, I also have a life. Can’t you coach the New York Jets?”

			“That would be ideal; solve our problems,” Elmer said. “But no offer yet from the Jets. Just remember that Miami has a good ballet company.”

			“But not the American Ballet Theatre. I’ve worked too damn hard to make it to the top, only to pack up and leave.”

			Elmer tossed the ice cream cone into the trash can and put an arm around her. “So what do we do? I’ll take the meeting in Miami, and then we’ll see. Let’s drive down and check out some of the countryside. Okay?”

			Kelly didn’t respond, and in a way, there was nothing for them to say. Elmer had already decided for both of them or so he thought.

			──────

			The couple drove all day on their final stretch, keeping to their arrival schedule in a few hours. However, during the never-ending construction on Interstate 95 near Ft. Lauderdale, traffic suddenly bottle-necked from four lanes into one. The South Florida sun had gone to sleep for the night, leaving the sky wrapped in a shadowy blanket as rain, starting as a drizzle, quickened into a heavy downpour.

			Elmer, at the wheel, the wipers going full blast, passed a sign reading “Entering Broward County” just as a fierce wind knocked over several traffic cones to signal a closing highway lane.

			Elmer tried to cheer up his wife. “Tell me again about the first time we met. I love that time.”

			“When things were easier in our life?” Kelly asked glumly. “I loved that time as well.”

			“C’mon, tell me again; take my mind off this terrible weather.”

			Kelly heaved a sigh and recalled:

			Elmer and a group of players from his football team moved awkwardly through the dance floor of the ballet school. He hoped the exercises would lend agility and coordination to the players, who now looked like baby Rhinos as they stomped on the wooden floor.

			Not wanting to stare any longer at his tattooed guys wearing tights, he turned away and became spellbound by a vision of the slimmest blond girl in the room next door.

			What was she doing? He thought. Her body seemed to have no bones; her flexibility and grace stunned him. He had never seen anything so beautiful. He turned back to his motley crew of burly linemen as the female instructor in her fifties guided them with a smile. They did look like baby Rhinos in a circus. Hopefully, this delicate dancing would help.

			

			He turned back to the glass, giving all his attention to the blond with long legs that a giraffe would admire.

			“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” asked the instructor’s voice behind him. 

			“Looks like an angel,” Elmer said.

			“That’s Kelly Jenson, a rising star,” the instructor exclaimed.

			Elmer caught the blond smiling at his band of uncoordinated ball players.

			He decided to make a move; it was now or never; where in the world would he get to meet someone that spectacular? He danced right to her, hamming it up in buffoonery. He ended his antic with a clumsy imitation of Michael Jackson doing his Moonwalk dance, tripping over his feet and doing a pratfall. If the Three Stooges comedy team saw his buffoonery antics, they would recruit him as the fourth stooge.

			He got off the floor to see she couldn’t contain her giggling. “Hi,” Elmer said, approaching her. “I’m with them. I mean kind of, you know, the uncoordinated bunch.”

			“Yes, I see,” she said, working to control her giggling. “I didn’t mean to laugh, but it’s a funny sight.”

			“Well, as long as they get better, that matters. I’m Elmer Dobson, their head coach for Abington University.”

			“Good luck with your players,” Kelly said with a smirk. “Differentiating between the left and right foot may take some time.”

			“Look, I know you must be busy and all that,” Elmer eased into, “but I’d like to hear your ideas about how I might be able to fast forward these guys into moving more agile. Say, over lunch, and Abington University will also pay your hourly rate for consultation. What do you say?”

			“Well, I don’t know—”

			“I do,” Elmer interrupted. “You must be hungry after all that jumping around you just did. And everyone needs a little extra money. Shall we have something to eat now so my ballet stars can get back to work? Do you prefer cash or a check for the consultation? No matter. We’ll decide over lunch.”

			When Kelly finished recounting the story, her fingers toyed with the gold medallion hanging from a chain around her neck. Her mind became made up, and she took the job with American Ballet Theatre. However, she had to play her cards carefully with Elmer. He had to feel the decision was his. Her mother had taught her to make people feel important and let them think it was their decision. And Kelly had applied that growing up and throughout her dance career. Now, she needed this wisdom more than ever. As much as Kelly loved Elmer, her dancing was not his second fiddle, but Elmer didn’t know. She didn’t think a man could deal with such a revelation. She turned her delicate features towards her husband, her arched, defined eyebrows rising like a silent question. 

			“I hate all this fighting; it’s bullshit.” She studied him a moment.

			It had been quite a while since Elmer had said something, anything. Finally: “Me too. But to coach the Dolphins—can you imagine? A gift from heaven.”

			“I do understand because that’s exactly how I feel. By the way, being a soloist with ABT is like the Super Bowl of the dance world.”

			“We’d be forced to live seven-eight months away from each other. What kind of marriage is that?” 

			His voice rose just a bit, but enough for Kelly to know anger would surface in a minute or two; it would come in waves; she was familiar with it. She breathed deeply and touched his arm gently. “If you want to, I think we can work something out,” she said softly, hoping she could bargain him into a solution.

			“Of course, we can. Just follow me—your husband.” Elmer returned her comment with a grin and his usual charming way, which won over everyone.

			“You can’t have your way with everything, Elmer. I’m not on your football team.” She felt like she was losing the battle.

			“If you can’t follow me, maybe I’m not the man for you,” Elmer countered, his charm no longer used. “Maybe you should’ve married Sam Lucas. Let’s see, would you have stayed in Florida? Maybe he wouldn’t have cared if you went all over the country dancing your little slippers off while he played with frogs.” His words cut deep into her with sarcasm.

			Kelly became aghast. “What are you talking about? How could you bring Sam into this? That was high school! Besides, we were friends.” 

			“The love of your life, I’ve heard.”

			“That was in high school, the past; this is now,” Kelly said with a bite.

			Elmer gave it back. “And now I need you to be with me instead of kicking your legs in New York.”

			“Why bother trying to mend what isn’t worth fixing?” 

			“Fine with me!”

			In a spontaneous gesture, Kelly ripped the medallion from her neck; it’d been a gift from Elmer on their wedding day. “I guess this means nothing then.”

			She opened the window just as they were crossing a small bridge. Elmer realized her intention and tried to stop her, the car careening wildly.

			“Watch out!” Kelly screamed.

			A huge semi-trailer barreling along slammed on the brakes to avoid colliding into their car as it recklessly attempted to funnel in front of their closing lane. The rig jack-knifed across the road, metal screeching, sparks flying.

			Elmer struggled to veer away from the truck, but its vast mass of steel loomed closer. Instinct had him lunging across Kelly’s body in protection mode before they slammed into the rig with a sickening crunch—one single hit. When it all came to a standstill, an eerie silence pervaded amongst the twisted metal, now mixing with flesh and blood.

			A pale glowing specter apparition rose from the car. In a brief moment, it changed into a blue light force, still suspended, and then it morphed into the translucent shape of Elmer.

			Elmer’s life force lifted skyward; the gold medallion lazily sank to the sandy bottom of Intracoastal water.

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 2

			Paramedics dislodged a mangled, bloodied Elmer from the wreckage, pronouncing him dead. The medics feared spinal cord damage to the passenger, and the rescue unit meticulously pried and blow-torched that door open, cautiously removing an unconscious Kelly. They hooked her onto a breathing device, back rigidly supported, and rushed her to a hospital trauma unit.

			Emergency personnel focused on maintaining her blood pressure while performing X-rays, CAT scans, and MRIs. Surgeons deduced that her lower spinal column was partially damaged. The compression of the T1 vertebra had a large nerve bruised and swollen — this incomplete injury made for partial paralysis of the lower extremities.

			“If we can keep her ICP down and stable over the next forty-eight hours,” the surgeon said, “we can avoid inserting a drain. Neuro checks hourly—keep her in an induced coma, ICP checked.” He turned to leave but stopped. “Did you say she was a dancer?”

			Yep, a young rising ballerina star,” informed the nurse.

			“Too bad…pack her in ice.”

			The O.R. team hurried into action.

			──────

			Thrust into a challenging world, Kelly’s unconsciousness became rousted as the surgeons worked on her body. Her spirit lifted, leaving behind the sterile room. In this new world she entered came the ability to see and feel things conscious people couldn’t—like the glittering silver cord connecting her life force to the physical body. Kelly was sucked into a funnel, racing towards a bright light and encountering a human form. When it moved alongside her, the glowing entity manifested into the spirit of Elmer!

			A sense of relief washed over Kelly as she was lured into this paradise. Elmer wasn’t like the angels depicted in lore: no wings, white gown, or halo about his head. He was human-like, only more translucent.

			“Elmer, I thought I lost you!”

			His light and love had her understanding he’d passed beyond the physical. “You won’t be able to ascend beyond here but must return to live out your destiny.”

			Kelly realized she could communicate through thought transference. “Without you, what do I have? I don’t want this broken body that’ll never dance again. Maybe never even walk again.”

			“I’m sorry…I got you into this,” Elmer continued softly. “Look, you’ve so much more to experience—”

			“Not without you!”

			“No one will break our bond. My essence will always be with you.”

			“I want to stay here where there’s no pain!”

			“I’ve no power to keep you.” 

			Kelly looked about to see the legions of spirits in their magnificence. “Where am I?”

			“The realm of the celestial. That’s all I know so far. I’ll be processed soon.”

			Elmer communicated that, ultimately, there was no death and that the experience most humans feared was merely a change of form and space analogous to walking from one room to another.

			An androgynous-looking entity moved toward them. “We can’t alter fate, only cushion life’s blows or nudge a struggling person in the right direction.”

			Kelly recognized she was now speaking to her deceased grandparents.

			“It’s true,” the elderly woman spoke. “You must return; now isn’t your time.”

			“Please!” Kelly pleaded. “You’ve got to help me!”

			

			When they didn’t answer, she again became drawn to Elmer. “Will I see you again?”“Once you return to consciousness, you won’t,” Elmer said. “Never forget that I’ll always be with you.”

			“Sorry, hon,” Kelly’s grandfather said in a firmer tone, “but it’s time. Rules, you know.”

			Kelly was jerked from the astral through the tunnel of darkness as the celestial group watched her descent back onto the operating table.

			“Dammit! Stabilize her!” the surgeon shouted. “We’re losing her!”

			Chaos erupted as Kelly went into cardiac arrest. The medical team pumped her heart and injected epinephrine. 

			“Clear!” the doctor shouted to everyone in the room before placing paddles on Kelly’s chest, sending electrical currents jolting her heart. The doctors worked relentlessly until one of the nurses’ voices exclaimed, 

			“She’s back! She’s back!” 

			──────

			Days later, Elmer’s spirit manifested at the end of the eulogy in the cemetery. 

			Among the somber crowd with team players present, the twenty-year-old mentally challenged Billy, burdened with a club foot, set a football atop the casket, angel wings pasted to its sides. “Coach, I know you’re flying with the angels now,” he said. “We’ll miss you.”

			Elmer’s thoughts drifted back to his glum-looking team in the locker room, him standing before a chalkboard full of diagrams facing his players as Billy handed out towels to the team. 

			“Critics say we’ve no business being on the same field with State,” Elmer said, pacing about, full of testosterone. “But they’re wrong!” He punched his chest. “We have bigger hearts than them, a greater will to win!” 

			Elmer gently took hold of his water boy as players let out war cries. “Billy never lets anything get him down, and he’s the best damn water boy around! You know why?”

			Believing the question was to him, Billy answered, “Because I don’t mind washing dirty socks and jocks?”

			Elmer, other coaches, and players—no-nonsense game faces intact, broke character to chuckle over his sincere but straightforward answer.

			“No,” Elmer answered firmly. “The reason is that you’ve never given up, and your positive way inspires us. Now let’s go out there and kick some butt!”

			The fiery coach berserk, leading war chants, grew in volume and rubbed off on his players. 

			──────

			Elmer appeared by his father, David, sensing his grief and loss. He wanted to say he was sorry and should’ve been more careful. None of this would’ve happened if Elmer hadn’t lost his temper. His father, a towering man with an athletic physique, looked devastated; he stood hunched over with swollen eyes, which moved in a vacuous stare. Elmer felt his father’s loneliness.

			“David,” Kelly’s mother, Janice, started softly. “Elmer was like a son to us; you know that.”

			“Yes, I do. Thank you.” 

			An older version of Kelly, graceful and elegant Janice, held on to David’s arm; they walked silently. No words. There was nothing to say.

			“Never forget that we’ll be there for you… We’re family,” Janice finally spoke.

			“What’s the latest on Kelly?”

			“Out of the coma but—”

			“Her legs?”

			Janice shook her head. “Still paralyzed.”

			“And, Ed?” 

			“He’s at the hospital with her. She’s not mobilized for the time being.”

			David then asked with concern. “And what about you and Ed?” 

			Janice bore a painful look. “We signed the separation papers, but now this.”

			They started leaving the cemetery with the rest of the mourners. The line of black cars moved slowly in coordination as if the whole procession had become choreographed.

			──────

			Kelly’s eyes narrowed through the haze of pain meds at the hospital, focusing on her father slumped in the La-Z-Boy, nodding occasionally. Fifty-eight-year-old Ed—an in-your-face guy, tanned, ruggedly handsome with muscles beginning their slide into fat hadn’t left her side since the accident, and it showed. In a week, he’d aged, his hulk-like frame looking withered and exhausted. ESPN Sports played on T.V., his favorite channel, but neither paid much attention until the newscaster brought up a photo of Elmer reading the caption on the bottom: 1989-2021. 

			The announcer described Elmer Dawson’s stellar coaching career, ending with a violent car crash on his way to meet his next employer—the Miami Dolphins NFL team. Kelly’s world changed after hearing the car crash killed Elmer. She instantly began mourning—feeling grief and sorrow, shock and fear.

			Kelly turned up the volume and brought Ed out of his depressed state. The sports announcer described Elmer’s death as a significant loss. Alongside Elmer was a picture of Kelly, but nothing much was mentioned about his wife.

			“I should’ve agreed to move here with him,” Kelly whispered to her father, “At least we’d be together.”

			She shut her eyes for a while and felt guilt for being alive. Time became irrelevant until she felt Ed’s rough but gentle hand on hers.

			Kelly traced her memories to when she first met Elmer. He thought she moved like an angel, and Kelly believed his flashing smile was the greatest. That was the beginning of their relationship. And it had been beautiful, full of promise and success for both.

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 3

			Several weeks later, Kelly Jenson’s life-threatening ordeal came to pass.

			The motor function in her head, neck, shoulders, and arms returned to normal, as did trunk control. However, the spinal cord damage was another story; she’d become a partial paraplegic. Though she could wiggle her toes on her left foot, she lost sensation throughout her legs. No tests could determine how many nerves would ever work and when. 

			Kelly shored up the courage to ask the chief surgeon the big question. “Will I ever dance again?”

			When he searched for the right words, she rephrased her question. “Will I ever walk again?”

			“I don’t know,” he answered. “Spinal cord nerve fibers don’t regrow or regenerate after an injury like other organs, like large parts of tissue or muscle. This regeneration doesn’t occur in the central nervous system.”

			The surgeon touched her shoulder consolingly. “Some with an incomplete injury as yours may have felt but little or no movement. Others may have movement and little or no feeling. I’d be lying if I predicted how much sensory and motor function you’ll regain.”

			He smiled awkwardly before leaving the room. Kelly watched him go, his features etched like a canvas painting in her mind. It was a facial expression that wanted to say it was all over, but he couldn’t. There was no language for that, just a smile.

			One so skillfully controlled by determination and sacrifice ends up in the junkyard propped in a wheelchair. This beautiful, electrifying dancer who had it all, whose legs, through years of hard work, could do the most intricate and sophisticated movements, now felt betrayed by her body. Her fingers wrapped around the metal handle with force. A river of tears bathed her cheeks. She knew damages would likely become permanent if something didn’t happen within a week or two.

			She managed to push herself out of the seat, but her legs gave out, tumbling to the floor. She looked at the roomful of Best Wishes cards from her dance company and other New York friends to realize her vibrant life in the City That Never Sleeps had just turned out the lights on her! At that moment, she knew Kelly Jenson had died the day of the accident.

			A nurse found her on the floor and called for help, only for Kelly to hear their admonishment for trying to get up alone.

			Her parents arrived shortly at the hospital. However, this day provided what they thought would be good news.

			Ed gathered her belongings. “We’re gonna take you home today, Kel.” 

			“Isn’t that great?” Janice added.

			“Great?” Kelly asked back, full of venom. “What’s so great about living in a wheelchair? We’re going home, and have you drawn a chart yet? No? You’ll wheel me around on Mondays; then he’ll do it on Tuesdays. That’ll force you to stay together, that’s great! I messed this up; now you have a cripple daughter mourning the guy she loved.”

			Her outbreak got to her mom. “You’re not ruining anybody’s life except your own with that attitude, so take the first step to help yourself!”

			“A step with the right or left foot?” Kelly asked, even more emotional. “What part of paraplegia don’t you understand?”

			Janice bolted from the room to the elevator. Outside the building, her hands cupped her mouth to subdue her anguish as she wandered until she stopped by the medical section facing the bay. Janice took out a cigarette and stared at it briefly with trembling hands. She’d quit smoking since Kelly’s accident, hoping the sacrifice, among many, would send the gods a heartfelt message, but she always kept an emergency one. Puffing away, the woman exuded a distant look, inhaling profoundly and soothing her jagged feelings. 

			Janice recalled being a nurse in war-torn Southeast Asia, where she’d met Ed, a Navy Seal. A sea of thoughts overtook her. What happened to all the beautiful years shared with this guy? Was it due to her change in life or her change of heart? Why were things now so bad that they were moving forward with separating? What happened to them?

			──────

			Kelly watched from the back seat of her parent’s van as it pulled away from the medical complex and went around the dome full of flowers. The place was expanding, so there was a lot of activity: workers eating out of vendor trucks, patients moving in wheelchairs, and everyone doing their business as usual. The world hadn’t stopped for Kelly, not one bit. 

			The family arrived at their modest ranch-style home in North Ft. Lauderdale, on a small private ocean cove near the Ft. Lauderdale/Pompano City border. It had a beautiful view of a small bay with a narrow, restricted oval entrance with a bank of craggy rocks to buffer the waves—a truly breathtaking seaside escape from the rat-race traffic on nearby A1A and Interstate 95.

			Ed showed his daughter the guest room, which he converted with machines to continue therapy. “I hope you don’t mind, but I want to coach the therapy myself. I’ll be here for you all the way.” 

			“So, this is my new life,” Kelly said, picking up a five-pound weight. She sighed, placing the weight back in the rack. It was a lot easier to pick on her mother. She wanted to scream but didn’t want to use her father as a punching bag. 

			“It’s a life,” Ed said. “It can be as good as you want to make it. It’s up to you, hon.”

			Kelly watched him go, knowing she wasn’t ready to accept that responsibility. She eventually left the room, maneuvering the chair smoothly across the wooden floors. Her parents had removed the carpeting to make it easier for her. When she opened the door to her bedroom, she felt a cold chill travel through her body. Pictures of her dancing, Elmer coaching, and other photographs were in the room. She closed her eyes and imagined him caressing her, playing with her hair.

			The room had a terrace overlooking the ocean. She opened the sliding doors and imagined sinking into its warm, deep water. That gloomy thought seemed frightful but also appealing.

			After hours of staring into the blue, she went back inside.

			Elmer’s transparent, translucent image appeared, reading into her overwhelming sadness. “Hey Kel, look, I’m here!” He did a comical shuffle, attempting to make her laugh.

			Of course, she didn’t see him. Automatically, Elmer looked beyond her despair to perceive all in her heart.

			Kelly took their wedding picture from the nightstand. “Why did it have to end like this? I’m so sorry.” 

			Janice came into the room with a small box. “I thought you might want to have it.”

			When she left the room, Kelly rubbed her fingers over the chest. “Elmer, I’m so sorry for arguing; forget what I said.”

			She caressed Elmer’s features.

			I’m here, Kel, Spirit Elmer said. Can’t you at least feel me? 

			She flung the photo against the wall, unaware it had passed through her husband!

			Ed heard the racket and rushed into her room.

			“I should’ve died!” Kelly said, whimpering.

			He stood by the door, helpless, until Janice, trailing behind, led him out.

			Elmer despaired over his inability to calm her sobbing, vowed even
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