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Chapter 1

	 

	Annie walked down East 65th Street where her apartment used to be all those years ago. She stared at the building, willing herself to remember. What had happened that year, the year she left? Why couldn't she remember? 

	For so many years she hadn’t wanted to remember, assuming the ending of the difficult relationship with Jeff had driven her out of New York and was the source of the blankness in her mind, blocking the memory of the final traumatic months of their affair.

	But now she needed answers. The dreams-flashbacks-whatever they were, had increased since Christopher’s death. She could no longer ignore them. It was as if his presence had kept them at bay, had allowed her to live in the present.  Now that he was gone, the past was intruding in disturbing ways. 

	She rarely made it uptown, content to live and work in Brooklyn. Today she felt driven. As she stood in front of her old apartment building, she closed her eyes and tried to focus on her memories of this place. They didn’t come. Instead, there were frightening sensations. She felt a chill run down her spine almost feeling the cold water all around her, the terror, and the urge to run, to escape. The same sensations that woke her up with more frequency now than in the past.  They hadn’t happened before during the day. Was the nightmare now intruding into her daytime thoughts, or were these real memories of danger?

	Logical people, like her work colleague, Alice, and her therapist, Jane, had suggested her disturbing dreams were caused by grief at Christopher’s death.  She had accepted their explanation. Now, as she stood on the street, staring at the building where she used to live, Annie couldn't shake the feeling that the answers to her questions were somehow connected to this place.  It wasn’t logical.  Coming here wasn’t logical, but here she was.

	On her way here, walking down the street, Annie was hopeful that something would trigger her memories. She walked past familiar stores and was encouraged. She remembered them.  But then she remembered those two years before 1976 very well.  She even remembered moving into the apartment, so happy to have found one in Manhattan and to no longer have a long commute to the Bronx every day.  She even remembered the beginning of 1976, those first few days of January, but nothing after that. It was like a fog had settled over her memories for 1976 and the first part of 1977, obscuring the truth.

	Jane thought Annie was panicked at being alone and had pointed out that the nightmares were probably related to Christopher’s death only three months earlier. But Jane didn’t know about her amnesia. Annie had never told her and didn’t know why.  If pressed, she would have said that Jane’s explanation was more logical and anything that happened before Annie met Christopher was irrelevant.

	She couldn’t explain so easily why she had been drawn to her old apartment, or why, increasingly, in the past weeks, she thought about the past, when she lived in this apartment, before New Mexico, before Christopher.

	Annie stood in front of the building, trying to force her mind to recall something, anything about that year. But no matter how hard she tried, the memories remained stubbornly out of reach. She was unable to remember why she had left here, in 1976. 

	She had come back to this neighborhood now, hoping that something about it would trigger her memories, but so far nothing had. She turned, defeated, intending to walk away. 

	Then, impulsively, she walked over to the apartment door and tried it. It was locked of course.  She didn't know what had happened to her keys, but she imagined that thirty-three years later they wouldn't work. The building had been renovated and it was clear that the front door lock had been changed. The door seemed new, but she couldn’t recall what the old one had looked like.  The brick walls outside looked familiar.  The paint in the small lobby was bright and the mailboxes looked new.

	As she hovered uncertainly, trying to understand these mixed feelings of familiarity and newness, a young man appeared suddenly behind her, key in hand, and inserted it into the lock. As he entered, he smiled and held the door for her.  Annie didn’t think. She followed him into the narrow hallway and made her way to the elevator. She was flooded with emotion, and an odd sense of familiarity.  Things were different but the same too.  The feel of the place was the same. Disturbingly so. 

	The young man said, “which floor?” and automatically, she said “four”.  

	What was she doing? 

	She got off on her old floor and walked down the hallway, her footsteps echoing on the polished tiled floor. She stood outside 4b and hesitated for a moment before knocking on the door.

	A woman in her eighties answered, a look of confusion on her face. 

	"Can I help you?" she asked.

	Annie didn’t know what to say.  The woman was looking at her, anxiety now replacing the confusion.  

	“I used to live here a long time ago. I wondered if you might know anything about the former tenant, a woman named Annie. She lived here until 1976.”

	“I’ve been here over twenty years, since 1986. I don’t know who lived here before.”  She thought for a moment before shaking her head. "I'm sorry, dear, but there are people who have lived in this building longer than me. You might want to ask them. They might recall.”

	“Well, thank you. Sorry to bother you.” 

	This was a dead end. Annie didn’t remember anyone who lived in this building from 1976. She hadn’t been friendly with her neighbors back then. 

	She turned to leave, feeling defeated, walking by a man who had emerged from the elevator. He was looking at her curiously, a thin man in his seventies, with curious eyes.

	"Excuse me, miss, but I couldn't help overhearing your conversation with Mrs. Miller. I lived in this building in 1976 and I do remember someone by the name of Annie who used to live in that apartment.  She was a young woman. Something happened.  I remember she hadn’t been here for months, and her rent hadn’t been paid. Then her friends came and packed up her things.  They asked some of us if we wanted some of her furniture.  I took a desk. Her young friend was quite upset. She had disappeared and they didn’t know where, or even if she had died."

	Annie's heart skipped a beat. As she stared at him in consternation, the man studied her face and then said, startled, “It’s you. Annie!” 

	He continued staring at her in shock.

	“Yes, I’m Annie,” she admitted. “But I am sorry, I don’t remember you. I have lost my memory for that time.  I don’t know what happened. I’m trying to remember.” 

	“Annie, I’m Evan Michaels.  I had moved in only a few months before you-disappeared. We talked a couple of times just after I moved in. But you don’t remember that, of course.”

	“I don’t, but I do remember living here before 1976. It’s just that last year I can’t remember.  I don’t know what happened to me. Maybe you could tell me what you remember. It might jog my memory.”

	“Would you like to come in?  I could make us some tea.”

	Without waiting for a response, he had shuffled over to his door and inserted his key in the lock. Annie saw he lived in apartment 4c, next door to her old apartment. She followed him wordlessly. Could this man's memories be the key to unlocking her own? 

	Evan placed the bag of groceries he had been carrying on the kitchen table, as Annie gazed around. The apartment was eerily familiar, laid out as it was in the same pattern as her own old apartment next door.

	“Have a seat, dear,” Evan said as he filled the kettle and took some mugs from a shelf. 

	Annie pulled out a chair and sat at the kitchen table.  She could see into the living room from here and there it was - her old desk.  A flood of recognition engulfed her.  

	It was a small wooden desk, nondescript except for the bright silver knobs on the drawers.  She had put those knobs on herself. She remembered so clearly the day she had bought the desk in a second-hand shop on First Avenue. Jeff had helped her carry it home, rolling it on casters. They had decided that extravagant doorknobs could be affixed to the drawers as an unusual design element.  That was when their relationship was still in its early stages, when they were in love and happy. 

	Evan had followed her gaze and now said, “oh yes, the desk.  There it is, still here. Take a look.”

	Annie walked over and touched the surface tentatively.  There was just a white lamp adorning the top, vastly different from the many papers and books that cluttered it when the desk was in her possession.  Memories flooded back of sitting at this desk working on papers for her courses. 

	“It is yours. You might want it back,” Evan said tentatively.  He had walked over to stand next to her.

	“No. Of course not,” Annie responded hurriedly. She was embarrassed.

	“Thank you for telling me what you remember.  It is so helpful. Is there anything else you can remember? Do you remember the name of my friend?” 

	The man thought for a moment. "She was young, about your age at the time, pretty. She might have been blond. I’m not so sure about that. There was a young guy with her, but I can’t remember what he looked like. I'm sorry, that's all I can recall. It was so long ago. 

	Annie thanked him and accepted the tea he had poured.

	“You say you have no memory of the time,” Evan said.

	“I remember Christmas of 1975 and the first few days of January and then it is about April of 1977, and I am in New Mexico working at a diner. I don’t know how I got there, and I don’t know why I left here.”

	“And you haven’t remembered in all these years?” Evan said in wonder. “I imagine if you found those old friends, they’d be happy to know you are alive.  She didn’t say, but I’m sure your friend thought you had died.  I don’t remember her words after all this time, but I had the impression there had been a terrible accident. But that might have been my imagination and not what she said.”

	Annie shivered involuntarily.

	She finished her tea, thanked Evan, and made a note of his phone number, promising to let him know if she learned anything more.  He took her number, writing it carefully on a little card, which he pinned to a corkboard in the kitchen. 

	“If I remember anything else I will let you know,” he assured her.  “And come back and visit again if you have any more questions.”

	As she left the building, Annie's mind was racing. She was left with more questions than answers now. But she had learned that something had happened, and it was much more serious than a difficult breakup with Jeff.  She had to find out more about what had happened to her all those years ago.

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	As I tried to swim to the surface, I felt myself being pulled down further. I couldn't see anything, but I could feel the icy water seeping into my clothes, making my body numb. I tried to kick and thrash, but it was no use. I was trapped, and there was no escape.

	I tried to scream, but no sound came out. I was alone, lost in the darkness and the cold. The water was closing in on me, suffocating me. I couldn't breathe.

	I was trapped, and there was no one to help me. The fear and desperation began to overwhelm me, and I knew I was running out of time. 

	Just when I thought it was all over, I felt a sudden surge of energy. I kicked harder, fighting against the current. I had to get out, had to escape.

	Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I broke through the surface. I gasped for air, trying to catch my breath. I looked around, trying to orient myself, but everything was still dark. I couldn't see anything.

	I tried to swim towards the shore, but I was disoriented and panicked. I didn't know which way to go. I was lost, alone, and cold. I was trapped, and there seemed to be no way out.

	Then, out of nowhere, I saw Christopher's face, and it gave me the strength to keep fighting. I kicked and kicked. I had to escape this nightmare and find my way back to the light. I had to find my way back to Christopher.

	Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I looked around and saw that I was on dry land in bright warm sunshine. It was very dry, very warm. I was safe. I had escaped. 

	**

	But the fear and panic stayed with Annie as she woke up with a start, panting and covered in sweat, heart racing. She sat up, disoriented, but safe in her own bed.  She tried to catch her breath.

	It was just starting to get light outside, just bright enough to see her surroundings and to remind herself she was safe, surrounded by familiar shapes and objects. She hadn’t been drowning. It was a nightmare. She still felt chilled down to her bones, still felt the sensation of the cold water trapping her.  It had been so real. Annie shivered as she drew the warm blanket around her.

	She stared at Christopher’s painting on the bedroom wall, facing her, filled with warm colors - red, orange, yellow, warm, and peaceful. It was one he had painted in New Mexico shortly after they met. She was drawn into the painting. It was calm and warm, just like Christopher.  She found it comforting now that he was gone. 

	Gradually her breathing slowed down.  She reached for the notepad and pen she now kept on the table by the bed. She wrote down what she could remember about the dream or nightmare or whatever it was. 

	After Annie had mentioned disturbing dreams to Alice over coffee one day, Alice had suggested she keep paper and pen close by and write down her dreams as soon as she woke up.  Alice, a psychology professor, told Annie that research indicated this would help her recall more of her dreams. 

	Annie didn’t want to remember. She wanted to block the dreams out entirely, but she would try anything that might stop them. Alice had also said that remembering and understanding what the dreams symbolized would help them decrease. 

	Alice thought it was likely the dreams had something to do with her reactions to losing Christopher. Jane had suggested something similar. They both pointed out the dreams had become a problem only after Christopher’s death.

	Alice was right about one thing. Annie remembered more detail as she wrote.

	It was windy. There was sand blowing in my face. I was drowning in the ocean.

	Annie shivered, but felt some comfort, some control as she wrote. Maybe the dreams would eventually lead her to some understanding.

	As she wrote she recognized the feeling of warmth and dryness and safety at the end of the dream was like the feeling she had had in New Mexico with Christopher.  In fact, the colors in the dream resembled the colors in Christopher’s painting. 

	But the rest of the dream? She couldn't shake the feeling that it was more than just a dream. It felt too real, too intense. The cold and the water and the struggle still terrified her. 

	Was it her subconscious mind working through some unresolved issue? But what? Was this really about Christopher’s death and her feeling of being alone, cold, and lonely?  Annie had accepted that interpretation when Jane, her therapist, had suggested it. 

	But Jane didn’t know about her amnesia for that year in the past. Nobody knew. Only that man Evan, her former neighbor knew.  How strange that was, that he was the first person she had told. Maybe she had told him because he was a stranger.  People did that. They told complete strangers secrets they would never tell their closest friends.

	She had never told Christopher, not directly. He knew when he met her, she wanted to forget a painful past. He had accepted that, had not pried. Over time she had been glad to focus on the life they were building. She had felt no need to discuss the past.  

	Was there something from the past pushing itself back to the surface now that Christopher was no longer here to keep her safely grounded in the present? What was so disturbing, and why now? How could anything that had happened with Jeff so long ago affect her now? It was over thirty years ago.

	Whatever was causing them, Annie needed to find a way to stop the nightmares. They were becoming more frequent and more disturbing. There were similar themes in all of them, of terror, coldness, being alone, escaping something. She could see that more clearly now that she had started writing them down.

	She couldn't continue living like this.

	 

	 



Chapter 3

	 

	This Brooklyn neighborhood had changed since Annie lived here with Christopher.  It was trendier now, full of twenty-somethings.  There were hip restaurants and bars.  Sprinkled among them, she recognized some buildings that had been standing a long time—the neighborhood Italian deli, the wine shop next to it. She wondered if it still sold inexpensive wine from South America.  It used to be family owned, the husband and wife from Chile.  She had enjoyed going in there.  

	As she walked, she looked around curiously.   She saw older and, she guessed, long-time residents bustling their way resignedly through the hip young crowd.  She didn’t recognize them, though, and no one recognized her.  

	She had lived in this Brooklyn neighborhood for over ten years.  The older residents hadn’t been too friendly to young newcomers back when she lived here. That probably hadn’t changed.  For years before that, it had been a close-knit neighborhood of families who had grown up together. Until apartment prices soared in Manhattan and young people came looking for rentals in Brooklyn. 

	After she moved, she had felt no desire to come back.  It had been a long time since she had even walked here—years, in fact.  Yet it was just a short walk from where she lived now, but a different world. 

	She was headed for Books in Common, a bookstore/coffeeshop where the poetry reading was to be held.  When she was still a half-block away, she saw with surprise that it stood where the second-hand bookstore had been, a favorite haunt of hers in the old days.   

	It had been dusty and crowded and the second-hand books were inexpensive and eclectic.  She had spent some contented times browsing there and being pleasantly surprised at her finds. She even donated some of her own used books from time to time.  The owner, a reclusive hippie, didn’t really talk, but had come to tolerate her frequent presence, nodding remotely in recognition when she came in.

	Now it seemed the building had become an upscale gathering place, just like much of the neighborhood, with highly polished wood floors and neatly organized bookshelves. There were round tables and chairs in the front and a coffee-bar.  She couldn’t even remember what it used to be called—not Books in Common, though.  She was sure of that.  

	Inside, Darcy hovered around, greeting people, and seeming slightly anxious.  He welcomed her with a hug and a bunch of random comments as he looked over her shoulder and scanned the crowd.  She knew he was happy she came, and it was understandable that he was a little hyper.  He had been planning this for weeks and believed that it was going to be a much bigger event than usual with a bigger audience.  

	Darcy and two others would read their poetry.   

	He had been enthusiastic during the week when he asked her to come.  It was a Sunday afternoon and Annie had nothing else to do.  

	No, that was not entirely true.  That sounded too blasé, too indifferent.  In fact, she had been flattered to be asked.  She liked Darcy and wanted to support him.  She had bought some of his published books of poetry, and had liked some of them, though she was not generally a poetry reader.

	As Darcy quickly turned to greet others, Annie scanned the room and gratefully saw a couple of colleagues from the university seated at a small round table. 

	She made her way over and thankfully accepted their invitation to join them and pulled out one of the two empty chairs at the table.  

	She wasn’t usually shy in company, or uncomfortable being alone, but this crowd was young.  She saw no-one of her age.   

	Lately, she was more aware that many of her coworkers were younger than her by a good twenty years.  She was still mystified as to why they included her in their group, often inviting her for drinks after work.   Maybe they were just being kind because she was newly widowed.  She hoped it was more than that.  She was glad though to be included.  They were lively, intellectually stimulating, fun to be with.   

	Of course, there were faculty of all ages at the university, some of whom she had known for years, but they tended to not be social.  They felt older than her, acted older, though she knew they were about her age, in their mid-fifties.   Maybe she was the one out of sync.  Certainly, the younger crowd seemed to include her as one of theirs. 

	Susannah greeted her with a warm hug and, “glad you could make it”.  Joanne, an English professor, expressed surprise that she should be interested in this.  Joanne was one of those people who could be insulting in a subtle way.  It was unclear if she intended that or not.  Annie preferred to assume it was unintentional and bit her tongue to refrain from saying that even philosophy professors could like poetry.

	She glanced around and saw that there were a few more small round tables like theirs, all occupied, and four rows of foldup chairs arranged in front of a small, elevated area with a microphone.  This would be the “stage” where the readings would take place.  

	Alejendro Cerillo, who taught Spanish literature at the university, appeared suddenly, and greeted Annie with enthusiasm.  He sat on the fourth chair at their table.  

	“Do we want to get coffee before they start?” he asked.  “I think we need to go to the counter to get it ourselves.”

	But as he spoke, a young, perky waitress with blue and pink streaked hair and blue lipstick suddenly materialized.

	“Can I get you guys something?” she asked.

	Johanna and Susannah already had their drinks.  Annie asked for a large café au lait, and Alejandro decided on a cappuccino.   

	The place had filled up quite suddenly.  The folding chairs now all had occupants and there were people standing around at the back.  Darcy would be pleased that there was standing room only.  That was unusual for a poetry reading, Annie guessed.  She hadn’t been at too many.

	Alejandro had turned around to talk to a young, dark-haired fellow who appeared at his elbow.  He greeted him in Spanish and then seemed to be asking him to join them.  Annie couldn’t tell since her Spanish was very limited, and it had become noisy.  

	There were no more chairs at their table, but the young fellow and the young woman accompanying him seemed familiar with the place and made their way to the corner where they retrieved two folded up chairs which had been stacked against the wall and brought them back to squeeze into the small space at the table between Alejandro and Annie.

	Alejandro introduced them as “two excellent poets, Lara and Juan.”  Everyone said hi, and Susannah asked, “do you know Darcy or one of the others or all of them?”

	Lara answered, “we know George quite well and have met Darcy before.  But we have both read our poetry here, so we know the place.”

	“Do you live around here?” Susannah asked.  She was a curious and friendly person with warm, alert brown eyes.  Annie liked her. 

	Juan answered, “no, we couldn’t afford this neighborhood.”

	Annie laughed.  “I couldn’t afford to live here now either, but I used to live in the neighborhood years ago before it was so trendy.  There were only a few delis then, and they closed at 9 pm.  It was so deserted here at nighttime, quite a change from the Upper East Side where I lived before that.”  

	The others oohed and ah-ed at the thought of living in this neighborhood now.  Privately Annie was amused.  She had only tolerated the neighborhood back then because she and Christopher liked their apartment, and now she would not have wanted to be back living here.  It would be noisy and annoying, worse than before.  She had had enough of that when she was younger.  She was happy now in her upscale Brooklyn Heights apartment, thanks to the sale of the co-op she had shared with Christopher in this neighborhood.

	She said nothing.  Not only was she twenty or more years older than them, but she also was sure she had more money.  

	She didn’t like to mention her apartment or neighborhood.  She remembered being like them, never having enough money, never being able to afford to live the way she wanted.  Her younger self identified with them.  She had spent most of her life like that.

	Life was strange, she thought.  Somehow along the way she had become financially secure, a surprising achievement for a philosophy professor.  

	It had been because of a combination of things.  She had wanted financial security, security in general.  Therefore, she had worked at a well-paying corporate job for years.  She and Christopher had made some good investment decisions.  None of this was because of her present position as a philosophy professor.

	She had eventually decided she wanted more meaningful work and, while still working at her corporate job, had taught part-time at the university, eventually feeling lucky to be hired there in a full-time position.

	Lara asked with interest, “where did you live on the Upper East Side?”   

	“I lived on East 65th Street, but it was a long time ago,” Annie said.

	 Lara said with surprise, “I was born just a few blocks from there.  Well, I was born in a hospital, but my parents lived on First Avenue near 63rd Street when I was born, and we lived there until I was eight years old.  I still remember living there.”

	She looked like she was in her mid-twenties.  Annie did a quick calculation and realized she had probably lived on 65th Street years before Lara was born.   

	Lara smiled. She had a wonderful smile and thick, black, wavy hair.  She had an intense way of speaking and an animated face.  Annie found her interesting.  

	Annie smiled in return and said, “I had some friends who lived on First Avenue back then.  Maybe you even knew them.”  

	Annie didn’t think that was likely. It was an idle comment because she wanted to be friendly. In fact, she wasn’t sure why she had mentioned living on East 65th Street. Generally she didn’t talk about her former life in New York before moving to New Mexico. 

	Before Lara could respond, there was a semi-serious clearing of a throat coming from the microphone, followed by an announcement from a mild-mannered older man that the readings would begin. The room became quiet.

	Annie enjoyed Darcy’s reading.  He was a lively and compelling performer.  She had read some of the poems before and liked them.  She was not as impressed by the other readings.

	During the intermission, Lara and Juan distributed flyers advertising a future event when they would be reading.  Annie politely said she would try to make it, though she was uncertain about whether she would.  On the other hand, this place wasn’t that far from her apartment, and Sunday afternoons were usually a time when she would have nothing else planned.

	 


Chapter 4

	 

	The next day Annie ran into Darcy at work.  His office was next door to hers, and they were inclined to have casual conversations.  He was restless and sociable, chatted with people in the hallway and sometimes came into her office to impart gossip. 

	“I enjoyed the poetry reading.  I’m glad you invited me,” Annie said. 

	He shrugged offhandedly and said, “it went well, a good turnout,” but his face was energized, and she could tell he was pleased. 

	“There were some poets there who distributed flyers about their upcoming reading. The woman’s name was Lara.”

	“Lara Soras. Yes, I know her.  I’ll probably go. Juan will read too. They are married.”

	“I take it you like their poetry.”

	 Later, she wondered why she even mentioned them.  Perhaps because she had liked them and wanted to believe they were accomplished—or she was curious if they met Darcy’s exacting standards.  Annie had heard him critique other poets eloquently and scathingly.  

	Or maybe, even then she was curious about Lara and felt drawn to her.

	To Annie’s surprise, Darcy approved of them both.  There were no scathing comments.  

	“Juan is a solid poet. He writes in Spanish and in English. He is from Argentina. Lara has a particularly poignant approach. Her poems were full of references to her experiences as the child of immigrants.  

	“Does Lara write in Spanish too?” Annie asked.

	“I don’t believe so,” Darcy answered. “At least I have only ever heard her read in English.”

	 “Lara isn’t really a Spanish name, is it? It sounds Russian.”  Annie was thinking of the character in Dr. Zhivago. Her name was Lara.

	“I don’t know. It could be I suppose, but I think she is only part Spanish.  The other part is Slavic—Slovenian, Croatian — one of those countries formerly in Yugoslavia or it could be Rumania,” Darcy answered vaguely with a wave of the hand. 

	 “You might like to come to their reading,” he continued.  “She is an intriguing poet. You would be interested in what she writes about the immigrant experience.”

	Darcy knew Annie had come to New York from Ireland when she was eighteen, and periodically shared with her his admiration for Irish poets.  Patrick Kavanagh was a favorite.

	Annie wasn’t particularly interested in the immigrant experience.  She felt far removed from that. It had all been so long ago. But it was appealing to already know the poets who would be reading, and to know Darcy would be there. 

	Maybe that was why Annie went—the expectation that there would be people in the audience she knew and the belief that she should get out and be with people more. It was as simple as that. 

	She was very solitary these days, not that it particularly troubled her.  Still, she felt she should try to socialize more.  She needed to come out of the shadows, be among people again, laugh, socialize. 

	Christopher had been gone almost three months now.  She missed him every day, still woke up surprised not to find him there beside her, to find herself so alone.  

	At such times, she would lie in bed and look at his paintings of New Mexico. Two were on the wall facing the bed, all red and yellow sunsets and desert wilderness.  Others hung in the living-room. 

	Looking at paintings of that place where they had met, when she had also been so solitary, so lost, remembering how he had healed her life, made her feel safe.  They reminded her of the peace she had felt in his presence in those first weeks of knowing each other in that unfamiliar desert place, so empty of people, so silent, so beautiful.

	He had stopped painting when they came to New York.  She wondered about that and encouraged him to paint again. He had laughingly said that his work as an urban planner left him no time to paint, but he would do so again someday.  

	That was not to happen.  The illness was brief. At least there was that. It was better for him, but it left her stunned, disbelieving. For weeks after his death there was a sense of unreality, feeling that she would wake up and he would be here beside her, strong and healthy.

	Along with missing his calm, warm, steady presence, there was also the unsettling feeling of being single in New York.  It pulled up emotions in her, memories long buried of her younger self when she lived in New York before, and her troubled relationships in those days before she went to New Mexico and found Christopher. 

	She didn’t understand why her mind drifted to those days and the people she knew then—people she hadn’t talked to in over thirty years.  People she no longer knew anything about.  

	Then there were the disturbed dreams, nightmares, some of them. She tried not to think of them during the day, but their frequency was increasing. Why now?

	Maybe she was lonely. That was it. She wasn’t used to being so solitary. Thirty years was a long time to spend with somebody and she was adjusting to that, her mind wandering to when she was alone in the past, in those days before she met Christopher. 

	She needed to make new friends, be around people more. She needed to banish those shadows.  Leave the past in the past. No good would come of unearthing it. Whatever it was, it was over.  It had been over a long time ago.

	She had become friendlier with Alice, a woman closer to her age who taught in the psychology department. They met regularly for coffee but so far had planned no outings outside of the university.

	Darcy and the younger faculty at the university, however, generously included her in their social gatherings. Generally, they were light-hearted and entertaining. That sort of thing was the answer.  She needed more of that. 

	They knew nothing about her life.  She didn’t think they were that interested.  They talked about themselves and their interests and goals, their research, and promotions or attempts to get promoted.  

	They didn’t ask probing questions about her past. Of course, they knew of Christopher’s death. There had been an announcement.  Everyone knew.  She had been inundated with cards and messages of condolence.

	 But she didn’t think it was simply kindness that prompted their invitations.  She felt that they liked her. She was grateful for that. She needed the distraction. She had never gone to a poetry reading before Darcy’s.  It was a different energy, stimulating but not intrusive.  But she knew him. She wasn’t sure about going to readings given by strangers. 

	The morning of the reading she had a sudden attack of anxiety, a rare uneasiness about being among a crowd of strangers. What if Darcy didn’t show?  She didn’t have to show either.

	Much later, she remembered how she almost didn’t go to Lara’s poetry reading and how that casual decision to go changed her life.

	 


Chapter 5

	 

	Darcy was indeed at Juan and Lara’s poetry reading.  It was a smaller crowd than had come for his own reading.  He was standing talking to people Annie didn’t recognize, so after waving hello she made her way to a table.  There were plenty of choices this time.   She chose a table towards the back and sat alone sipping her cappuccino until the reading started, when she was joined by Darcy and George, one of the poets who had read with Darcy a few weeks ago.

	By then she had read the handout which had been left on the table, describing the poetry of Juan and Lara.  She started reading it at first because she was sitting alone and it was something to do, but as she read Lara’s bio, she became engrossed. 

	What grabbed her attention was Lara’s description of being raised by a politically passionate Croatian father and a gentle Latina mother, first on the upper East Side and then in Queens.

	How interesting!  Lara had a Croatian father and had lived as a child in the east sixties. Annie remembered their conversation from last time when Lara had said she might have lived there twenty years ago when Annie did.  

	She smiled as she thought of Luka, her first love in New York, a newly arrived emigrant from what was then Yugoslavia.  He insisted he was Croatian, not Yugoslavian, believed it should be independent.  He was certainly politically passionate.  She had unwittingly pushed
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