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About The Space Between Time

Life is not going well for Jenna Holden. Her live-in
fiancé walks out. Her estranged mother is in a terrible accident
that may kill her. And instead of the promotion she’s expecting at
her book editor job, she’s fired. Jenna must return to the small
town where she grew up to recoup. With all that’s happened she sees
no future for herself.

But then, in her mother’s attic, Jenna finds journals
written by a long-dead ancestress. They transport her to another
time and place, giving her access to the thoughts and feelings of
another woman, also alone in the world, who is facing similar
trials of heartache and loss. Reading them somehow gives Jenna an
escape from her own pain and sorrow, yet offers a doorway to
resilience, healing, and the joy of a supportive love. Jenna need
only find the self-knowledge and courage to step through, into that
space between time.

What people are saying about The Space Between
Time

“Lucinda Sage-Midgorden cosmically blends the
lives of two women, generations apart, and takes her readers on a
compelling journey into the heart, mind, and soul of every
woman. The Space Between Time is a
clever, page turning book. Worlds apart, each woman wrestles with
the familial and cultural claims on their lives and the vagaries of
life itself. Determined to follow their hearts, no matter where
they take them, their severest tests birth their greatest
strengths. Separately, yet together, they grow in wisdom and
understanding and find their way home to their hearts. A great
read.”

~Dorothy Sander, author of Finding Hope,
Quotes & Inspiration for the Midlife Woman, and founder of
AgingAbundantly.com.






“This intriguing story of two women, living in two
different time periods, caught me early on and never let go. There
are accurate historical details, challenges of loss and heartache,
mysteries to solve, and love to find, all woven together in a
well-paced and satisfying read. It is a book to be savored and
re-read.”

~Debrah Strait, author of the pirate
adventure yarn, The Sweet Trade. All her books can be found
at DebrahStrait.com.
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 The Space Between
Time

by Lucinda Sage-Midgorden

“Sorrow prepares you for joy. It violently sweeps
everything out of your house, so that new joy can find space to
enter. It shakes the yellow leaves from the bough of your heart, so
that fresh, green leaves can grow in their place. It pulls up the
rotten roots, so that new roots hidden beneath have room to grow.
Whatever sorrow shakes from your heart, far better things will take
their place.” ~Rumi
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Chapter 1

Jenna awoke with a jerk. Every night for the last few
months she dreamed of a menacing monster/man dragging her away into darkness. Every
morning all that remained was the terror generated by the
phantom.

This time, however, the dream was different. The man
in the dream let go of her when the soft rustle of petticoats drew
near. Cringing in fear, he melted away into the ethers. She looked,
but couldn’t see the female presence, except for what she was
wearing, a long Civil War style dress with purple-gray folds of
skirt flowing over large hoops. Sighing, Jenna knew she was
safe.

As she was trying to remember the new details of her
dream, the annoying beep, beep, beep of the alarm clock brought her
back to reality. Though she groaned, the coming day seemed a little
brighter. As she turned to wake Sam, it occurred to her that
sometimes he acted like the man in her dream. Feeling shame, she
asked herself again why she had let the situation with him go on so
long?

Reluctantly she reached to wake him, but he
wasn’t in bed. She
gasped as she turned on the light. He was sitting, completely
dressed, in the chair near her side of the bed.

“What are you doing sitting in the dark?”

For once his usually mischievous eyes were serious.
“I’ve gotta talk to ya, babe. This is hard.” He took a deep breath
and plunged in, “I put in for a promotion and I got it. I’m going
to L.A.”

Jenna’s head was foggy. “Wait. What?”

“I’ve been meaning to tell you,” he paused, then
rushed on. “I’m moving to L.A. It hasn’t been working for us for a
long time. You’ve stopped supporting me to run home to momma and
pretend to be a writer. It’s good we discovered it now.” He leaned
forward. “Gotta go.”

She propped herself up against the headboard. “Wait.
What are you saying?”

He frowned as if he didn’t understand why she was
being so obtuse. “I’m-saying-that-neither-one-of-us-is-happy. I’m breaking our
engagement and moving to L.A!”

Shock paralyzed her. Even though she had nearly ended
their engagement so many times, she hadn’t had the courage. Now he
was walking out. Her stomach
clenched and her head spun. She stopped breathing.

Swinging her legs out of the bed she made one last
attempt. She clenched her teeth to keep from screaming. “You’re
breaking up with me at 5:00 a.m.? Can’t we talk about this
tonight?”

“No, babe. I’m leaving today. I start on Monday.
Besides, you’re going home to momma tonight.”

She ignored the last sentence. “So, you’re just
leaving without giving us a chance to talk this over?”

All the times she’d tried to get him to talk about
their relationship flashed through her mind. He’d always managed to
evade the discussions and made her feel like she’d been silly to
suggest anything was wrong.

“You know it’ll just be the same old stuff and we’ll
be right back where we were.”

Pounding her pillow, instead of punching Sam, she
finally admitted to herself that they had never had a real
relationship. “I never said I was unhappy. I said we needed to work
some things out. But you never had the time to do that.”

Sam blew a puff of air out his mouth. “Come on, don’t
make this my fault. You know you want things a certain way, and if
you can’t have them, then you make me suffer.”

She stood up with her arms folded across her chest
to face him. “I make you
suffer! That’s a laugh. I want us to have a real relationship where
we talk things over and make decisions together. Whenever I bring
that up, you run screaming from the room and I don’t see you for
days.”

Sam unfolded himself in slow sections. As he rose
from the chair she was struck again by his outward beauty. Too bad
it was only skin deep. He looked down at her from his great height.
“I’m not gonna argue about it now. As far as I’m concerned we gave
it a good try, but the sex got boring, and you didn’t want to
support my career. It’s over. Don’t worry. You’ll find some boring
guy who’ll adore you. I’ll be back to get my stuff after you’ve
gone. You can keep the furniture. But … I want my ring back!” He
put out his hand.

Seeing red with every nerve tingling, Jenna moved
toward him slowly, her fists clenched. “No, you can’t have
my ring back. You gave it to me. You broke off the
engagement so it’s mine. You can’t ask for it back.” She pushed
past him toward the door knowing keeping the expensive ring would
be the only way she could get back at him. “Besides, I’ll need to
hock it so I can put a deposit on a cheaper apartment. Now get out
of here!”

For a moment, Jenna thought she saw a cloud of inky
black energy dart out from Sam’s head toward her, but when she
blinked it was gone. He picked up the suitcase she hadn’t noticed
on the other side of the door and sneered, “You know, I’ve never
told you what a needy bitch you are. My friends wonder why I stayed
with you so long.” With a self-satisfied smirk on his face, he
left.

“Your friends are shallow and vapid, just like you,”
she shouted as she followed him.

He stopped half way down the stairs. “There you go
again using a big word that nobody knows the meaning of. Why don’t
you talk like normal people?”

The words she’d longed to say for months came
tumbling out in a rush. “What, like your HOMIES? Always talking
about what the Kardashians are doing, or the latest episode of
Survivor, or Dancing with the Stars? Can I help it if
they’re illiterate? I make a reference to Walt Whitman, they think
I’m talking about a box of chocolates. YOU can have them! I’d
rather have an intelligent conversation with someone BORING than
the mind numbing hot air that comes out of THEIR mouths!”

Sam’s face contorted into a malicious grin. He had an
inky black halo around his head. “You just proved my point you …”
His face screwed up as he tried to remember the word. “SHREW! At
least I learned one old word from that Shakespeare play you dragged
me to. Thank god we’ll never see each other again.” He picked up
his bag and bounded down the rest of the stairs, finishing their argument by
slamming the door so hard it shook the front windows.

“AAUGH!” Jenna screamed at the slimy energy Sam had
left behind.

“Well, that’s that!” Shaking, she turned back into
the enormous bedroom. Though she was filled with rage and shame,
she sighed with relief. Each day the stalemate had gone on, she
became more anxious. The moment of truth had finally come and she
was still standing. Maybe this was what the nightmares had been
telling her all along. She’d fallen for another guy who was only
looking for what he could get from her.

Taking in a cleansing breath through her nose, she
forced it out her mouth and went into the bathroom. The mirror
above his sink, with the cabinet behind, stood open. It was
empty.

Looking at herself in her mirror, she wondered why
he’d been attracted to her in the first place. She wasn’t his type
at all. Though some people thought she was attractive, there was no
competing with the beauty of the models he was surrounded by. Then
there were the idiosyncrasies of her personality. She was an
introvert to his extra-extrovert. She preferred quiet evenings at
home with a small group of friends earnestly discussing the latest
book, movie, or current event. But even more than that she loved
being home alone. That had never been possible since the day she
met Sam.

He was in his element in the noise of a ball game,
busy restaurant, night club, or party thrown by the local power
brokers. He knew everyone. Of course, his favorite topics of
conversation were his latest triumphant ad campaign, or a celebrity
he’d met. He’d chosen her because she could talk intelligently with
his potential clients on almost any topic.

Standing in front of the mirror, she was tempted to
wallow in her self-contempt. However, she remembered the rustle of
petticoats in her dream and a little voice deep inside assured her
that there was nothing wrong with her. “Humph. Easy for you to
say.”

Stepping into the shower, she let the hot water
soothe her body. Her feelings were raw and her tears mingled with
the shower droplets. She took off Sam’s ring, leaving it on the
shower shelf, knowing this time she’d have to face herself.

Drying off, she pulled herself together long enough
to get ready for the long day ahead. Putting the overnight bag
she’d packed the night before into the trunk, she drove to work
without breakfast. Her stomach was stuffed with
self-condemnation.

In the elevator, she nearly lost her composure, but
by the time the doors opened, she’d plastered a smile on her face,
greeting coworkers until she could make it to her office before the
threatening tears overflowed. Once there, she plopped down in her
chair, exhausted.

The corner office that had once been her former boss
Diane’s, had a lovely view of the city of Portland with Mt. Hood in
the distance, when it was clear enough to see it, that is. Jenna
had been so happy when she’d taken over the job as interim senior
editor. She hoped that the principle “possession was nine-tenths of
the law” would work and she’d become the new senior editor at
Columbia Publishing.

Now looking out at the gray, overcast day, which was
typical for mid-April,
she wasn’t sure this was the place for her. Sam’s leaving had set
off a whole range of new emotions, making her feel uneasy. In a
weird way it was comforting that the gloomy spring day matched her
mood.

Before she could get settled, and her mind in gear
for work, her best friend Joan stepped in the door. Her dark hair
was cut in a short stylish bob and framed her oval peaches and
cream face. Concern shone in her dark eyes and puckered her rose
colored mouth. Jenna faintly registered how smart Joan looked in
the navy blue suit she’d found on sale at Nordstrom’s when they’d
gone shopping the week before.

Joan sat in the chair in front of Jenna’s desk. “Hey,
are you all right? You look like your dog just died.”

Jenna took in a deep breath, needles pricking her
heart. “Sam walked out this morning.”

“Oh man. That S.O.B. Did he say why?”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “The usual crap, ‘It hasn’t
been working for a long time.’ Oh, and he got a promotion and he’s
moving to L.A.”

Joan clapped her hands. “Well, good riddance. You
were thinking of ending it anyway. Now you can move on.”

Jenna wiped away a tear. “Yeah, but when it finally
happens, it’s still a shock. And as usual I blame myself.”

Joan got up and walked around to sit on the edge of
the desk closest to Jenna. “Oh, sweetie, just because he wasn’t the
right guy doesn’t mean there’s anything wrong with you.”

Jenna took Joan’s hand and gave it a little squeeze.
“Keep telling me that until I believe it will you?”

Joan squeezed her hand back. “I’ll take you to lunch
and we can talk, okay?”

“That’d be great. Thanks. We better get to work. I
don’t want to lose my job too.”

Joan stood up. “Okay. We’ll go to Chin Yen’s and boil
him in oil.”

Jenna laughed. Joan stopped at the door. “Still
haven’t heard anything about your promotion?”

“Not yet.” Just then Jenna’s phone rang. They both
jumped.

“Maybe this is it.” Joan crossed her fingers.

Jenna cleared her throat. “Jenna Holden.”

A female voice was on the other end of the line.
“Miss Holden, this is Officer Parker from the Roseburg PD.”

“Yes. What can I do for you?” She looked at Joan and
shook her head. Joan waited to find out who was on the phone.

“I’m sorry to tell you that your mother’s been in a
car accident. Can you come as quickly as possible? She’s just gone
by ambulance to Mercy Medical Center.”

Trying to make sense of what the officer had said,
she felt the blood drain from her face as she looked up at Joan.
“What? What did you say?”

“Your mother has been in a serious accident. You need to come right away.”

The room began to spin. “No. It can’t be. Oh, God in
heaven, Mom.”

The officer cleared her throat. “I’m so sorry Miss
Holden.” Her voice was so kind that Jenna nearly lost her
composure. “Can you drive yourself here? Or is there someone who
can drive for you?”

“What? No.”

“I’m sorry, what do you mean? Do you want us to
arrange for the State Patrol to drive you down?”

Jenna closed her eyes and took a deep breath to help
herself think. “Um. No,
I’ve got my car here. I can drive myself.” First Sam, now this!
Jenna looked at Joan who had a concerned look on her face while she
waited to hear what new disaster was unfolding.

The officer was saying something. “… All right?”

“Thank you. I’ll leave as soon as I can.”

“I’ll let the hospital know you’re on your way.
Again, I’m sorry to be delivering such bad news.”

Jenna couldn’t say anything more. The phone beeped
three times indicating the officer had rung off.

Joan’s voice floated into Jenna’s consciousness.
“What is it?”

“It’s Mom. She’s been in a terrible accident.”

Joan knelt down next to Jenna “Oh, man! I’m so sorry
and on top of Sam walking out. Do you want me to go with you?”

She clenched her jaw with determination. “No. I’ll
call you when I know something.”

“Okay. I’ll get out of your hair. We’ll all be
praying.”

Joan squeezed Jenna’s hand and left. Jenna picked up
the phone and with a shaking hand, called Mr. Drayton, her
immediate supervisor. His extension rang four times before he
picked up. “Mr. Drayton, I just got a call from the Roseburg
police. My Mom’s been in a bad car accident. They want me to come
right away. I’d like to put in for emergency leave.”

Mr. Drayton cleared his throat. “We’ve got that big
meeting this afternoon. We need you to be there.”

She cringed. Whenever she talked to him, even over
the phone, she felt like she’d been slimed. “Mr. Drayton, it was a
very serious car accident. The officer didn’t say this, but I think
they’re not sure my mother will live. Kenny can take over the
meeting. He knows everything about this project.”

“Well, if it’s that urgent. I’ll let you go.
Fletcher’s been sitting in on your team meetings. He can fill in
any information Kenny forgets or doesn’t know.”

Jenna felt a flash of anger at that last statement.
Kenny knew every aspect of every book project her team was working
on. Fletcher only sat in on the meetings. He didn’t do any of the
work. She stuffed down the angry comment she wanted to make. “Thank
you. If I’m still in Roseburg on Monday, I’ll call to give an
update.”

Mr. Drayton sniffed. “That will be fine. I’ll let Mr.
Winston know.” The line went dead. Well, he could have said he was
sorry! Shaking her head to clear it, she picked up the phone again
and called Kenny, her assistant.

“Kenny Miller.”

“Can you come to my office?”

“Sure. Be there in a sec.”

Kenny was knocking on the door almost before Jenna
had the receiver set down on its cradle. She waved him in.

She took a deep breath and jumped in. “My mother’s
been in a car accident. I need you to take over for me at the
meeting this afternoon.”

Kenny moved to the side of Jenna’s desk. He looked
like he might put his hand on her shoulder, but she had glass
windows instead of walls in her office, so he stopped himself. “Oh
my gosh. I’m so sorry. Don’t worry. I can handle it. I hope your
mom will be okay.”

Jenna nearly cried. Kenny was such a great guy. Why
couldn’t she fall for someone like him? She set her jaw determined
to concentrate on the task at hand. “Thanks, me too.” She stood up
and began gathering the things Kenny would need for the meeting. He
took them and went and stood at the front of her desk. “I’ll call
in to let you know what’s going on. I know you can handle things
until I get back. Oh, and I have to warn you, Mr. Drayton is
inviting Fletcher to be your back-up.”

Kenny rolled his eyes and frowned. “Hum. Before Mr.
Drayton got here, there was trust in this company.”

“I know. I’m sorry”

“It’s okay. I can handle Fletcher Vale. You take care
of yourself. I’ll tell the team. We’ll be thinking about both of
you.”

“Thanks, Kenny. You’re the best.” Kenny gave her a
sad smile and left.

Before the door was closed all the way, Fletcher
poked his head into her office. “Mr. Drayton told me to pinch hit
for you at the meeting.”

Jenna swallowed down her consternation. “That’s kind
of him. Kenny knows the Hall project backward and forward, so I’m
not sure there will much for you to do.” Jenna blinked. She thought
she saw a dark mass of energy shoot out from Fletcher’s head. It
was only there for a second and then it was gone. She closed her
eyes. First Sam and now Fletcher. It must be the shock.

Fletcher ignored Jenna’s remark. “I hope Kenny’s got
what it takes. Oh, sorry to hear about your mom. Don’t worry about
a thing. We’ll handle everything while you’re gone.” He had that
smirk on his face Jenna hated so much.

She took in a deep breath. “I trust my team to handle
things while I’m gone.” No matter how bad her mother’s situation,
she wasn’t about to give the higher-ups a reason to give the senior
editor position to anyone else.

“Okay. Anything else?”

“Nope. That’s it.” Was he ever going to leave?

Fletcher’s lips pursed ever so slightly then he
smiled. “It’ll be good to have a wing man.” Before Jenna could
reply, he left.

Her stomach sank and her hackles were up, as often
happened when she talked with Fletcher. She couldn’t put her finger
on why he irritated her so.

Just as she was picking up her briefcase, she heard
the rustle of petticoats, the sound from her dream. Swiveling in
her chair to look behind her. She saw nothing but the feeling of
the woman’s presence remained. Taking in a deep breath, she let it
out slowly. She couldn’t crack up while her mom needed her.

As she was going down to her car, she remembered that
she’d found a discrepancy in the financials on the Hall project.
Dialing Kenny’s number, she waited.

“Kenny Miller.”

“Kenny, I forgot to tell you, I found something fishy
about the financials when I was preparing for the meeting. Call
Andy and have him look over the expense records for all of Hall’s
books. I’ve highlighted the section I found.”

“Don’t worry about a thing. I’ll take care of
it.”

Tears filled her eyes. “Thanks,” she choked as she
hung up the phone.

###

I-5 was busy. People taking off early for the weekend
she supposed. After Salem, the traffic thinned out and the rest of
the trip was easy. She concentrated on the road and traffic,
unwilling to think about the lump in her stomach or what condition
her mother might be in when she got to her. It had been over four
hours since the officer had called when she drove into the hospital
parking lot.

 As she approached the entrance,
Naomi, her mother’s best friend, came out to greet her. Jenna
almost didn’t recognize her; worry contorted her face. “She’s in
intensive care. The gang’s all here.” She put her arms around Jenna
and led her to the intensive care waiting room. All of her mother,
Ella’s friends, the gang as they called themselves, were there and
one or two faces she’d never seen before. The tension in the room
made Jenna’s stomach heave.

Almost before anyone could greet her, Reverend Peter
took her by the arm. “Let me take you to her.” Though his voice was
gentle, it was also full of sorrow.

They walked around the nurses station in the center
of the floor to her mother’s room on an outside wall. Peter stopped
before opening the door. “Brace yourself. She looks bad.”

Jenna gasped. Her mother was hooked to every machine
possible to monitor her vital signs. There were beeps, ticks and
lights blinking in the background as she focused on the vulnerable
form of her mother. Her head was bandaged, something made a tent
over her left leg, a ventilator tube was down her throat, feeds for
a machine that monitored her heart snaked under her gown, and an IV
attached to her hand. The worst part was her face. It was so
bruised and swollen that Jenna didn’t recognize her. Feeling the
floor sink beneath her, she was unable to move from the
doorway.

Peter pulled up a chair next to the bed and guided
Jenna to it helping her sit down. “Let her know you’re here.” His
soft voice came to her through the fog of her pent up emotions.

Jenna reached out and took her mother’s hand, the one
without the IV. “Mom, I’m here. I love you.” She choked on those
words. Her eyes itched with tension and unshed tears. Her mother
looked worse than she had allowed herself to imagine. All she could
do was stroke her hand and say, “Mom, it’s me, Jenna. I’m here.”
But there was no response. Her mother’s hand lay motionless in
hers. At that moment Jenna felt that her mother was already
gone.

The room swam and dark despair filled her heart but
it plunged so deep she couldn’t weep. Not yet. This was it. She’d
never get to work out all the unfinished business that had hung
between her and her mom since her dad’s death. Darkness threatened
to take residence in her heart.

At some point, Peter put his hand on her shoulder.
“Jenna, this is Doctor Naiobi. He’s taken over your mother’s
case.”

Jenna turned. “How is she?” She hoped he’d dispel her
fears.

“We don’t have all the tests back yet. I won’t lie to
you, she’s been very seriously injured. This is what we know so far
…” After that, Jenna didn’t hear much. All she could focus on were
his kind, dark chocolate eyes that were filled with concern. She
heard his voice
intermittently coming from a great distance. “…condition is very
grave … she’s had surgery … damage to her internal organs … severe
head trauma … we don’t know if she’ll recover … scan results to
come in … no matter what, you’ll have decisions to make.”

Hearing this last statement, the dam she’d put around
her despair broke and she began to sob.

Peter took her in his arms and said something to
Doctor Naiobi, who apologized to Jenna and left. Peter directed her
to the little chapel near the waiting room and sat her in a chair.
Soon her many surrogate parents filled the little chapel to the
brim. They too were weeping and holding each other. Part of her
mind was grateful that she wasn’t alone, another part of her wished
they’d go away so she could grieve in peace. She didn’t want to
tell her mother’s oldest friends that she knew her mother was gone.
If she did, it would be true and she’d have to face the future
alone.

What seemed like hours later and many used tissues,
Jenna’s tears subsided and the entire group went back to the
waiting room. They gathered in a huddle around Jenna, waiting. She
looked at each tear streaked face, and took a deep breath. “She’s
gone. I feel it. I’m going to have them take her off the machines
when they come to tell us the results of the brain scans. It’s what
she wanted.”

There were sniffles from some, but most nodded. They
knew Ella Holden well enough to know that Jenna was right.

Since there was nothing more to be said, Jenna went
back to her mother’s room to await the results. She didn’t have to
wait long before Doctor Naiobi came back.

“Would you like someone here with you before I give
you the news?”

With lead in her heart, she shook her head. “No,
thank you. Just tell me.”

“I’m so sorry. I wish I had better news. There is
very little brain activity.” He took a step toward her as if he
thought she might faint. “Do you need time to decide what to
do?”

“No. I know my mother’s wishes. We’ll take her off
the machines. Will you let me tell my friends and can we all be
here to say goodbye?”

“Of course. Why don’t you all go get a bite to eat.
By the time you get back the papers will be ready, and then we’ll
disconnect her. I want you to know that when we take her off the
ventilator, it still might be some time before she goes.”

“Thank you for telling me.”

Doctor Naiobi, put his hand on her arm squeezed it
and left. Jenna went to the bed and kissed her mother’s forehead.
For an instant she felt as if her mother was watching from above,
then her presence was gone. Jenna went back and told the others the
bad news. They stood silent for a few moments, each with his or her
own thoughts.

After their brief respite, which wasn’t much since no
one felt like eating, the friends gathered with Jenna as Ella was
unhooked from the machines. No one spoke. An older man sat opposite
Jenna holding Ella’s hand. Frank Jennings was his name. He had
introduced himself and told her that he had been dating her mother.
They had planned to tell her about their relationship that weekend.
He seemed like a nice man and Jenna was vaguely glad that her
mother had been happy the last months of her life. She’d been alone
a long time. As Jenna looked over at Frank, tears were streaming
down his face. His eyes never wavered from Ella.

The doctor had been right. One by one, the machines
ceased their wheezing, beeping and clicking as her mother was
detached from each in their turn. The hours ticked by with little
conversation among the group of friends. Someone went for
sandwiches and drinks, but most of the food sat untouched.

Finally, Jenna felt a change in her mother’s body’s
breathing, she couldn’t think of it as her mother any longer. She
counted the breaths, two, four, six, then there was a long pause.
Everyone gathered around the bed. Seven, another long pause, eight,
then silence. After what seemed like an eternity, Jenna let out the
breath she’d been holding. At that moment Jenna felt her mother’s
presence again. She thought by their expressions that the others
felt it as well. The group drew closer to the bed and joined hands.
A golden-pink glow filled the room growing in intensity for several
moments. Just as the light was at it’s brightest it vanished, and
there was a collective sigh.

At that moment Jenna collapsed with her head on her
mother’s bed. Her mind and heart were frozen. She retreated deep
inside herself. It was as if she were watching herself from a great
distance. Her body functioned but her mind was in some undefined no
man’s land.

Weeks later when Jenna tried to remember the events
on the day she came to call Black Friday, her memories came in
snapshot type images.

The look on Sam’s face as he told her she was a needy
bitch.

Joan’s face when she got the phone call about her
mother’s accident.

Fletcher’s smirk when he stuck his head in the door
telling her he’d take over for her at the meeting.

Naomi’s strained face when meeting her at the
hospital entrance.

Her mother’s dear friends gathered in the waiting
room.

Her mother’s battered form in the bed.

Peter trying to comfort her.

Doctor Naiobi’s kind eyes as he told her her mother
was brain dead.

The stricken faces of her friends as she gave them
the bad news.

Signing the papers.

The increasing silence as each machine was turned
off.

The group gathered around her mother’s bed holding
mother and daughter in a loving cocoon.

Saying goodbye.

Leaving the hospital.

Being guided to a bed.

Oblivion.


Chapter 2

The growl of a lawn mower woke her the morning after
her mother’s death. There was a dull ache at her temples that ran
to the top of her head. Unclenching her teeth, she realized it was
her mother’s neighbor’s lawn mower she’d heard, not, as she’d
dreamed, her mother’s voice.

She lay in her childhood bed trying to orient
herself. The image of her mother’s form in the hospital bed came
rushing in and made her head spin. She was alone, adrift like a
balloon ripped from its anchor. It hurt to admit that she’d felt
alone since her father’s death. Her mother had closed herself off
and Jenna hadn’t been able to break through the barrier. Now the
opportunity to heal old wounds was gone.

Dragging herself out of bed with her head spinning
and a concrete knot in her stomach, she wished she could go back to
sleep so she wouldn’t have to face what lay ahead. As clear as a
bell, she heard her mother’s voice telling her to stop being so
silly and get busy. Groaning she dragged herself out of bed rubbing
her temples. As she was descending the stairs, the doorbell made
her jump. When she opened the door she was surprised to see a tall
young man standing in front of her.

“Good morning, Miss Holden. I’m Detective Spade.” He
held out his badge for her to see.

Trying to bring her attention to the present, she
blinked at him. “Like Sam Spade?” For a moment she felt ashamed.
Her mother was dead and she was making jokes.

His eyebrows went up. “Yes, only my first name is
Miles.”

For some reason she couldn’t stop herself. “Oh, like
Miles Archer, Sam Spade’s partner.” The look on his face made her
say, “I’m sorry, you must hear that all the time.” She shook her
head trying to come back to the reason for his visit.

“Actually, no.” The expression on his face seemed to
say, I understand the paradox of loss. She should have felt
better, but somehow the pressure in her head increased.

His reply brought her back to the present moment. She
hadn’t asked him in. She stepped back. “Won’t you come in?”

He nodded and entered. “Thanks. I’m sorry to
interrupt your grief, but I have some questions about your mother’s
accident.”

“Questions about her accident?” Her stomach clenched
even more and her balloon-self drifted further away from reality.
She shook away the feeling of disorientation. “Uh, please come in.”
When they were in the living room she indicated a chair. Hoping to
delay more bad news, she continued to stand. “May I offer you some
coffee?”

The look of sympathy on the detective’s face eased
her raw feelings ever so slightly. “No, thank you.”

As he folded his tall frame onto the edge of the
chair, she sat in the one opposite and took a deep breath and
plunged in. “What’s this about my mother’s accident? I thought it
was all settled, she hit some water and ran into a tree.”

“Well, yes it looked like that at first. But upon
further investigation, we think your mother …”

The look on his face made Jenna’s nerves spark. Bees
buzzed in her ears. “What?”

“This’ll be hard for you to hear. We think she may
have committed suicide.”

“What! That’s not possible. Are you sure?” For a
moment Jenna felt as if she might faint. She closed her eyes which
helped her senses calm slightly.

She could feel the detective’s eyes on her. “It looks
that way. The velocity she was driving was excessive. There’ve been
numerous accidents on that stretch, mostly involving drunk drivers,
but as you know we checked for that. The tests at the hospital
indicated that your mother had no alcohol or drugs of any kind in
her system. Not even prescription drugs. In fact, she was in
excellent physical health, and there was nothing mechanically wrong
with the car, so you see … we’re stumped. She had a completely
clean driving record before that day. The only explanations are
that she was extremely upset, someone was chasing her, or she was
depressed and committed suicide.” He took a deep breath. “I was
hoping you could help us prove it was just an accident. I know you
live in Portland, but do you know whether or not your mother was
depressed? Did she leave a note of any kind?”

“No. She seemed fine when I talked to her earlier
this week. She was excited that I was coming for the weekend. In
fact, I just met a man at the hospital who said they were dating.
They were planning on telling me about it during my visit.” Doubts
swirled in her mind. Maybe her mother had been depressed. Guilt
washed over her. Suddenly, her vision came back into focus and she
wondered how long she’d been staring off into space. She looked
back at Detective Spade. “I’m sorry, this has all been a terrible
shock. We were at the hospital until late last night and I just got
up, so … well there could be a note I suppose.” Standing up, Jenna
went to her mother’s desk at the far end of the living room. “You’d
think she’d leave something like that in plain sight where I’d find
it, wouldn’t you?”

Getting up to follow Jenna, he stood by the
immaculately clean desk. “Yes, that’s usually the case. She left no
notes at her office, so you see …”

“As you can see there’s nothing here. The people you
should ask are her close friends. We didn’t do much talking last
night. They may have some clues for you.”

“Would you be willing to give me their names? I’d
like to get this cleared up so you have a definitive answer as soon
as possible.”

“Yes, of course.” As Jenna moved to the desk, a
slight dizzy spell overtook her again. She sat down. What had been
going on with her mother? Having trouble focusing on the paper, she
wrote the names, addresses and phone numbers. “You’ll have to get
Frank’s information from one of my mother’s friends.” She handed
the paper to Detective Spade. “Please let me know as soon as you’ve
finished your investigation, won’t you?”

“Of course. Again, I’m sorry for your loss.” His
voice had cracked a bit when he said the last sentence which made
Jenna feel that he really meant what he said.

“Thank you, Detective.”

She led him to the door. “Naomi, my mother’s best
friend, would be a good place to start.”

“Thanks, Miss Holden.” He gave her a sad smile and
left without another word.

Closing the door on him, she clenched her eyes
against her spreading rage. Her life was falling apart. Unable or
unwilling to keep her toxic emotions bottled up any longer she
screamed, “Why? Why is this happening? Why? Why? Why?” She wanted
to throw things or hit someone. Instead she stomped around the
living room. She swept everything off the table behind the sofa. “I
don’t believe in you,” she yelled at God. “You’re mean. I hate
you!” Never in her life had she allowed herself to rampage in such
a way. Her mother had always told her she needed to control her
emotions.“Leave me alone. I don’t need you,” She yelled not knowing
if it was God or her mother she was addressing. She hit her fists
on her mother’s desk and
swept everything on its top onto the floor. Dizziness forced her to
put her head down on her arms. She wept until she was drained. Much
of the hard knot in her solar plexus eased and her vision returned
to normal. Her mother had been wrong. She felt better. But the
question remained. Had her mother killed herself?

Longing for comfort, she called Naomi. “I’ll be over
as soon as I’ve finished with the detective.”

With nerves on edge and unable to eat anything, Jenna
cleaned up the mess she’d made during her tirade. Perverse
satisfaction filled her heart when she realized that she’d broken
her mother’s favorite knickknack, one she had always hated.

The despised thing had been purchased on one of their
rare vacations after her father’s death. Jenna had wanted a
glorious dolphin sculpture made of blown glass. Her mother said it
was too expensive, and instead bought a kitschy ceramic lighthouse
saying, “You loved the lighthouse.” In fact, her mother had loved
the lighthouse. Jenna had stood on the cliff point and watched as a
pod of dolphins leapt and splashed in the setting sun. She’d stood
mesmerized feeling for the first time since her father’s death that
the world was not such a dark place after all.

On a weekend trip to the coast some years later with
Joan and her husband Ben, she had splurged on a glass dolphin
sculpture by the same artist who’d created the one she’d loved so
much all those years before. Whenever she looked at the sculpture
she felt calm as if she had just meditated.

As Jenna picked up the mess around the desk, two
cards dropped out of her mother’s address book. Both were from
Frank. They proved that he was important to her mother. There was
no suicide note.

She heard the sound of rustling petticoats and turned
just in time to see purple-gray skirts going around the corner
toward the kitchen. Perhaps she was going crazy.

Just then, there was a knock on the back door, and
Naomi’s voice wafted through. “I’m here.” Jenna shook her head to
clear it. Feeling shaky, she went into the kitchen.

Naomi had circles under her eyes, but she was filling
the tea pot as if everything was normal. “Honey, you look peaked.
Have you eaten any breakfast?” Jenna shook her head. Ocean waves
crashed in her ears as
Naomi tisked. “Well, let me scramble up some eggs while we
talk.” Jenna sank into a chair taking some cleansing breaths.
Should she tell Naomi about her weird experiences? Biting her lip,
she decided to wait.

“Tell me about Mom and Frank.”

Naomi began whisking the eggs. “As he told you, they
were friends.”

“I found the cards he gave mom. I think they may have
been more than friends.”

Naomi poured the eggs into the pan. “Well, honey,
none of us knew very many details about their relationship. You
know your mom. She liked to keep her life private. Frank will have
to tell you.”

“Do you think they had a falling out or
something?”

Naomi took her time answering. “I doubt it. Your
mom’s been so happy these last few months.” Naomi put the eggs on a
plate, set them in front of Jenna and went to pour a glass of
juice. “I told your mom to tell you months ago, but she was so
afraid you’d disapprove. She swore us all to secrecy.”

That made sense. “Frank said they were going to tell
me this weekend.”

Naomi placed the glass of juice she’d poured in front
of Jenna. “There, you see. I don’t think your mom killed herself
and I told the detective that too. All I know is that your mom met Frank when he walked
into her office some months back. He was moving here from San
Francisco and needed a house.” Naomi sat opposite Jenna. “All the
agents were out helping clients, so your mom took his case. After
several days he finally made up his mind. I think he liked her
right off and wanted time to woo her. We were all happy for her
when she broke the news they were dating.”

Taking a bite of eggs, Jenna chewed them thinking.
“I’m scared, Naomi. What if things went south with Frank and she
did kill herself?”

“Now honey, you know that’s not your mom’s way. She
was plenty depressed and scared after your dad died. But she just
stuck out her chin and did what she needed to do. Sometimes she’d
talk to me or Peter, but mostly she just kept putting one foot in
front of the other.”

After a few more bites, Jenna gulped down tears. “I
feel ashamed to say, mom and I haven’t been close for years.”

There was no judgment on Naomi’s face. “Well, when
your dad died you were both devastated.”

“Yeah, I guess. I didn’t know mom very well.”

“I know. I tried to help but …”

Jenna looked into Naomi’s eyes. She’d always been
such a comfort. “Naomi, how did you stay friends with my mom for so
many years? You’re opposites.”

Naomi smiled with a sad look in her eyes. “Your mom
was there for me when I went through an extremely bad time long
ago. I tried to return the favor when your dad died but she
wouldn’t let me. You know, even though she was in pain, she was
always kind and generous to everyone she knew, including me. That’s
why she was my friend.”

It was true, though Jenna had, at times felt like her
mom gave to everyone but her. However, she wasn’t ready to share
those feelings with Naomi just yet. “Do you think she killed
herself?”

“No. If she was gonna to do it, she’d have done it
long ago. She was happy for the first time in a long time.”

Jenna nodded. “Thanks.”

Naomi put her arms around Jenna. “You’re welcome. You
know I love you, don’t you, honey?”

Jenna hugged Naomi in a tight embrace. “Yeah. Thanks
for being there for me all these years.”

Naomi pulled back from Jenna and looked her in the
eyes. “If I’d’ve had a daughter, I’d want her to be like you. Are
you gonna be all right?”

“Eventually. Right now I have a lot to think about. I
don’t understand why God let all this happen all at once. Why
couldn’t He spread it out a little?” Jenna had confided the news
about Sam to Naomi at some point at the hospital.

“Well some of us need to be slapped in the head I
guess. That’s how it happened for me. One day I’ll tell you the
story. But enough talk. We’ve got lots to do today.” Naomi patted
Jenna’s hand, and got out her phone.

###

The funeral a few days later, with Joan on one side
of Jenna and Naomi on the other, was an ordeal. When Jenna looked
at her mother’s coffin, she shivered. Though the church was full to
bursting, she was separate from the others as if her heart had
shriveled and would never beat again.

When Reverend Peter began to speak all she heard were
the occasional words here and there. “Kind and generous … hard
working … pillar of the community… there for everyone.” All these
things were true, and yet … if only he had mentioned the pain as
well.

Finally the strains of the last hymn sounded on the
organ. Jenna stood with the others. She had two more obligations
and she wished the torture would end.

Naomi and Joan guided her down the aisle ahead of
everyone else. They stopped her at the bottom of the steps. Peter
came and stood with her, Naomi and Joan not far away. As people
stopped to give his or her condolences, Jenna’s teeth clenched. Each comment
was torture, like little knives piercing her heart. “She’ll be
missed. She’s in a better place. I’m so sorry for you. God must
have needed her …,” and on and on. She much preferred those people
who just put their hand on her arm, or gave her a hug. Time was
reduced to the next person, and the next. Eventually, the last of
the mourners left. She looked over at Reverend Peter.

“How are you holding up?” Coming out of her fog ever
so slightly, she heard the strain in his voice.

She looked him in his watery eyes. “I have no
idea.”

He sighed. “I understand. Are you ready for the
graveside service?”

“I guess I’ll have to be.”

Naomi took Jenna by the arm and led her to the car.
When she got behind the wheel, Jenna felt a wave of sorrow splash
toward her. Naomi blew her nose as Joan got in the back seat. The
drive was blessedly short. No one spoke. When they arrived, Jenna
got out of the car and walked under her own steam to the gravesite.
A breeze touched her cheek. For the first time that day she felt
that she could breathe.

The small group of Ella’s closest friends gathered
around the grave. They greeted Frank, as if he were a part of their
circle. Jenna took stock of him. His kind ruddy face was swollen
from weeping. For the first time she noticed his middle aged good
looks. He had a smallish pot belly, but otherwise looked like he
was in good shape for a man in his fifties. The suit he wore looked
expensive, though today tear stains marred the lapels. He came
forward and took Jenna’s
hand. “I loved your mother. She told me so many wonderful
things about you.” He stopped, tears streaming down his face. “I
hope we can be friends.” He squeezed her hand, and walked to the opposite side of her
mother’s grave.

Coming out of her stupor, Jenna looked around at the
other mourners, their grief washed over her. For the first time
since her mother’s death, she was comforted as she realized that
she wasn’t alone after all.

Reverend Peter called everyone together and began the
service. At that moment she heard the rustle of petticoats. Looking
up she glimpsed a woman
with shining auburn hair wearing the purple-gray hoop skirted dress
she’d seen in her dream. The woman was across the grave. The
apparition stopped near Frank. Over his shoulder standing next to
the woman, she saw a man with a glow around his head and shoulders.
He looked familiar. He was looking right at her, as he bowed his
head and smiled. Jenna froze. It was her father. Her heart raced
but she couldn’t take her eyes off of him. Words began to form in
her mind. Hello, Jenny Benny. I’ve been waiting for you to see
me. She must be hallucinating. Her father looked young and
handsome like he had before his illness. Jenna took a quick glance
around at the other mourners. No one else seemed aware of her
father’s presence. She was afraid to look where her father had
appeared in case he was still there. She began to shake. Naomi and
Joan steadied her. Sure she’d only imagined him, she took a deep
breath and looked across her mother’s grave once more. There he was
standing behind Frank with his hand on his shoulder, smiling at
her. I’m still here. The woman in the purple-grey dress was
nowhere to be seen.

Just then the service ended, and her father faded
away. Coming to her senses, Jenna placed a flower on her mother’s
coffin followed by the others. As she completed the circle around
the grave, she saw that Frank had been standing next to her
father’s grave. The blood rushed from her head and her knees
buckled. Reverend Peter caught her and put his arm around her until
Naomi and Joan came and took her arms steering her away.

By the time they reached Naomi’s car, Jenna’s senses
had returned to almost normal. She got in, afraid to look to see if
her father was following.

When they arrived at Naomi’s studio, where the after
funeral gathering was to be held, Jenna felt a little stronger.
I just dreamed it.

Naomi had arranged for a buffet luncheon. The studio
was clean and there were small tables arranged around the large
warehouse-style room. On the walls were Naomi’s latest paintings.
Sculptures stood on pedestals. The unfinished artwork and tools
were stacked in a corner under a tarp, hidden by a screen. Jenna
was surprised to see so many people there.

Naomi broke into Jenna’s thoughts. “We’d never have been able to have
this at your house.” That was true. Jenna had wanted to have the
after gathering at her mother’s house, but she hadn’t realized how
many people wanted to pay their last respects. It was too bad her
mother couldn’t see the impact she’d had.

Jenna was approached again and again by more mourners
who had a story to tell about how Ella had helped them in so many
varied ways. These stories gave her a broader picture of her
mother, and helped ease her pain.

Reverend Peter sat at a table near her. “Mom should hear all the
stories.”

He smiled. “She’d’ve been embarrassed.”

That was certainly true. Ella never thought she
deserved praise. It was one of the things Jenna didn’t understand
about her mother. Once Ella had won a state-wide realtor’s award.
She’d fussed about going to the ceremony. “I don’t see why I have
to go, can’t you accept it for me? It’s not like I did anything
very remarkable. I just sold houses. Anybody can do that.” The
thing was she’d sold the largest number of houses per capita in the
state, beating out realtors from Portland, Eugene and Salem, all
much larger cities than Roseburg.

At the event, her mother had squirmed in her seat
when her accomplishments were listed. When they called her up to
receive the award, she told the audience that she didn’t deserve
their praise. She was just doing her job helping people find the
perfect house. Of course that made everyone applaud and cheer
louder. Her mother had blushed and hadn’t wanted to stay for the
individual congratulations.

Jenna remembered her mother reacting in the same way
when she’d received other honors. She’d always deflected the praise
by pointing out all the others on her team. Once the plaques,
statuettes, or certificates were in the house, Jenna never saw them
again.

After Ella had won the real estate award, Jenna asked
why she didn’t display it in her office. Her mother had said that
she didn’t deserve it. That had made Jenna sad. Her mother had been
talented. They could have moved to a much larger city where Ella
could have had a great career. But she’d opted to stay in Roseburg.
Until today Jenna had never considered why. Now she thought it must
have been because Roseburg was the place she’d been the
happiest.

Looking out over the mourners, she saw the apparition
that looked like her father standing next to a painting of her
mother. His aura glowed as he studied it. He turned and put out his
hand. Jenna followed his gaze. There was her mother, looking
radiant and years younger. She took his hand and turned to Jenna. Joy surrounded her parents. Tears
flooded Jenna’s eyes, as she watched them move through the
gathering. Some people seemed to sense their presence while others
were oblivious.

When her parents stopped near Frank, he wiped tears
from his eyes. As if remembering a precious moment, he smiled.
Jenna was surprised. Naomi stepped to Frank’s side. Her parents
hugged her, then continued on their journey around the room.

Moments later, her parents walked toward her. Panic
welled up and she could scarcely breathe. Her parents hugged and
kissed her. Goodbye, Jenny Benny. We love you. Warm love
replaced the panic of just a few moments before. The tears
overflowed and ran down her face. Unexpectedly, a glimmer of hope
replaced the panic. Maybe she could come to terms with her life.
Smiling, her parents faded into nothingness.

Immediately her learned tendency to mistrust good
fortune began a battle for supremacy. The conflict left her feeling
uncertain. Had she seen her parents? Was there a reason to hope
that she could repair the mess of her life? All she knew was she
longed to be happy.

Coming out of her reverie, she noticed that the
gathering was at an end. Soon just her mother’s intimate circle and
Joan were left finishing the clean up.

“What a lovely service.” Gabby, her mother’s high school friend had a pensive
look on her face. “It felt like Grant and Ella were so happy to be
together again. Oh, sorry Frank. I didn’t mean to hurt your
feelings.”

“No need to worry. I think you’re right, they are
happy to be together again. It gives me hope.”

“You mean you don’t think death is the end?” Jenna
couldn’t believe her ears.

“Not at all. Love remains.” Frank’s smile was radiant even through his
tears.

“I think we all feel that way.” Naomi looked to the
others in the group for affirmation.

“Wouldn’t it be terrible if we thought death was the
end of it all?” This was Reverend Peter. “Life goes on. We never
die, we just leave our bodies behind.”

Jenna didn’t know what to say. She looked over at
Joan, who just smiled at her. Jenna was shaken. From her mother’s
reaction to her father’s death, she’d assumed death was the
end.

“I don’t think Mom believed that.”

Peter took up the thread of conversation. “You’re
right. We talked about it after your father died. She didn’t want
me to discuss my beliefs with you.”

Anger at her mother surfaced again. “But, what’s the
point of living in a body if we continue on? What does it all
mean?”

“That’s the eternal question isn’t it? But you’ve
gotta figure that out for yourself, honey.” Naomi put her arm
around Jenna and squeezed.

Though she was frustrated not to get an immediate
answer, she knew Naomi was right. She was in foreign territory
without a road map but at least she wasn’t alone in that. Seeing
her parents had done one thing for her, if she didn’t figure it out
in this lifetime, she always had the next.

“Thanks. I’ll think about what you’ve said.”

Peter smiled. “That’s a good thing.”

###

The next morning, she was in her mother’s lawyer’s
office, getting the particulars of her mother’s estate and signing
paperwork. She was surprised when George told her that her mother’s
house was completely paid off. It would make a nice writer’s
retreat.

When she got back to the house to pack her things,
there was a police car sitting in front of the house.

Jenna got out of the car. “Detective Spade. I hope
you’ve got good news. Come into the house.” She led the way.

When they were seated, Detective Spade got right to
the point. “It appears that something disturbed your mother on the
day of the accident. She’d arrived at the office early and just as
the receptionist got there, your mother, looking extremely
distressed, ran out without saying a word. Mr. Jennings told me
he’d asked your mother to marry him the night before and she
promised to think about it. She called him that morning very
distraught. She said she was coming and would tell him everything
when she got there. But as you know, she never arrived.” He flipped
his notebook closed. “So her life insurance will be paid.”

Anger flashed through Jenna. “You think that’s all I
cared about? Thank you, detective. I think you should go now unless
you want to insult me further.” She crossed to the door and held it
open for him.

Jenna felt a small thread of remorse when she saw the
look on his face. She thought he regretted what he’d said. He
started to go out the door without a word but then turned, “I
didn’t mean to offend you.” Jenna saw sympathy in his eyes and
something else. “I was merely giving you the facts. Good day Miss
Holden.”

Feeling a little foolish, she slammed the door behind
him. Though she knew she was wrong, she wasn’t ready to accept that
he might be different than so many other men she’d known. “Another
uppity man!”


Chapter 3

Later that afternoon Jenna was on her way back to
Portland. As she drove she turned her mind back to her work.
Something was wrong. Kenny’s voice told her so when she’d called to
check in. It seemed more bad times were ahead.

That night alone in the big apartment, Jenna was
restless and apprehensive. Sam’s smarmy presence was in every
corner making it impossible to relax. In the huge king sized bed
instead of counting sheep, she began listing the furniture she’d
keep and which pieces she’d get rid of.

The next thing she knew the alarm was waking her. She
wasn’t sure she was ready for the day ahead.

Instead of driving, she decided to take the light
rail so she could think about what she needed to do. When she
arrived, lots of co-workers gave her their condolences, something
she was getting used to.

In her office, she set up her laptop then went to
Kenny’s office to see if he’d arrived yet. He was hanging up his
raincoat. It was another wet day in Portland.

When he saw her, he came around the desk and gave her
a hug. “How you holding up?”

“As well as can be expected, thanks. How’ve things
been going here?”

“Well,” Kenny went and shut the door. “I’ll get right
to the point. Andy had to do some digging but he says what you
found looks like someone has been redirecting funds.”

Jenna gasped, “What!”

“Yeah. He hasn’t traced the money yet but it looks
like its been embezzled.”

Jenna’s mouth hung open. She couldn’t say
anything.

Kenny went on. “He sent a report to Mr. Carter and
Mr. Winston. He told them he’d never have known about it if it
hadn’t been for you. Then he went right to Dave in IT to see if
they could follow the electronic trail.”

“I can’t believe it. Do they suspect anyone?” Jenna
started to get up.

Kenny paused as if reluctant to say what he really
thought. “Not that I know of.”

A chill went up Jenna’s spine and the pit of her
stomach sank. This wasn’t good. “Well, damn and blast. What more
can go wrong? I’m glad I had Andy check on this. Thanks Kenny.”
They stood in silence for a moment thinking of all the implications
of this development. Jenna shook her head as if to clear it. “We’d
better get back to business for now. Do you have time to come by in
about fifteen minutes to fill me in on last week’s meeting?”

“Sure.”

“I suppose I should ask Fletcher to come as
well.”

Kenny didn’t say anything just raised his
eyebrows.

On her way back, Jenna stopped at Fletcher’s office.
He wasn’t there. She was a little surprised. He was usually
early. Heading back to her office she met Joan who came
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