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Chapter 1

 


Erika popped a small bubble on the gum in
her mouth as she and her friends stood up and retrieved their
carry-on luggage from the overhead bins. She giggled when she
released the latch that opened the door to the bin. "Yup! It looks
like it shifted during the flight!"

She grabbed the handle of one bag and pulled
it down. "This one looks like yours, Sandy."

Sandy nodded her agreement as Erika handed
her the small briefcase that was covered with stickers that ran the
gamut of humorous to fantastical, the most prominent of which read
'Silence is golden but duct tape is silver' and 'Meddle not in the
affairs of dragons, for ye are crunchy and taste good with
ketchup'. "It'll never be mistaken for anyone else's, that's for
sure."

Tatiana snorted as she reached up and around
her friends before pulling down her own bag, a plain brown piece of
luggage slightly larger than a purse. She quickly opened it up and
dropped her copy of Scientific American, which she had been reading
on the flight, into the bag.

Sandy, not the least bit affronted by this
attitude, asked, "Any good articles in there, sis?"

"Actually, yes. There was this one article
on artificial intell-" Her voice was drowned out by people jostling
around trying to disembark from the plane.

Erika looked at Penelope. "You didn't have a
carry-on, did you, Penny?"

"Just my purse, but I didn't put it up
there."

"Then I guess that's everything, huh?" Erika
said to no one in particular. "At least until we get to the luggage
carousel, anyway."

The four girls slowly filed out of the plane
and followed the crowd to the luggage pick-up area.

Sandy leaned over to Penelope as they strode
through the corridors. "It was really nice of your uncle to invite
us down to his estate for spring break this week."

Erika chimed in with her agreement with an
enthusiastic "Yeah!"

Tatiana spoke quietly, "Yes. Thank you."

As they strode through the corridors, Erika
looked at one of the pictures on the wall. "Is that Louis
Armstrong?"

"You got it," Tatiana confirmed. "Since the
airport's named for him, you knew they'd have pictures of him all
over the place."

Erika giggled. "I knew I'd seen his name
somewhere."

Tatiana rolled her eyes as Sandy
laughed.

The four of them reached the baggage
carousel just as the first suitcases from their flight were coming
down the chute. In quick succession, Sandy, Penelope, Tatiana, and
finally Erika found and retrieved their respective suitcases.

"Where do we go from here, Pen?" asked
Sandy.

Penelope pointed towards the escalator near
the entrance. "I'm guessing my uncle's waiting downstairs for
us."

The four of them filed onto the escalator.
Downstairs stood a man, dressed impeccably in a suit and tie,
holding a sign that read, "Penelope Woodruff."

Sandy noticed the man first and called out
to her friend. "Penny! Over here!"

Penelope smiled and confidently walked up to
the man.

Before she could say anything the man asked,
"Are you Miss Woodruff?"

"Yes. You can call me Penny or Penelope.
These are my friends, Erika, Sandy, and her sister, Tatiana."

The man gave the three others a quick
two-fingered salute and turned to face Penelope. "Your uncle
requested that I bring you to his home. Unfortunately, he was
called out of town on urgent business. He doesn't expect to return
home until late Wednesday or Thursday. In the meantime, he asks
that you and your friends make yourselves as comfortable as
possible in his home, so I will bring you there."

Penelope smiled. "Thank you, Mr...."

"Statler."

"Thank you, Mr. Statler."

"You're welcome, Miss Woodruff. Now, if you
and your friends would be kind enough to place your bags on this
trolley, I can bring you to your home for the next week."

The four girls quickly placed their luggage
on a small trolley and followed Mr. Statler out to a shiny stretch
limousine that was waiting near the door. He opened the back door
to the car and the four girls piled in. Once they were secure in
their seats, he loaded their baggage into the trunk, wheeled the
trolley back to the inside of the airport and slid in behind the
driver's seat.

After they started moving, Sandy looked at
Penelope. "This is something else. Is this how your uncle always
moves around?"

Penelope smiled. "I knew he was doing really
well, and that his house is huge, but I never really knew
everything. This'll really be the first time I've been here."

Statler looked through the window that
separated the front seat from the four young women in the back.
"Your uncle travels by limousine most often, however he does own a
vintage Mustang, which he frequently takes on joyrides. And he also
owns a Harley Davidson for those times when the open road
beckons."

Erika perked up upon hearing this
information. "D’you guys remember Rex? The best thing about my
relationship with him was his motorcycle. I loved riding on the
back of that thing!"

"I'd be too scared to get on one of those
things," Tatiana said. "There's a reason why they call them
donorcycles in hospitals."

"Yeah, but at least you'd die having fun!"
Erika responded.

Tatiana scowled and crossed her arms in
front of her chest.

"Oh, come on!" Erika smiled. Finding the
switch that opens the moonroof in the back of the limo, she stood
up and started to scream with glee, waving to the other cars, and
laughing.

Sandy stood up, too, and the laughter of the
two girls filled the limo.

"Whaddaya say, Sandy?" started Erika. "Are
you thinking what I'm thinking?" Her hands had already found their
way to the bottom of her T-shirt and were starting to lift the
fabric up.

"We really shouldn't," said Sandy as she
started to do the same.

Other drivers on the road honked their horns
in approval of the action of these two girls. Tatiana rolled her
eyes but otherwise didn’t say anything.

The limo hit a bump in the road and the two
standing girls fell into each other. Deciding they had had enough
fun teasing the other people on the highway and that they didn't
want to cause any accidents, they both sat down, still
giggling.

Tatiana scoffed and looked away.

"You know, Tatiana," Sandy started, "You
really need to let your hair down more. There's plenty of time in
life to be serious, but we're on break now. Give it a rest. Have
some fun!"

"I know how to have fun!"

"I know you do."

Erika quickly interrupted this conversation.
"Then prove it!"

Tatiana turned her head quickly to face
Erika, crossed and uncrossed her arms, and opened her mouth to
speak, before deciding that it wasn't worth saying what she was
thinking. Instead, she mumbled, "We'll see."

There was a short pause in the conversation
when Penelope leaned back and spoke to Statler. "Could you tell me
the name of the estate again? I keep forgetting it."

"Sammawind," he answered
matter-of-factly.

"Thanks."

"It comes from a mishearing of the lyrics to
the song 'Summer Wind' by Frank Sinatra. The previous owner claimed
he had thought the title of the song was 'Sammawind,' and it kind
of stuck."

"That's interesting."

Tatiana spoke quickly. "That's called a
mondegreen."

"A what?" asked Erika.

"A mondegreen. That's the word for misheard
lyrics. The word itself is its own example. It comes from a
magazine article from the 50's or so. The author had heard a folk
song called 'The Bonnie Earl O' Morray.' It's got a line that goes
'They had slain the Earl of Morray and laid him on the green.' The
author of the article thought they said 'They had slain the Earl of
Morray and Lady Mondegreen.' Thus a new word was born."

Sandy added. "One of my favorite -- what was
that word again?"

Tatiana started to say the word 'mondegreen'
when Sandy picked up again. "Mondegreens is Jimi Hendrix's 'Purple
Haze.' You know. 'Scuse me, while I kiss this guy!'"

Everyone laughed.

Penelope added, "Don't forget Bob Dylan. You
know: the ants are my friends, they're blowin' in the wind."

Erika took a deep breath. "I don't know what
the real words are, but can someone please tell me that that one
song by England Dan and John Ford Coley really doesn't go 'I'm not
talkin' 'bout the linen.' What is that lyric actually?"

"You mean the song "I'd Really Love to See
You Tonight?" asked Tatiana.

Erika nodded.

"That's actually, 'I'm not talkin' 'bout
movin' in.'"

Sandy laughed. "I don't know if it's a
mondegreen, but I'm sure that, at least once, they sing 'Play that
fucking music' instead of 'Play that funky music.' It's just too
convenient."

Everyone laughed and nodded their heads.

The limousine slowed down and turned into a
long driveway. "I think we're here," Penelope said.

Everyone turned to look out the windows,
admiring the beautifully landscaped estate. Erika couldn't suppress
her amazement as she watched a swan graciously soar and dive into a
small pond not fifty feet from their car.

The limousine pulled up near the tall,
arched front door with towering pillars on either side and came to
a stop. After a moment, Statler opened up one of the doors and
gestured to the four women to step out of the car.

"Allow me to show you to your rooms. I will
bring you your luggage shortly. Dinner will be served at 6:30 this
evening."

"Thank you, Mr. Statler," said Penelope as
she stepped into the mansion.


Chapter 2

 


Statler escorted the four girls into the
sprawling mansion and up a spiral staircase. With a flourish, he
gestured down the hall and told them that the first four rooms
would be theirs. "I will return in five minutes with your bags.
Please. Make yourselves comfortable in the meantime."

Erika looked up at the vaulted ceilings and
around her in amazement. "This place is huge!"

"Yeah, I, um... Wow! That's all I can really
say: wow." added Sandy.

Tatiana chuckled. "It was really good of
your uncle to invite us down here for spring break." She walked
over to the balcony and looked out over the grounds. Arching her
back, she took a deep breath and called to the other three. "Isn't
that beautiful?"

Erika, Sandy, and Penelope joined her on the
balcony.

Erika looked over at Penelope and giggled.
"How long's your uncle been living here?"

"I really don't know, Erika. He's been
living in New Orleans since I was a little girl, but I honestly
don't know how long ago he bought this place."

Statler interrupted Erika as she was about
to speak again. "Your uncle bought Sammawind Estate about a year
ago."

"Thank you, Mr. Statler." Penelope
blushed.

"You're most welcome, Miss Woodruff. If the
four of you would be so kind as to help me sort your bags..."

The four girls entered back into the hallway
leading to their rooms and grabbed their respective suitcases and
carry-on luggage.

Penelope thanked Statler as he turned on his
heels and headed back towards the spiral staircase.

Erika asked the other three what time he
said they should be downstairs for dinner.

Tatiana looked at her watch. "6:30. We've
got about an hour and a half before we have to be down there."

"What're you guys thinking of doing before
dinner?" asked Sandy.

"I don't know about the rest of you,"
answered Tatiana, "but I'd like to just unpack and veg."

"Not a bad idea," said Penelope.

Sandy and Erika sighed, almost in
unison.

Sandy looked at Erika. "I guess I'll do that
too."

"Um, all right," said Erika.

The four of them dragged their bags into the
nearest rooms. The moment she crossed into her room, Erika yelled,
"Wow!"

Sandy laughed.

Erika ran across the hall to Penelope's
room. "Looks like all the rooms are the same size, and I think
they're larger than the entire downstairs in our apartment!"

"Yeah, I think so," answered Penelope,
smiling. "Did you see this bathroom?"

"Your uncle must have beaucoup bucks to be
able to have a place like this. I didn't get that far into my room,
but I'm pretty sure I've got the same bathroom in my room,
too."

Sandy and Tatiana walked into Penelope's
room.

Sandy smiled and said, "I think we've all
got our own bathrooms. That's, like, too cool."

"Does anyone mind if I just take a nice hot
bath before dinner?" asked Tatiana. "I don't want to be antisocial,
but my back's killing me."

"Go




cover.jpg
A
voices trRapped m yearning






tmp_e74ccddbbb0f8c7402485a96463d7f11_dB6r9r_html_d56889b.jpg
——

VOICES tRAPPED Th YyEARNING

L joe mudak I /¥





