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Like my memories, this cup of coffee tastes bitter. They must keep this room freezing to rush me. The clock on the wall in front of me ticked like a heart beating. The police officer pushed a legal pad towards me saying to write in my own words what had happened. My hand trembled as I took the pencil and began.  

My name is Makeda Parsons, I swear this to be an accurate account of my days at Crescendo Band Camp starting on May 10th, 2010. 

Speeding down a two-lane mountain pass, traveling under an ominous sky, my anxiety grew as the darkening clouds threatened to overtake me. The past winter had marred the twisting road. The mountainsides housed dead trees that clawed at my jeep as it rushed by them. The banged-up guardrails on each side of the road offered little reassurance for travelers. 

A lone squirrel scampered under the guardrail just before mile marker three. Driving past, trying to stay on my side of the road the jeep slowed. He was there, a man dressed in a tattered black suit, smoking a cigarette. He seemed to walk beside the guardrail. I can’t see his face. Speeding up, trying to hurry past my stomach clenched as fear threatened to overcome me. Looking in my rear-view mirror, my pulse pounded. He had vanished.  

They need to fix this road. No lines and hardly enough space for one car in that tight turn. I wonder what that man was doing there? I checked the mirror once more and saw only empty road. 

Finally, the familiar green and yellow sign for camp came into view, and a smile tugged at my lips. I can’t wait to lead the drums workshops. These past five years of volunteering have been fun. I dread when Kylie Santos finally steps down as director; she has really put her soul into this camp. Passing an ancient building bright arrows driven into the ground were pointing onward. Kylie must have placed these arrows to keep traffic moving in the right direction. Black crows scattered as the Jeep jerked, hitting a speed bump. 

In a field on the right Carmon was swinging alone with her mother, Ismitta Okoro, watching her from the wooden bench nearby. Ismitta finally decided to join us, Carmen will love Edna’s piano class. Wonder where they have been assigned to stay? The wind seemed to pick up, and the sky became darker. They best get inside before the rain starts. Carmon stopped swinging to join Ismitta on the bench, and we waved at each other. I glanced at the horizon; the storm seemed to be building overhead. What is it with the sky? Those clouds look like they are bleeding.

Edna Pascual’s plump face peaked out from behind the old window curtain. She watched me park before moving away from the window to open the door. Scolding me as I approached, she said, “It looks like you’ve brought everything you own!” The two suitcases dragging behind me made scratching sounds as they scraped along. “I only brought about half of my things this year.” I replied. We laughed as I heaved the suitcases with a thud onto the doorstep. Embracing we were startled as a gust of wind slammed the Jeep’s door. It rocked with the force, and the wind seemed to moan. The storm is getting closer. 

“Edna, I hear we’ve had some last-minute cancelations it isn’t anything too serious, is it?” Looking at the darkening sky Edna quickly pulled my bags further into the cabin. “This storm will not wait for us to chat,” she said in reply tossing the bags aside. A flash of lightning streaked across the sky above. “Makeda, the four cancelations are nothing compared to these drops of rain.” She shouted as we ran towards my silver Jeep. Carrying bags and boxes is the last thing we wanted to do during a storm. We did our best to hurry as those first drops of rain began to fall. Carmon and Ismitta were now running through the field towards a shelter. Why had they stayed outside so long? 

Bugs creeping out of corners met my hands as I fought to find the one wall plug that would give me satisfaction. This laptop is going to take some effort to set up. Look at these old plug ends. The password for the camp Internet hadn’t changed in the last ten years. It was the first thing Edna had obtained when she started volunteering, and now I was glad to know that bit of insider knowledge. The connection was grinding away as I tried to check my email in-box. “Here are the instructions Kylie has left for us in the welcome packet.” Edna said. “Looks like it is just us again staying in this cabin.” She added smiling. “I bet I can guess who the head piano instructor is again.” I replied tapping my nails against the hard wood of the desk I was sitting at. “You know it!” Edna said handing me the sheets to read over. Edna pulled my uniform out of the dry-cleaning bag to hang it next to hers on our small coat rack. 

Glancing out of the corner of my eye I noticed Edna dusting off my uniform. “Is something wrong with it?” I felt odd as she grimaced. Dust-like particles wafted into the air, and I could smell cheap cigarettes. “Have you taken up smoking?” Edna asked, her brow furrowed. My reply was a swift one. One thing I would never do is smoke, and my no seemed to bring a concerned look to Edna’s face. “I wonder how this outfit ended up with cigarette ashes all over it. I could have sworn you were the only one who had used it last year.” Edna said. 

“I was the only one to use it. There is no way that it should have anything wrong with it. I had it dry cleaned.” I said looking away from my laptop to get a better look at the outfit. “Maybe someone borrowed it in the off season.” Edna said with a shrug, and my mind drifted back to the man I had seen earlier. Why couldn’t I see his face? The laptop pinged as the emails sprung into my in-box. 

“You got mail!” Edna joked as she started rummaging through the fridge. “I have an email from Kylie here. Says she wants no more drama, and all complaints should be addressed to her only.” I said as I reached to take the drink Edna offered me and noticed flies buzzing around the window. “We had a few glitches, nothing big, really. Kylie did scream at me during setup. Seems I am a horrible volunteer and dragging her aura down because the grand piano is broken and I can’t tune it.” Edna said, then giggled while making a swirling motion in the air with her finger. “Are you joking?” I replied. “No, unfortunately, I am not joking. One of the grand pianos needs new inner parts, and I’m not able to fix it.” Edna responded as she reached for a fly swat. “What is it this year with these bugs?” I asked watching her kill a dozen flies with one swat. “Beats me. It has been awful these past two days. Seems to be getting worse.” Edna said, taking another dozen flies out with another swing.  

“That doesn’t sound like Kylie. I wonder what has gotten into her. The piano breaking happened end of the last camp, didn’t it?” My drink made a hissing sound as the tab popped, and a fly buzzed by my head. “Yes, it has been broken since that last day. I still can’t understand what caused it. One moment Tony was playing, and then it made a horrible noise. When we looked, it had claw marks all inside it, but no sign of an animal. Kylie took pictures of the damage. She must be under a lot of stress, or she wouldn’t have screamed in front of everyone in the orchestra hall over it.” Edna took a seat on the bed trying to relax. “I’m so sorry she has been so nasty. Maybe she will calm down once we get the program going.” I replied, trying to comfort her. 

“We can hope. Makeda, have you noticed all these bugs? I can’t believe how bad they are this year.” Edna crushed a spider with a rolled-up newspaper and flicked it into our trash bin. “Yeah, they seem aggressive too. I think that fly stung my arm. You should have kept the swatter out.” I replied. “Are you okay?” Edna asked as she leaned to retrieve the first aid kit from beside the bed. “I will be. Looks like I need to put some cream on it though. I hate bugs.” “We best hurry because it is almost time
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