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Realistic Fiction



Being an independent woman, living in and running a business out of a grand Tudor style home in a tranquil countryside, life felt good…

Until two of my editors decided to open up the magazine to other-worldly tales. They invited blogger Amber Dane to talk about her experience as a mom who had a dream visit from her twelve-year-old dearly departed daughter, Miranda, and how that helped her cope with grief.

I mean, seriously, how many people believe one can be touched by the beyond? I opposed but gave them a month to prove me wrong.

That same day, the phone call came in about my dad…

And my life, my skepticism, and my views changed forever.



Authors Note: This is a fictional tale, although aspects of the story are based on actual events and happenings that happened to me.


Love Beyond Borders © 2021 by Lea Schizas



All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, 

without permission in writing from the author.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious.

Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, or events,

is coincidental and not intended by the author.



www.thewritingjungle.com



Cover Art © 2021 by TWJ Design

Layout and Book Production by Lea Schizas

eBook ISBN: 978-1-77392-093-1

Paperback ISBN: 978-1-77392-094-8




Dedication



To my dad...

love you always toso toso poli.

To all who have lost a loved one,

remember that they will always be a part of you.





Thank you to my family for your patience and understanding that as a writer, my passion forces me to sit by the computer, typing away, allowing my characters to get their stories out of my head and onto paper.

To my fans, once again, huge thanks for your support.


Prologue



There are times I wonder how many others who think like me exist in the world. Were they also told by caring family members they were just a tad too nutty? That perhaps torrential, hidden emotions were just the beginning of a raging storm brewing within, suggesting seeking professional help before lightning and thunder took control?

No…Ive looked through that peephole of questions and now realize they (family and friends) were afraid of losing their skepticism as I had. After all, its not easy to convince people to believe in something when their minds are made up. I know because I used to be one of those people.

Getting off the bed, my butt found a spot on the floor, and I soon realized I was rocking back and forth.

Shoot! Forgot that stupid cameras watching my every move.

Tilting to the side with one hand holding my balance, I tucked the knee-length gown and pillow under my behind for extra padding. Doc asked me a couple of days ago why I preferred the cold floor over the comfy bed. The truth: the hard surface irritated my behind, yes, but at the same time, it grounded my thoughts. The way a soldier needs a weapon to fight a war, this surface allowed me to focus and mentally prepare for my final day here in this facility tomorrow.

Mentally. I laughed out loud, then glanced up at the camera, and said, Sorry. Inside joke.

At that moment, the distant ringing of a phone somewhere in this self-help facility knocked my senses back to the past…where my woes and transformation all began…

Before they declared me broken.


Chapter One


My sister called from Greece to say Dad was being tested for an unusual bump on his right nipple. I joked, saying just like him to have a horrible chest disease and be different. A chill dragged its way down my spine. Not because of the weather—March in Montreal always brought cooler temperatures. The silence on the other end of the line told me baby sis didnt appreciate my cool manner. Immediately, I regretted the ill-timed joke. The strain in her voice should have warned me she was worried. That happy-go-lucky, cheerful tone I loved to hear was absent.

Unfortunately, living in a country far from my parents and Calli (short for Calliope, which she hates, and used only when Im really pissed at her), I absorbed the news with my normal nervous humor. Its one thing to be close to family, to judge situations with your own eyes, and another to be separated by vast waters. All sorts of horrible diagnoses swerve in and out like a driver out of control. And I was that driver right now but kept a cool head for the sake of my sis. What would be the point of cluing her in that my brain raced with the worst-case scenario? No point whatsoever. And Im sure the same scenario must have crossed her thoughts, to sound as upset as she was.

I desperately needed my morning cup of French Vanilla right about now.

Several things swirled in my mind before she called, such as the upcoming staff meeting with the editors. Wasnt looking forward to it at all. My mood reflected and amplified those feelings the longer the conversation went on. 

I had spaced out at one point and missed what Calli said. Sorry, can you repeat? We seem to have a bad connection. Horrible lie but…

I said, so far no other symptoms. There was a sizeable pause on the other end. Listen, seems like youre preoccupied right now, so Ill call you as soon as I get Dads results, okay?

Thanks, Calli. Anyway, dont worry. Gut tells me Dads going to be okay. It was a reaffirmation to her that Dad was a tough man for his age. Everyone other than me worried too much. No, thats not true. I just hold emotions at bay most of the time until invisible walls crumble, and then I let loose. Right now, there was nothing to worry about and tried to get that message across to her. It was a pimple, most likely scratched and infected. No need to overreact.

With some light laughter easing the long-distance anxiety, we declared our sisterly love, and the call ended. Now it was time to face my staff. And I still hadnt had my morning cup of French Vanilla yet. The bloody thing was like an addiction. 

I picked up the reports for the meeting from my desk then headed out. Random flashes of Dad, Mom, and my siblings at various events and holidays swarmed me unexpectedly while walking the short distance down the main hall.

Memories strayed to one particular Christmas time when Dad took me along to go up north with two of his friends. I must have been five or six, but the memory stuck. The ride there was majestic. Light snow tumbled as we made our way to a cabin. The type of snow to make any kid want to be outside, tongue sticking out, lapping at that snowy wonder. The purpose of the trip was to surprise Mom and get her a real tree to replace our fake one. And boy, Dad hit the mother lode. Securing it on the cars roof, we headed back home later that afternoon, after I was treated to hot chocolate. I was no help to him lugging that monstrosity up to the second floor where we lived. But he managed. This memory stuck with me because Ill never forget Moms face when Dad pulled it into the apartment and straight to the living room. Bits of the tree landed everywhere. Mom, Missus-Obsessively-Clean, stood there mortified. And Dad just smiled, and said, Surprise! Thinking back, I dont believe we ever had another real tree since then.

A longing to see and hug them sliced along the pit of my stomach. Its been a while since I had seen Calli in person; solely on Facetime. It was on rare occasions that all four of us, my sis and two brothers, were able to get online at the same time because of our work schedules and time zones.

Swallowing back memories, I walked into the meeting, steely boss attitude intact.

It was hard not to notice the boardroom resembled a funeral parlor. As I walked to the front of the conference table, somber eyes and small frowns etched on many of the staff members faces arranging their paperwork glanced my way. They knew I was upset, no question about that. After brooding for a few seconds on how to begin to express this deep disappointment with everyone, I decided to simply go with the usual blunt approach.

White Rose of Sane Insanity, the name of our publication. Does anyone here remember what we intended our stories to be? I looked around, watching their long faces sneak glances at one another. They looked like lost sailors at sea. Normally, the boardroom was hustling and bustling with glee, not this atmosphere of uncertainty. I waited for a response to my question. No one but our trusted Editor-in-Chief, Rosie Madison, whom Id known for a very long time, had the guts to answer.

Romance for the White Rose part of the magazine, and tales of the other-worldly kind as a sub-genre for Sane Insanity, Rosie said, with a you-know-that look on her face. Her tone was more like plaster bubbling over, hot with a warning for me to cool down. She knew my moods ricocheted between a rainstorm and torrential downpour at times. 

I took a deep breath, acknowledging the unsolicited, silent advice. Not once had anyone accused me of not being patient and reasonable, but when I spotted all those new nonfiction signed contracts on my desk, the entire floor must have heard my unwomanly words fly out of my mouth yesterday.

Then can someone please tell me why most of our magazine stories now contain nothing more than John Edward beyond the grave tales? Why do we have tales of intuition and dead people talking to loved ones? Where are our historical, time-traveling stories? Our paranormal or fantasy romances? Why are we accepting I talk to dead people non-fiction submissions?

Rosie very discreetly shook her head in my direction, lips pressed together. Guess my tone must have come across too harsh. My childhood best friend had a knack for reading my sulky moods, which thankfully didnt occur that often. But when they hit, they were like thunderbolts.

My eyes shut, attempting to hold back the stress headache I knew would begin throbbing sooner or later as this meeting progressed. With both arms grasped against the leather chairs armrests, I sat. My right temple pulsated slightly, a warning that the headache was pawing through layers for a full assault if I didnt calm down. I settled back in my seat.

Recognizing Billy Glasshounds raspy, quivering voice, I opened my eyes. As one of the main acquisitions editors, the panic was evident in his voice. Um…Rosie and I…I mean I discussed with Rosie that our readers survey showed a huge interest in these types of stories, where loved ones had another chance to speak or communicate with their loved ones and finalize resolutions. We… He glanced at Rosie and I noticed her head tilt ever so slightly as though motioning him to continue. …tried and tracked one of the stories and the blog response has been amazing. Weve never had this much traffic in a long time.

People eat this shit up, Rosie added, her hazel eyes trained on me. Expanding to a different audience is a good thing, Joanna. We cover all our bases.

Although her tone was respectful, she spoke but all I heard were whispers of mutiny from my best friend. An unpleasant numbness of betrayal stunned me but quickly pushed it aside. For some time now, Rosie had tried to convince me to open up the magazine and try other genres, to introduce stories based on real events. But talking to the dead? What was she thinking?

I stifled the urge to roll my eyes and instead stared at her. But its false hope, too close to what people want to believe in. I for one dont believe in this nonsense and its not fair for the magazine to offer superstitious absurdity to our readers. Am I making myself clear?

Yes, Billy said, although his expression told a different story. Disappointed. If the man could have curled up in his seat and disappear, Im sure he would have.

Rosie, however, stared at me with a dumbfounded expression, one hand brushing against her forehead, shaking her head.

Anyone working on signed contracts with these types of stories, continue to edit them but I dont want more seeping through. I glanced at everyone before dismissing them. Rosie and Billy, stay behind.

Once the boardroom cleared, I stood, walking to the window. It was the secluded country panoramic view and lake right behind the Tudor-style house that convinced me this was the perfect location to set up my publishing house. Almost reminded me of that area where Dad and I went for that Christmas tree. Plenty of office space for editors, printing equipment, and more. Just serenity to write, edit, hold meetings without any city smog, honking horns, cop sirens, firetrucks, etc. My publishing house, my dream…my home. Every penny earned I invested in this house, and as of last year, the entire loan was paid off in full. I lived and breathed work because it was a passion. At night, Id retreat upstairs to my loft on the third floor where I would sit by the huge bay windows in my bedroom watching the moons rays shimmer within the lake. Peaceful. During winter when the lake was frozen, the scenery intensified its beauty. The surrounding snow-kissed firs added another magical ambiance, enough for me not to hate winter as much.

Looking over my shoulder, I said, I hear you two concocted a new section for the blog. Care to fill me in?

Swiveling around, I leaned against the wall. The curtains swayed as a slight breeze drifted through the opened window. You could almost smell that shift in the air from frosty winter to warmer spring freshness. It was like one seasonal barrier cutting across the other in some secret battle to be victorious. Thats how I felt right now, as though stuck in some unknown battle to have control over the magazine again.

Rosie and Billy were in charge of the blog, the one area of the magazine in which I never intervened. Trusting their judgments had never been an issue either, until now.

Rosie leaned over the table, picking up and then sliding a report my way. 

I walked to my chair, sat, and glanced at it. New subscribers?

Weve picked one published story, one that touched the most readers, and asked the writer to be a guest blogger for a few segments, relating her story in more detail, and possibly answer questions from readers, Billy said.

Touched? In what way? The numbers were impressive, Ill admit. Close to three hundred new blog followers, putting us over the twenty-five thousand mark.

Its in my report, Rosie said, her tone one I heard and understood as saying Im going to fight for this to the end. Amber Danes story was about the loss of her daughter, how she dreamed her daughter was going to die but never believed in it until it occurred. Then guilt ate away at her until her daughter appeared in a dream telling Amber it wasnt her fault and to take care of her little sister, to be a mother again.

I raised my head slowly until I eyeballed her. One of those John Edward tales, the ones I said to cease accepting.

You just mentioned your disapproval. This announcement came out last week, and weve already received a stream of emails and postings asking when Amber will begin her factual account up to the present, how shes dealing with the loss of her daughter. All those new subscribers were a direct result of Ambers upcoming guest spots.

As if motivated and courageous now by Rosies stance, Billy spoke up. Were also interviewing her family members… His panicky tone had disappeared since Rosie was backing him up. …who had similar accounts and intuitions like Amber to add as a follow-up interview in between her blog appearances.

It felt like someone stuck a knife in my back and, with sadistic satisfaction, twisted it deeper, hoping to elicit a cry of pain from me. How did I allow my magazine to stoop to such nonsense? And readers loved this? I pulled back the rising tide of anger, stepping out of my mold of conviction for a second to objectively act like the publisher I was. I wavered between completely trashing the blog and allowing it to continue, to see how it improved our standings. The latter prevailed.

I returned to the window and gazed outside. The newly-formed spring buds on the trees
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