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“In every loving woman there is a priestess
of the past—a pious guardian of some affection, of which the object
has disappeared.”

–Henri—Frederic Amiel


Chapter 1






Ingrid Vãduvã

In ten days the moment that changed her life
forever and placed her on the path of enlightenment would return.
And although, the nightmares have stopped, the longing for Pamela
Holland to return to the physical realm hadn’t.

Intent on keeping her promise to return to
Harrisburg Pennsylvania on the anniversary of Pam’s death; most of
the morning had been spent searching for the best way to make the
two thousand mile journey. Flying was out. Crowed airports and
misconnects would be a hassle, and taking the bus would be too
cumbersome.

She turned toward Pam’s picture on the
computer desk, ran her fingers over the frame—gingerly. She stared
her ghostly image behind Pam’s smiling face, but saw only traces of
the smiles that use to lighten her dark plum eyes. This is more
than a trip to pay homage to someone she loved. This is a
pilgrimage back to the beginning, back to the place where the price
for humanity without conditions was paid by the spilling of
innocent blood, and to her, Pam’s resting place is as secrete as
Golgotha to the Christians and the Kaʿbah to the Muslims.

The entire city of Seattle bustled with a
spring like vibrance outside her second floor condominium. Sunlight
fell from a clear blue sky as tangible as rain, reflecting the last
of summer off every reflectable surface and imparting a perfect
autumn day. Colorful flashes from passing cars marred her vision
and reminded her of the celebration fireworks that lit the night
skies during holidays. But this wasn’t the season of jubilation;
this was the season of shadows and the shadowy and nothing could
ever compensate for the senseless loss of a perfect creation as
Pam. The light felt as cold as a Spector’s cloak and the dark
clouds hovering over Olympia Mountains was a vivid reminder of the
approaching rainy season and the dark autumn whisper.

Leaning back in the chair, Ingrid combed
through her stylish raven hair with her hands. She released a pent
up breath, the feeling time had grind to a halt, leaving her
stranded on a barren veldt, littered with nightmares and horrid
memories without any real answers. A wave of anger suddenly stabbed
her as the morning Pam died in her arms returned to mind.

For a year now she’s wished Pam’s death could
have been a near death, and not an actual death, where you stayed
dead. But Pam—like most minorities—wasn’t one of those xenophobic
people that said “nigger” with conviction around their own,
then ask forgiveness with a shitty smirk plastered on a plastic
phiz. And she wasn’t one of those Jesus people who taunted the
death angel by drinking strychnine, babbling bullshit, and French
kissing a poisonous snake, all the while dancing to an aria from
Hell’s Grand Opera.

And Pam wasn’t a heavens reject—either, the
ones that dies just long enough to hear dead Grandma say, “it’s not
your time yet dearie” than are instantly thrown back among the
living with that God looks like me, fucked up grin. So considering
all the things Pamela Holland wasn’t in this life, poor Pam never
had a chance of being a near dead, but an actual dead where you
stayed dead.

Ingrid recalled the vision at the cemetery on
the day Pam was interred and perhaps it proved something more
profound about life and death. Her death could never be jus
divinum, and the vision proved that if there is such a being as
God, he saw Pam’s beautiful essence and didn’t reject her based on
continental linage the way the good whites Christians always
insinuated about people of color in their twisted doctrine.

Frustrated, Ingrid snapped a breath and let
her thoughts flout back to a conversation a few months before Pam’s
death. They were strolling on the pier when Pam suddenly turned to
her and said. Imagine time as a fluid constantly flowing forward.
If you could bend the continuum backwards to a fixed point in the
past and change a season, which season would you change?

At the time she didn’t have a clue to the
mystery of time and the question sounded strange, even insane. But
today she knew the answer. “The season you went away,” she
whispered inside her head. She continued to stare out the balcony
door wondering if she’d been shown the path to the next stage of
enlightenment, and if so it would only ease her misery for a
moment. She knew she needed more, she needed a sustainable season,
one that would allow her to spend an eternity with Pam, and a
chance to take the path denied. “But is it possible to even bend
the the continuum or to create an entire season that can be shared
by both the living and the dead?” She asked herself.

Although, it wasn’t hard to imagine a
sustainable season she pondered if it was possible would it trap
them at the beginning, when Pam fist smiled at her, or would it be
their tragic end, or could it be looped at the happiest moments of
their short time together? She feared, however, if it was possible,
it wouldn’t be sustainable and would be just another season destine
to change, leaving her once again stranded on a desolate landscape
of sorrows, repeating forever the moment Pam died in her arms.

In the past she’s tried contacting Pam
through mediums, psychics, and tarot card readers, but Pam never
respond. Maybe it was just a hoax, God knows they’ve lied before,
or maybe, perhaps, Pam just didn’t trust soothsayer, after all,
they too could’ve been bending the rules to make money off the
grieving hearts of the less fortunate like they usually do.

Her anger rose to a point of screaming, but
it always did when she thought of Pam’s death. She closed her eyes;
let her mind slip into a day dream. She imagined the two of them
strolling in the Parc de la Butte Chanpe au Rouge in Paris. A
waxing gibbous moon slowly diminished the serotinal light of an
Indian summer. The amber sky slowly transformed into a rich purple
hue, they paused at the Deux Femmes et un Enfant, the fountain of
two women and an infant. A little wind ruffled the leaves of
Sophora and Tuilip trees and perfumed the air with light autumn
fragrances.

Left to the vicissitudes of the breeze, Pam’s
long stygian hair fluttered, she moved a few strains from in front
her face, glanced over and drew her mouth into what seemed like a
coquettish a smile, but spoke no words. It felt was as if continuum
of time had suddenly stopped, trapping her there in a perfect
blissful season. She wanted to capture that perfect moment, but
when she reached for Pam, she discovered it was only an illusion so
insubstantial it vanished like a ghost and her eyes flashed
open.

The vision vanished and she returned her
attention to the computer and decided the take the train. In two
day’s she’ll be heading back to the place where justice for wrongs
are determined by continental origins and color of skin, where the
Jesus man, along with the good white Christians, still unjustly
decides the justice of humanity.

Overwhelmed, the thought of how white
Christians imposed injustices on humanity invaded her mind like a
dark cloud. Ingrid came out on the balcony but did not feel the
warm breeze brush against her. The course to destruction is set and
they would continue to demand the spilling innocent blood to
practice their dark ideology and humanity would continue to suffer
the evil of the Christians as it had for centuries.

Maybe other religions like Islam or Buddhism
held the keys to enlightenment. Because from the head waters of her
birth, to her her narrow escape, Christianity has only offered
servitude and death without a clue of what it meant to be human.
“Maybe grandfather was right. If there is such a place as heaven
and hell, surely there will be more white Christians in hell than
heaven.” She thought. She drew a jagged breath, felt her anger
calm—slightly, and for the first time, she noticed the people
strolling Alaska Way. She stared at the way they moved in and out
of restaurants and shops searching for goods, and was reminded of
how the good Christians, with God’s blessings, invaded and
plundered new lands, in search of Inca gold and brown skin
slaves.

Rendered frozen in thought, her mind suddenly
flooded with questions. What if thing would have been different in
the beginning and the good Christians were promoters of humanity
instead of promoters of death. Maybe Pam would still be live and
things would be different. What would’ve happened between them?
Would they be a couple in Rhode Island or living quietly in some
quaint New England town Pam loved, and maybe she wouldn’t be
standing here alone in this scattered landscape of destitution. But
those questions would never be answered and even more horrifying is
how easily the good Christians can show no regard for humanity and
human life. How easily they can justify sacrificial murder based on
continual linage according to the twisted parables of a dead
prophet of an absent God.

She recalled how it was always said that
Christianity was bought in blood and realized they had purchased it
with the blood of the innocent. They’d cravenly justified
atrocities at the cost of humanity and the ones who resisted the
dark ideology were quickly put to death, their humanity, and
dignity stolen. Saddened at how they’d relegated humanity down to a
worthless relic of existence but like any other zealot they
treasured only death, never human life, and it was no surprise when
the Jesus man opened up a window in the heavens and poured out
bountiful blessings, to his pale faced followers that stain God’s
robe with innocent blood. And even now the Faustian
Bargain—Christianity remains intact, white Christians continue buy
paradise and feed their insatiable appetite for innocent blood,
offering slavery in exchange for humanity.

Struggling to reign in her anger and keep
from screaming, she slammed her eyes and breathed in—deeply, pushed
away the hatred she felt for whites and Christians alike, and for
the first time since leaving Carlisle, she pondered which she hated
more. Ingrid released a pent up breath, she felt the warm breeze
fluttered her artfully style hair. It brushed against her quivering
skin like warm honey, soothing her like the hand of a gentle lover,
and somewhere in that serenity, she sensed Pam’s presence, and in
her minds ear she heard Pam’s velvet voice.

“The air is getting colder isn’t it?” A frail
voice asked.

Startled out of musing, she opened her eyes
and stared at her neighbor Nomi Givens leaning against a walker on
the adjacent balcony. Clad in a multi colored housecoat, her short
silver hair fluttering in the warm breeze. Nomi mostly kept to
herself and rarely spoke to anyone, but when she did the words were
always profound with unmatched conviction.

“Too bad every season can’t feel like
springs.”

“Seasons change, they have too. But to reach
the warmth of spring, one must journey the dreaded winter.”

Ingrid watched Nomi hobble back toward the
balcony door, taking small careful steps. She thought of time and
how it moves all things forward, but for her time stopped the
moment Pam died in her arms.

Before Nomi entered, she turned back, “but if
its rain you like, you’re in the right place. Other than coffee and
cheese cake, it’s the other thing Seattle’s famous for.”

She smiled, but did not respond.

The words did more than remind her of time
movement. It also reminded her that the beautiful memories would
also fade and brought to mind another fear...dying alone. But to
allow someone to come that close to her again rushed the fear of
more spilt innocent blood, and she was sure there would be a good
Christian waiting in the shadows to do their Christian duty like
they had in the past. Ingrid turned and headed inside. She decided
to take a walk through the Public Fresh Market. It always lift her
spirit and eased her trouble mind, but as the rainy season
approached, she doubt if even that would ease her anxieties.

Strolling lackadaisical down Pike Street, she
threaded easily through the sea of people. She squinted at the
flashes of sunlight reflecting off car windshields and glass window
panes of building. The sound of traffic and people’s voices filled
the inner ear. Autumn was once a season she looked forward too, but
now it trapped her in a continuous cycle misery and despair. She
wanted time to stop. She wanted the seasons to halt at the moment
Pam first smiled at her giving her, for the first time a sense of
humanity without preexisting conditions. Her next thought, however,
was Harrisburg and the moment that changed her life forever and
placed her on this journey toward enlightenment—alone. It was the
moment she turned from old Ingrid’s ideology about Christianity,
when she discovered God and the Jesus man had only a single purpose
for the direction of, not only her life but the whole of humanity
servitude and death.” It was all a damn lie,” she reminded
herself.

Ingrid entered Starbucks Coffee House,
normally a place she only stopped in before heading to work at The
Cheese Cake Factory, where she’d worked as a hostess since
arriving. She didn’t particularly enjoy being a hostess, thought
the pay was too low and the work hours took away from the quality
of life, but it kept her balanced with a sense of forward motion,
something she desperately needed.

The smell of fresh brewed coffee, the voices
of patrons, and the crisp sound of Jazz Trumpeter Wynton Marsalis’
“April in Paris” greeted her when she pushed through the glass
door. The jocundity flouted aimlessly throughout the small
structure with a welcoming embrace. She stared at an abstract
European painting and felt her spirits lift. She noticed the
painting of the Eifel Tower behind the counter that completed the
mise en scène. It reminded her of the daydream of strolling in the
park. She recalled how she and Pam would comb Harrisburg for the
best coffee and pastry shops and her lips curled into an actually
smile. Starbucks has always reminded her of those times, but this
one in particular. The bright smiling faces were always lively and
greeted her with warmth, and Wynton was quickly becoming her
favorite musician.

Before Pam secular music was considered works
of the devil. It was said that it enticed sinful thoughts that
angered God into jealous rages of revenge. She once believed that
was the reason bad things happened to her and like most Christians
who believe blessings and curses come from the same entity; she too
suffered the blind ignorance of self-worth.

After Pam however, she discovered there was
nothing evil about secular music, especially Jazz. She felt an
excitement within its rhythm. It set her ablaze and freed her from
the confinement of insane idiosyncrasies and ideologies, something
that’s never happened in all the years of listening to gospel hymns
and damnation sermons. But Ingrid wasn’t complete fool; she knew
that because this beautiful sound that freed her was created by
people of color, why the good white Christians called it evil. They
couldn’t afford the discovery of truth about their Faustian
Bargain, and how they stole the doctrine from the Jews and twisted
it to force the evil they imposed on the whole of humanity, but
even grimmer is how they continue to persecute people of color and
if she never heard another gospel hymn or hellfire and damnation
sermon, it would be too soon.

Enlightenment of self-worth is the single
truth that moved her away from old Ingrid’s twisted beliefs that
injustices inflected on the brown people was God’s will and the
only path whites had to a mythical heaven. Now she didn’t believe
there was a God that loved the whole of humanity or even if he even
existed, and as Wynton chased away the last of her autumn dread,
she felt her tension release, and in her mind, she hummed along
with his upbeat tempo.

After taking a seat near the window, she took
a sip from the cup and stared at the multitude of people passing.
She wondered how many wrong turns they had taken in life and what
path did they take to recover? But she doubted if any path she took
could ever correct her single wrong turn, when she gave up Europe
to married Stephen Drummond.

“Excuse me miss.”

Startled out of thought she flashed up and
locked eyes with a light caramel colored man with brown eyes. She
smiled and shifted toward the window but her eyes found his ghostly
reflection or more perhaps, the book in his hands, Dante Alighieri,
“La Comédie Divine” written in French. Instantly reminded of
college and how much trouble she had trying to understand the
hidden meanings of the Cantos. She concluded. He was probably a
student and having as much trouble as she once had.

He glanced up. Fearing he felt her stare, she
shifted her gaze, but curiosity got the better of her and she
turned. “Excusez—moi vous êtes Français?”

He flashed up. “No I’m not French. But you
speak it very well, are you French?”

“No old habits die hard. Ingrid Vãduvã.” She
rose and extended her hand.

He returned the gesture. “Aaron Chandler. The
surname sounds Romanian. Are you Romanian?”

“Yes,” she replied with a smile. It was the
first time any one, other than Pam, had ever recognized the Romani
in her without the distasteful expression of Gipsy. But old Ingrid
wasn’t far behind and a wave of embarrassment enfold her. In the
past—according to old Ingrid—initiating first contact was
unthinkable and something a respectable Christian woman didn’t do,
and although, she didn’t consider herself Christian, old Ingrid’s
fears still haunted her.

Hopping the next words wouldn’t reveal her
enthusiasm or desperation to feel human again, she thought
carefully before saying. “You look familiar. Have we met
before?”

“I was thinking the same thing.”

“Do you ever come into The Cheese Cake
Factory on Pike Street?”

“Yes, whenever Eden wants cheese cake, we’re
there.”

She changed gears. “Are you a student?”

“I’m always a student but I teach French
Literature at the University of Washington.”

“A professor, you’re kidding...right?”

“Fifteen years this January. But no worries;
I’m beyond mid-ways the journey of my life,” he pointed to the book
and added, “according to Dente.”

The voices around them faded and the silence
grew. A faint quiver began in the pit of her stomach and quickly
spread, as if a thousand butterflies had suddenly taken flight.

Rendered speechless and unaware of her next
thought, she hated the silence, but worse was being trapped in his
mesmerizing gaze. Almost praying she wouldn’t sound like a wayward
idiot, she continued to stare, caught a jagged breath before
saying. “What does Dante know about the span of human life or worth
anyway?”

Aaron smiled and she instantly shifted her
gaze feeling a breathless free fall. She commanded herself to
breathe, but the fear her eyes had betrayed her vulnerabilities and
longings frightened her and she pushed up “I have to run. But I’m
sure I’ll see you again. I work Monday through Friday evenings till
closing.”

“No weekends?”

“No…I’m…um…off on weekends,” before heading
toward the door.

Aaron didn’t respond, but she felt him stare
her through the door.

When she stepped onto the crowed sidewalk,
she drew a labored breathe. Relieved to be free of his cajoling
stare, her nerves ease slightly, but was unsure if the
horripilation was from the lack of sunlight or the encounter.
Ingrid headed toward the Fresh Market. A feeling of being watched
pressed her. She looked back and noticed him staring at her up the
street. She waved, but did not see if he returned the gesture.

She entered the marketplace near the Pike
Place Fish Market and headed toward the back, pushing her way
through the gathering throng that awaited a fishmonger to toss a
king Salmon to another. The crowd erupted in cheers. The euphoria
rushed her to an emotional high; it was as if she too had been
successful in defeating old Ingrid’s ideology of human
behavior.

The sunlight returned as she she stepped out
on Post Alley. The rays felt like warm water cascading on her cool
skin. She glanced briefly at the Artisan and the made in Seattle
stores as she headed to Sisters, a European Sandwich shop, for a
Sicillienne salad.

While she waited she stare tourist as they
strolled along, she felt briefly humanity without conditions, but
it wasn’t the same as it was when she and Pam strolled out on the
pier, or in the park. It did, however, remind her of how far she’d
traveled from old Ingrid and the oubliette she once thought a
normal way of life. But there was also a sadness in the realization
of how far she’d traveled from the last embraced she shared with
Pam and the first experience of the enlightenment when she
discovered the truth of self-worth, and the growing excitement
suddenly started to dull. She noticed how traffic trundled along
freely on Pine Street. The realization life was never meant to be
imprisoned by ideologies and humanity was never meant to enslave
the human. The feeling of being along in a crowd descended, and
although, it wasn’t a new feeling, today, it didn’t feel foreboding
like a condition on humanity like it had been in the past, but
instead gave her a completely different perspective of the
invisible human.

***

Ingrid pushed through the door of the Condo
at sunset and came out on the balcony. The amber skies slowly
transformed into a deep purple hue. The encounter at Starbucks and
the loss of Pam amalgamated and revealed a frightening path she
believed would end in tragedy. Fearing the encounter may become
cogitable, she tried convincing herself that Eden was either a wife
or a girlfriend, or at least she hoped. She was sure a man like
Aaron wouldn’t be interested in a woman like her especially after
he discovered her past. She concluded. It was better to avoid Aaron
and the confusions of the heart she was sure to follow.

***

Morning light lanced the darkness and spilled
in through the closed blinds. She could almost feel the warmth of
the rising sun. She pushed out of bed and came into the kitchen,
glanced at the balcony door at the light chasing away the remaining
of night shadows. She always loved sunrises in Seattle; it
rejuvenated her and renewed her sense of self-worth. But this
morning the approaching light brought to mind her vulnerabilities
ones she’s tried to avoid since Pam’s death. She wondered if they
were her new companion on her journey through life, and if so, life
would only be only a state of existence and not the liberating
experience she’d hoped.

As the shadows slowly retreating across the
city landscape, chased by the rising sun, she felt the rebirth of
the light, and was reminded of the old oak tree in the front yard
of her former home in Carlisle that awaited the rebirth in spring.
She felt again the moment the seasons changed rushing her toward
the next step in life, and rushing her toward the shadows. But it
the same forces that rushed rushed the darkness from the light and
the old oak toward winter sleep. Unlike the oak and the light,
she’d never experience a physical rebirth, her path a single
journey, her footprints, the only evidence of the life she’d
led.

She continued to stare toward the balcony
door, noticed her ghostly reflection staring back. She saw the
anguish in the eyes, felt the nervous quiver creeping up her spine.
Unkempt raven hair appearing more like a grieving widow left
without a grip on reality. As the sunny disposition slowly
surrendered to the sadness of the season, the purple nightgown that
used to calm her now reminded her of the last embrace. Since Pam’s
murder she’s always felt that tragedy raced her toward death, but
this morning she also felt the movement of time.

At age fifty one, she’d maintained a youthful
appearance, but the smiles that once lit up her dark plum eyes now
revealed her vulnerable heart. It stressed her partly because of
old Ingrid and partly because she knew how easily a lonely heart
could be led down a dark labyrinth to sorrows.

Ingrid slumped down at the computer desk,
praying silently for the strength to resist the onslaught of
emotions. She refused to surrender to the curiosity of the human
heart or give in to the loneliness inside, and even though she and
Pam were never physically lovers, to her they were a couple
nevertheless.

She had to find a way to prove Pam’s theory
of the time continuum, create a season, than take the path denied.
Turning toward Pam’s picture, she ran her fingers over the glass,
“nine more days my love,” she whispered. And if she ever she needed
a clear sign that Pam was pleased with her and the direction of her
life, it was now, but those answers would not come easy, in the
past solutions never has, “so why should they come so easily
now?” She asked herself.


Elizabeth Khyler

Morning light poured in through the closed
blinds of the bedroom window, creating tubular spears of a near
perfect hyperbola on the gray carpet. Her eyes flashed open and
adjusted quickly. She didn’t remember much of the dream from the
night before, only that she fled through the night chased by
something with an evil intent, and this morning the dream felt more
like a premonition then a nightmare.

It was a perfect autumn day. There wasn’t a
cloud in the sky. It was one of those days when you thought you’d
live forever, the feeling everything was right with both God and
the universe. Suddenly realizing Kelly wasn’t in bed beside her,
anxiety rose to near panic. Liz pushed up and grabbed a robe from
the back of a chair and headed toward the bedroom door.

Since becoming ill, sleepless nights have
become more frequent for Kelly. It started shortly after Pam’s
death last autumn and has grown worse, and with the upcoming
anniversaries—of not only Pam’s death, but her father’s as well—she
was sure it would be a difficult time for both, but she worried
more for Kelly than herself.

They’d planned on leaving Harrisburg for
Hartford, Connecticut, soon after the anniversaries, but now she
feared they may not get the chance.

Liz hurried down the hallway toward the front
room, between the rows of stacked boxes, reminding herself to call
the mover’s tomorrow and cancel the appointment. She stopped just
inside the entrance and stared at Kelly sitting on the sofa and was
instantly rushed to euphoria.

At a whisper from five foot—in heels—Kelly
possessed both the intelligence and the beauty of both her African
and Native linages. Long silky stygian hair to a shapely rear
enriched her caramel complexion and heightened the allure of her
soft brown eyes. But her physical beauty wasn’t her greatest
attribute. Her intelligence, strength, wit, and talent, far out
weighted the physical properties, the unmistakable trademarks when
two great civilizations collide. But for Liz, it was like looking
backwards to the beginning, at the miracle of creation itself, and
there in her beautiful she saw the reflection of God.

Being an interracial Sapphic couple, they’d
faced opposition before; usually from bible thumpers whose only
contribution to humanity is hate, but they’ve always faced threats
together, never apart. This illness is something different and she
feared this fight would be fought apart.

Kelly glanced over at her and smiled.

Instantly the affection and admiration
covered her. Sometimes when worlds collide perfection is the
result, she thought, as she came into the front room. She sat
next to Kelly and reached for her hand. Since becoming ill Kelly
has rarely slept, plagued by night sweats, and cold chills, she’s
loss weight, and now complains of back pains. She’s read every
magazine article and every book relating to each new symptom Kelly
reluctantly complained about, and the only thing she ever got was a
spinning head with strange illness, some only found in indigenes to
parts of the world. Never one to be sick for very long when Kelly
first became ill she wasn’t concern, but as it worsened, she became
afraid. She knew it wasn’t AIDS, they’d both been tested, but knew
it was more than a cold which wasn’t a comfort—either. Fully aware
how grief can also manifest into physical illnesses, Liz considered
it may be related to Pam’s death, but now she wasn’t sure .She
brushed Kelly’s bangs from in front her face, “another rough
night?”

“I just want to feel better before we
leave.”

She wrapped her arms around Kelly and kissed
her temple, felt her tiny frame trimmer like aftershocks. “You
will. I promise. Feels like you’re running a fever too.”

Kelly laid her head on her bosom. “Yeah
that’s all I need the flu.”

“You know despite of all we been through,
we’ve made it this far and we’ll make it through this too.”

Kelly didn’t respond.

The phone ranged. Liz checked the caller ID,
“its Doctor Thornton’s office,” and handed it to Kelly.

Never one to ware her emotions near her
sleeves, Kelly’s expressions remained unchanged throughout the
call, and she couldn’t tell if the news was good or dire, but after
having lost her best mate Pam and her father in the same autumn
season, she pushed away any thoughts of losing Kelly. After the
call ended, “what did they say?”

“Test tomorrow at The Center for Women’s
Health.” Kelly pushed up and heading toward the kitchen.

Liz watched Kelly’s expressionless face as
she strolled toward the door. It was like staring at a blank
canvas, awaiting the first brush stroke of an artist. Anxiety rose
and quickly turned to fear, her stomach twisted in a painful knot.
She wanted to see the big picture, she wanted to know the outcome,
but feared the artist maybe Azrael, and the completed picture would
be her standing alone at Kelly’s grave.

Since that day in the ally, God had turned a
deaf ear to her pleas and she refused to send up another prayer
like she did last autumn. She refused to take a chance it wouldn’t
ultimately end in Kelly’s death, like it had her father and Pam. A
sense of déjàvu enfold her and in her mind’s eye, she could see
herself standing at yet another grave, saying goodbye to someone
she loved. Azrael, you will not paint this portrait of death not
this season,” she screamed inside her mind.

Almost overwhelmed with fear her eyes welled,
she blinked hard. To her tears were symbols of useless prayers
something that has always led her to the cemetery where more tears
fell, and she refused to surrender to the helplessness and
believing in miracles would bring the tragedy of past autumns. The
sound of running water drew her attention. She flashed up and
stared Kelly at the kitchen sink and pushed away thoughts of life
without Kelly. “We’re going to make it through this…I promise.”

“One way or another,” Kelly replied.

The words ripped a chill and almost rendering
speechless. She pushed up and came into the kitchen, wrapped her
arms around Kelly and kissed the crown of her head. She stared out
into the distance her eyes finding their ghostly images in the
window pane, but in her mind’s eye, she only saw her own begrutten
expression. Believing it an omen of things to come and she would
soon lose Kelly to Mal’ach-ha-mavet, the angel of death, she
released her and stormed toward the front door.

“Hay I was enjoying that where are you
going?”

“I’m sorry, I just need some air.”

The autumn breeze brushed against her with a
familiar chill of death. It was as if the wing of the death angel
had suddenly blocked the sunlight. She wanted to run away, she
wanted to hide her face and scream, but Kelly needed her more than
ever now. “Hasn’t there been enough suffering, enough
death?” She screamed inside her head, but wasn’t sure who she
was screaming at. The only thing she ever wanted in this life was
stability, but since when did fate ever pay attention to her
wants?

She recalled, how in the past, the next
tragedy always appeared on the horizon on cloudless days and always
ended with her alone and destitute.

This autumn she was sure would push her to
edge of sanity; maybe even place her in the lunatic asylum,
convinced that all the other patients were sane.

She concluded that sometime during the night
she died and was in hell. It had to be a punishment from God. She
was sure he’d forgotten, she too was a daughter of Israel and
believer in Adonai. Liz didn’t hear the sounds of traffic trundling
on the street or the voices of people passing; and was unaware
Kelly was standing behind her in the doorway until she heard,
“what’s wrong?”

Startled out of thought she stared up into
Kelly’s soft brown eyes. The realization, that if Azrael take Kelly
the only thing left for her was to die.

Kelly moved a few strains of hair from in
front her face and smiled shyly. Liz continued to stare, refusing
to let Azrael place the somber image of death inside her mind. “I
was just thinking.” She finally said.

Kelly came outside, “I’ll be fine, don’t
worry.”

The words were the same ones her mother Julia
said three days before she died. “I have every right to stress and
worry over you and you’re not taking that away from me Kelly Ann
Holland.”

Kelly instantly wrapped her arms around Liz
and held her close. She knew when Liz was afraid and upset. She
always called her by her full name, like her own mother use
too.

Liz felt Kelly’s passion for her in the
embrace and the affection in the kiss on the cheek. But it was hard
to believe this would was just another roadblock on their journey
through life when the past has always been marred with the pain and
death.

As they came back through the door, Liz said.
“I’m canceling the move Bien-aimé just until you’re well enough to
travel.” She sat on the sofa beside Kelly, but after noticing the
frown on Kelly’s brow she added. “We don’t have a choice. I’m not
taking a chance with you being sick.”

“Oh we’re speaking French now. You could
leave without me and I could come later.”

“Not a chance in hell of that happening. And
as far as the French goes I picked it up from Pamela. We were
roommates at university…remember?”

Kelly smiled at the mention of Pam’s name;
laid her head on Liz’s bosom. “You knew exactly what to say to stay
out of trouble too I see.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Because if you leave without me. I’m hunting
you down…but just in case I—”

“OK…we’re not going there and they’re not
sending you to that concentration camp. You’ll never see the inside
of that bloody place even if it means my life.” But Liz knew that
was a battle against the two most powerful evil entities in
America, religion and capitalism, but Liz was determined not to let
this autumn be the yardstick that would mark the end Kelly’s
life.


Chapter 2






Ingrid Vãduvã

Dark cumulous clouds hovered above Mount
Olympus like mauve colored cotton balls against a brandy-wine sky.
Harbor water sparkled like uncut diamonds flung by an unseen hand
across an onyx veldt. A warm breeze gently caressed her and
fluttered her hair. Ingrid moved a few strains and continued to
stare out toward the small islands just beyond the harbor. The
island’s seemed a world away and although, the sight did not ease
her mind that Pam wouldn’t physically be there waiting for her when
she returned; it did however, bring pleasant thoughts of them
strolling the pier.

Although the memories were connected to old
Ingrid, she wanted to hold on to them, but feared an intrusion from
anyone else would cause them to fade and leave her with only the
sting of Pam’s death. In reality, she also wanted to remember that
pain, she wanted it seared into her soul; it justified her hatred
for both whites and Christians. She wanted to remember how white
Christians demonize the dead of others after spilling innocent
blood. She wanted their stench to fill her senses as a reminder of
the atrocities and unjust murders.

The chatter of tourist departing a tour boat
caught her attention. The tourist, as diverse as the city itself,
scattered out over the pier, each one bringing a different story
from a different journey through life. They were a microcosm of
something greater than the individual. Something she didn’t believe
existed before, but since moving to Seattle, she’d seen that
picture, felt it in the heartbeat of the city, a place of
neighborhoods, rather other than a major metropolitan. She
continued to stare pondering their contributions to humanity as a
whole. She realized nothing in her past is worthy of contributing
to humanity and simply being free of a confusing religious
rhetoric; although, felt like heaven, could never be a true
contribution.

Since her escape she’s blamed the white in
her mother and grandmother for forcing her down this dark labyrinth
of confusion and sorrow. She pondered which do she hated more the
white or the Christian, to her they were interchangeable, a living
symbol, the pong of humanity, absent of the human. But how would
people saw see her? She asked herself. Would they see the
downtrodden Roma or the inferior white trying to hold on to
supremacy through rape, murder, and denying humanity to others, but
whichever they saw, she vowed never again to accept humanity with
conditions, or turn away from the Roma inside her.

“Twice in one day. How many times does that
happen in a city this size?”

Startled out of thought, she flashed up and
stared into Aaron Chandler’s smiling face. His cinnamon colored
eyes reflected warmly in the evening light. “I’m sure not
often.”

“May I?”

She nodded but continued to stare wondering
if his eyes were that enchanting when he greeted morning’s light.
Her breath suddenly jagged, she felt her heart race, and as
affinity between grew, she wanted to return to that moment of
innocence before meeting him, before he complicated her thoughts
and threatened to replace her beautiful memories with promising
image of his own, but that moment, like physical Pam was gone
forever. She switched thoughts, “sunsets at the harbor are
beautiful. Do you come here often?”

“They are beautiful, but no, sadly I don’t
get here too often, mostly when Eden wants cheese cake. What about
you?

“I don’t live far.”

“You’re lucky; you get to see it daily.”

A comfortable feeling covered her, forcing
her to continue to smile. “I don’t mean to pry, but Eden is…”

“My younger sister, she’s conflicted with a
mild form of retardation. Most of the time she’s withdrawn, locked
away in her own world, until she wants cheese cake.”

A warm breeze blew off the harbor rustling
her hair. She moved a few strains, “why couldn’t Eden have been
a wife, or girlfriend? It would’ve been easier to push him
away. She thought. “It must be difficult caring for her with a
demanding job.”

“It’s not so bad. My father used to sit with
her, but since he’s taken ill, I’ve hired someone, but we spend
evenings together.”

The silence between them grew. Ingrid
returned her gaze toward the setting sun and stared out at Olympia
Mountains engulfed in a lavender hue near the top. She imagined
somewhere out there was that mystical realm where Pam stood
watching. She wondered if Pam was upset with this invasion, or was
she pleased that life was moving forward, taking her further away
from the tragic memory of death. Ingrid turned back. “I still can’t
believe you’ve been a professor for that long. You must love
it.”

“I think I love the French Language more.
Most of the students are just passing through. I don’t think they
realize the beauty of language itself.”

Her lips curled. Since leaving Carlisle she’d
never considered being professor again, but now she suddenly missed
the classroom. “Twenty years until budget cuts forced me out.”

“That must be tough being forced away from
something you love.”

She didn’t respond, but was sure he had no
idea of that kind of pain and loss. She continued to enjoy the
feeling of recalling the past without the painful, looming agony of
death. But the need to escape enfolded her and she pushed up. “Well
it was nice seeing you again.”

“I’m sorry, did I say something wrong?”

“No, I have an early train to catch.”

Aaron rose to his feet, “you’re leaving,
where you headed, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Harrisburg, Pennsylvania.”

He reached into his jacket pocket and handed
her a business card. “Just in case you get bored and want to talk
someone maybe in French.”

A twinge of excitement and entrapment covered
her as she reached for the card.

“Are you returning or staying?

“Returning in a few weeks.”

After an exchange, Ingrid crossed Alaska Way,
heading toward the Waterfront Landings. Mid-way she glanced back
and waved and noticed he returned the gesture. For the first time
since Pam’s death, she felt alive and wanted, but before she
considered surrendering a wounded heart and risk losing the
beautiful memories, she had to know his intentions and it had to be
metaphysical as well as physical. She recalled Pam’s fate for
coming close to her, but was unsure if it was the Gipsy or the
Christian in her that caused that tragedy, but either way she
believed Aaron was doomed to suffer the same. Although, elated, she
feared the encounter would surely lead her to another emotional
disaster, and again, she concluded was best not to allow anything
more to develop between them.

Ingrid came into the Viaggio lobby and headed
toward the window that looked out toward the harbor. Evening light
cascaded through the windows and reflected off the polished tile
floor, the walls, and the art-deco style bench and chairs. She
stared Aaron heading north on Spring Street toward the viaduct,
there was no doubt of his interest in her, but she couldn’t break
the promise and couldn’t afford the beautiful memories to be
destroyed by a single encounter urged on by a lonely heart. She was
sure once he discovered how torturous her life had been she’d never
see him again, and if that didn’t scare him off, the myth of her
Romani heritage was sure to send him running and screaming cursed.
She pushed away thoughts of concealing the enlightenment of
self-worth, it came at the cost a precious human life, and
concealing it was something she vowed never do again. I am
Romani and I will never surrender my humanity for condition
again. She reminded herself. As she watched Aaron disappear
underneath the viaduct, she reconfirmed the needed to stay away
from him. It may be the only chance the poor man has at a long
life.” She thought.

Nomi Given glanced up as she approached the
elevators. “The evening turned out beautiful didn’t it?”

“Yes, it did, but I still like the rain.”

Nomi laughed and lowered her voice, “I always
enjoyed thunderstorms when I was younger and Clifton was
alive.”

“Nomi…you being naughty?”

The elevator pinged and the doors opened.
“Every chance I got dear.”

Ingrid smiled. She held the door as Nomi
hobbled in and before the doors closed, she glanced back as if
waiting for Aaron to enter next.

The elevator ascended and so did her fears of
fading memories and dying alone. Since leaving Carlisle her life
has taken strange twist and turns and on the horizon it appeared,
no matter the path she took the outcome would be the same. She
exhaled hard.

“Are you ok?”

“Yeah…just thinking about the long trip
ahead.”

“You’re not leaving us for good I hope.”

“No, I’m just keeping a promise to a special
person.”

“It’s easy to keep those promises because you
want to remain special. The hardest ones are the ones we make to
ourselves. Because no matter the outcome you’re the one person you
can’t turn away from.”

Ingrid didn’t respond, but continued to stare
at Nomi’s reflection in the brass panel. Instantly, reminded of how
profound Pam could also be at times. She didn’t believe she’d ever
hear Pam’s velvet voice again, except in her mind and in dreams.
But this evening as she stared into Nomi’s eyes, she felt Pam’s
presence and wondered if Pam was trying to communicate to her
through Nomi. But then again, maybe the dead can’t communicate with
the living, and maybe the idea that they could was just another lie
told by white Christians, like everything else they’ve said about
people of color.

Ingrid come into the condominium, hung her
jacket in the hall closet, and flipped on the light switch. Two
art-deco style table lamps on opposite sides of the French style
white leather sofa splashed a soft amber light over the room. She
stood a moment staring the abstract oil painting of The Three
Graces on the wall behind the chaise lounge. She loved the
painting. She’d purchased it on Pike Street from a local street
artist that called himself Leopold. It reminded her of how she used
to dream beautiful dreams about far-away places and people
different from her, but now all those dreams seemed just silly
childhood fantasies created to hide the reality of a different
truth.

She plopped down on the Chateau D’Argent
chair near the balcony door and took Aaron’s card from her pocket.
Where are you leading me? She asked her foolish heart. The
last time it took a human life to free her from twenty years of
mental and physical torture and she couldn’t afford to have that
tragedy happen again.

She continued to stare at the card a moment
longer before placing it on a small table and heading toward into
the bedroom. She flipped the switch and a soft azure glow flood the
room. She stared into the full length mirror. Her eyes found Pam’s
picture stared back from the nightstand. The feeling Pam wasn’t
pleased with the direction of her life and the developing feelings
for Aaron pressed her. “I have nothing to give in a relationship
with him my love.” She said. Her only justification for ending it
before it began.

Ingrid changed into the purple nightgown and
sat down on the French Style slay bed. She recalled a conversation
with Pam after an argument with Stephen, you’re a warm beautiful
person, and anyone would be proud to have you for a lover. The
words still sounded as clear to her tonight as they were the night
Pam spoke them. No one had ever uttered such simple, tender words
to her or about her before, and she doubt anyone ever would again.
Her mouth drew into a bashful smile that lightened her dark plum
eyes, but memories of Pam always made her smile.

It felt wrong to remember Pam’s beautiful
words concerning her and to think Aaron could also see her
beautiful within. To her it was a betrayal on an epic scale,
something she never wanted connected to her humanity. She would
never accept the wisdom and praises of Pam and flagrantly use it
for selfish needs. That was something whites was famous for with
the knowledge they steal from others. There can never be any
more contact with Aaron, she told herself, but how could she
keep thoughts of him away from the memories of Pam, and without Pam
physically there to fill the void, thoughts of him would surly
continue to grow. She had to find that perfect season and across
the chasm that divided her and eternal Pam.


Chapter 3






Ingrid Vãduvã

Ingrid had tossed and turned for most of the
night. She’d watched the numbers on the digital clock move forward,
but to her it felt as if she was moving counter clockwise, back
toward old Ingrid’s oubliette. She’d endured old Ingrid’s demur of
the encounter and the condemnation of the moment she made the
ultimate decision. “But how can something so right to do, be so
wrong to have done,” she asked herself.” She dozed off but
awakened quickly. She didn’t remember much about the dream, only
that as she strolled in the park on an autumn evening, pink and
white blossoms cascaded from a clear cloudless sky, and although,
she couldn’t see the face of the person beside her, she knew it
wasn’t Pam and didn’t believe it was Aaron. Afterwards, she refused
to sleep she was sure there would be a nightmare waiting on the
other side.

Ingrid leaned against the kitchen counter
while the coffee brewed and recalled the conversations with Aaron
at Starbucks and on the pier. She couldn’t allow the promotion of
those feelings to cause doubt about the worth of her journey and
fade her feelings for Pam. She needed those feelings to remain
vivid, not only to remind her of the affection she had for Pam, but
also to remind her of how new Ingrid was born out of the shadows of
death.

Ingrid came out on the balcony. She took a
sip from the cup, breathed in the crisp morning air, and recalled
the raunchy thought of running naked in the in the back yard last
autumn. She smiled. That’s when the battle between old and new
began and there from out of in the shadows of the past, the ambers
of enlightened began to grow. Although, she still didn’t have a
clue as to the purpose of this new creature she’d become, she
refused to surrender to the old Ingrid’ pleading for her to
return.

After returning inside she locked the balcony
door, but before drawing the blinds closed, she took a last look at
the harbor, burning the image in her mind as if it would be the
last time she’d see it. She got Pam’s picture from the computer
desk and stared at her smiling face before heading toward the
bedroom with a desperate need to feel again the way Pam made her
feel with a single glance. She needed to feel that humanity without
conditions—again, but doubt if she’d ever feel that kind of
enlightenment with Aaron.

In the lobby while she waited for the cab she
stared out at the approaching dawn, and how the light slowly
defeated the shadows and awakened the horizon. The sight was
frightening and appeared to her like the day her journey began.
“From out of the shadows of death the path to enlightenment is
revealed.” She whispers. Her eyes well, she blinked hard, saddened
at the thought of how it all began with Pam’s last breath.

As the Cab sped toward the King Street
station, the city slowly animated. There was something magical and
mystical about sunrises and sunsets in Seattle. The way it accepted
both the morning and the night, the way both darkness and light
displayed first on the skyscrapers and cascaded down the glass
walls until it reached the harbor, creating a beautiful glow that
reflected back to the heavens. Light transformed into darkness and
back again into light. She continued to stare out the window.
Fourth Street was still asleep but would awaken with the bustle of
people, honking car horns and the smell of exhaust. Believing she’d
finally found a place where she belonged she hoped there was still
enough time to correct old Ingrid’s wrongs; she knew mortal time is
finite and feared it would end long before humanity accepts a
contribution from her. But even if it did, would correcting old
Ingrid’s wrongs ever be a worthy enough contribution to humanity as
a whole?

Ingrid pushed inside the station through the
King Street side entrance. She stood a moment in the doorway
staring down at the large black and white compass painted on the
floor, the needles pointing in all directions. Direction was once
an easy question for her to answer, but now it seems all direction
pointed back to old Ingrid’s and the oubliette she called home.
After a moment she headed toward the ticket counter, the few people
scattered about the station appeared in a dreamlike state, their
movement lethargic, as if burdened by their past hauntings. She
wondered if she appeared that way to them, and could they see the
burden of old Ingrid sins of silence that now laden new Ingrid.

At the counter she glanced up at the ornate
carvings on the ceiling that still echoed the scars of the
turbulent and unjust past. She heard the ominous melody and
realized that nothing had changed or have been forgotten, but only
covered by the passage of time. Sadden at the thought of how
inscrutable it must have been and still is for the ones considered
a fourth human. She drew a breath, trying to rid herself of the
horrid thoughts, but in the air the fragrant stench of the history
still lingered.

Ingrid forces herself to switch thoughts and
wondered if that was how she must’ve appeared to Aaron at Starbucks
and on the pier. It wasn’t that she wasn’t attracted to him. She
was, but after having spent the better part of her life surrounded
by people that never saw her and judged her by a mythology, she
wasn’t willing to trust he wasn’t like them.

In fact, Pam was the only person that saw
past her Romani and she believes heard the soft whisper of the
scared little girl whispering; please don’t hurt me. But to
use Pam’s acceptance of her in any other way than remembering Pam
would validate the side of her that fester’s like a cancerous sore
on the ass of her own humanity. She turned her attention to the
terminal and breathed a sigh of relief there wasn’t a clock to
remind her of the movement of time. She didn’t need a reminder of
how long it’s been since her world changed forever and she left Pam
there in the Pennsylvania soil.

For the past few days, she’s pondered a
solution that could further ease her mind until she could find the
answer to the riddle of time. It would make it easier for her to
keep her promise to Pam as she aged, but she needed Kelly’s
permission. Pam never talked about family and she knew nothing of
Kelly outside their awkward meeting in Pam’s apartment. She hoped
Kelly’s perception of her would allow her to see the idea as an act
of love. But being Native and African, Kelly had every right to
deny her based solely on that mistrust between the races. Although
she suspected Kelly would deny her, it was a chance she felt she
had to take to prove, not only her undying love for Pam, but to
take the first step to redeeming old Ingrid’s sins of silence.


Elizabeth Khyler

The day was cold and foreboding. The turbo
mufflers on the Ford Mustang rumbled in high idle. Traffic trundled
along on the street beyond. Voices of people heading to parked cars
flouted aimless in the heavy autumn air, but Liz didn’t hear any of
it, but felt the thumping beat of a scared heart pounding inside
her ribcage, and heard the dark autumn whisper from within the
shadows of her mind. She glanced at the clock on the dashboard,
seven thirty, the appointments at eight. She stared toward the
apartment. Kelly dragged out wrapped in Pam’s old winter coat, the
hood almost covering her entire face.

Liz watched Kelly approach, a sense of dread
enfold her. Although, Kelly would never admit it she was afraid,
Liz had glimpsed traces of that fear in her eyes, but at the moment
Kelly realized it, she changed expressions. It was something she’d
never seen in Kelly before, and she thought she understood its
existence.

“How many layers are you wearing?”

Kelly shrugged. The coat barely moved. “I’m
cold. I kept putting on layers, now I feel heavy. But I think it’s
just the flu.”

Liz turned up the heat and continued to
stare; even the flu with new strings appearing yearly and each one
harder to combat than the last was almost a death sentence. She
reached over and touched Kelly arm. “Kelly…” but did not complete
it.

“I’ll be fine. I promise.”

She continued to stare, “if only I could
believe that maybe I wouldn’t be a nervous wreck. She thought.
The ability to almost read Kelly’s mind is frightening enough. But
Kelly’s often placed a spin on answers that left her at the
crossroads and frightened her even more. She realized if bad turned
to worst, Kelly, without hesitation would choose: “death” rather
than live with conditions, but that was a decision she wasn’t
prepared to live with.

Before turning on Front Street, she glanced
again at Kelly, “I believe you’ll be fine.” But the words felt icy
and hollow and echoed ominously throughout the car like no other
words she’d uttered before.

Kelly didn’t respond.

As they headed through the ER doors Liz
wrapped her arm around Kelly, felt slight quivers underneath the
mountain of clothing, and wondered if it was the illness or fear.
Two intake receptionists glanced up with smug expressions as they
entered. Even in this century an interracial Sapphic couple still
brings out lament prejudices on both sides. But that was something
they’d grown used too. Liz brushed it off and was sure Kelly did
too, she normally did. While Kelly checked in she scanned the
almost packed waiting room, the doors opened and more people
entered all appearing tired and threadbare.

In the corner a large screen TV displayed a
woman with a taut mouth and callous eyes explaining the benefits of
a healthy diet. Great another fucking none compos mantis,
that’ll slim the size of the world on a water diet. Liz
thought.

After Kelly checked in they exchanged
pleasantries with an elderly black woman tenderly embracing a small
child before taking their seats. Liz turned to Kelly. “I know you
afraid. You’re not the only one, but I’m not going to lose you this
season.”

Kelly was quiet for a short moment she
continued stare from underneath the hood. “We both know it’s more
than the flu, don’t we?”

The words rushed a mind numbing chill that
quickly raced Liz to near panic. She drew a jagged breath. “No we
don’t know that and we have to remain optimistic. I know we can win
this fight like we have the others.” Although, the words of
encouragement didn’t feel right, they were all she had to offer.
Liz continued to stare hoping Kelly wasn’t preparing her for a
different outcome other than leaving Harrisburg together—alive. “I
want you here with me no matter the condition. I don’t care. Just
get better. Promise me you will.”

“I’ll get better,” Kelly replied.

Liz continued to stare she recalled Kelly’s
words a few nights ago, better don’t always mean well, and felt
herself at the cross roads again. Her breath quickened and her eyes
welled, but she was determined not to accept death as the final
solution to this dark autumn whisper and pushed it away, hoping
Kelly would not agree to leave her there among the living only to
be counted among the dead in She’ol.

Since Pam’s death Kelly has lost some of that
fighting spirit and has resembled less of the old Kelly that forged
ahead with brute force. Most of the time she secluded herself is in
the spare bedroom composing music, and as that warrior spirit
diminished, her anger toward whites and the Jesus man increased.
She didn’t believe Kelly had found a path to God through Islam, but
instead, like most African and Native Americans, Kelly embraced it
because it wasn’t the Christian doctrine that had persecuted one
like her throughout the centuries.

She discovered Kelly’s hatred ran as
ferocious as a raging river. She’d heard her express it in Arabic
in her daily prayers when she called for the beheading of blue-eyed
Jesus, and all those who bore his foul image, and the ones who
worship his image as God. Today Liz hoped that hatred would fuel
the fight in this battle against Azrael’s assault.

A stout nurse in blue uniform with stringy
hair pulled back in a loose bun and half-lensed glasses straddling
the bridge of her aquiline nose came through the automatic doors.
She stared down at the clip board and yelled, “Kelly Hollander,” in
a heavy nasal southern growl.

Kelly wrinkled her nose and glanced over at
Liz. She smirked and Liz knew what Kelly was thinking from the
expression on her face.

She pushed up and strolled with Kelly toward
the nurse. It would be a long wait, ER visit usually were, but she
would wait forever for a single chance to leave with Kelly
alive.

Before the door closed, Kelly glanced back
and Liz felt the full weight of Kelly’s displeasure in the
expression. The thought of sending up a prayer entered her mind,
but what was to use, God has never listened to her anyway.
She continued to stare until the doors closed before turning her
attention toward the TV, trying to shake the feeling of Kelly’s
expression. She stared at the woman on the TV but did not hear her
explaining how to properly floss your teeth. Nothing would ease the
feeling of betrayal she’d gotten from the look in Kelly’s eyes. She
drew a labored breath and promised never to let them send Kelly to
The Hope Clinic no matter the conditions, no matter the cost.

Fully aware how whites always consider ethnic
groups as underdeveloped and even a fourth human, as the good white
Christians so lovingly called them. The Hope Clinic targeted blacks
and Latinos much like the police, for the sole purpose of racial
cleansing. They’d recently learned how and why the West gave Africa
A.I.D.S, and it magnified both their distrust and validated white
greed in their minds. Liz recalled Kelly’s question after watching
the program, “now how vial is the colorless creature that blames
you for the evil it creates?” Liz didn’t respond, but nodded in
agreement.

She recalled the scandal of the Hope clinic
that began shortly after Stephen Drummond’s death. Reporters from
around the globe descended on Carlisle as if waiting for an end of
the world announcement. Investors quickly ran from the media furor
and carefully selected talking points and pictures featuring
outraged blacks and Latinos were published by the newspapers and
shown constantly by Fox News stations.

She read ever article and most of the time it
was junk, but one picture brought to mind a story her father told
her about Poland before the German occupation. It was a large white
sign with black words that hung over the receptionist desk that
read. “We are a people within ourselves.” In an interview, Devin
Drummond said it meant they had Anglo Christian values. But she
remembered her father’s meaning of how the words first appeared
shortly before the Sturmabteilung, a paramilitary group, began
persecuting Jewish communities. The words gave academic
justification to what was about to come and she suspected the
meaning hadn’t changed, and that minority could expect the same
curtesy from the good white Christian as the Jews did from the
German.

After that Liz discovered quotes of the
Sinaiticus Codex, saw the Thule society philosophies embed in
speeches and leaked operational policies. It breathed life into her
father’s words that Germany may have given birth to the Nazi party,
but genocide and
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