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“ I knew in my soul, I
loved you before we ever
met.”

 


Paisley has dreamed of this

connection all of her life. Held him in

every pulse of her
heart. Glimpsed him from the corner of her

Eyes. Like wisps of the future - drifts from
past.

Malachi chased her in his dreams ....

Across a life time.
Seeing, but never touching.

 


And that’s how they lived life, continuously
rushing past destiny.

Reaching for each other, only to have their
steps redirected.

 


When clouds touch,
it becomes an affair of the
heart. Will the heart be
strong

enough to accept the challenge?

 


 



 







When Clouds Touch
is the story of soul
mates, Paisley and Malachi .

Destined to meet since before birth,
their story wraps us somewhere between loving and caring, wanting
the best for someone, while wanting to see them happy, even when it
is risky and they must obey the demands of family.

Paisley, a woman of
Japanese decent, living with Albinism and heart disease, is meek,
yet makes no apologies for seeking what she yearns.
Hiding behind the protective fold of
her wagasa, she yearns for freedom from
her overprotective parents and the love of a man she's known only
in her dreams, even at the cost of her health.

Malachi, a man who has
visions of meeting an elusive shadow, uses his sense of
humor and sensitive side to build their relationship. He's
determined to win her love, even against the wishes of her
parents.








 


1

Crash Into Me

Two clouds, floating ever so
slowly through the soft blue sky, one from either direction, moved
closer on a path towards collision. Angels, their beautiful song
filling the air like a lullaby, sat serenely on separate
pillows of
softness, gently flapping their enormous
wings to deflect the heat of the sun's rays from the cloud's tiny
inhabitants.

The tiny souls,
cuddled within the silken
folds, glanced across the gap and in
lightening recognition, they reached out. Before their
chubby fingers could touch, thunder boomed
and puffs from their
guardian’s breath blew the clouds
apart. Continuing in the same
direction, yet inches apart, the angels resumed their soothing
tunes.

和傘

Both women reached the entrance to
the Lamaze class at the same time. Neither paying attention to the other, one searching the
contents of her purse, the other looking over her shoulder and
urging her lagging husband to move faster. The collision of their
large pregnant bellies causing a surprising halt to their forward
motion.

“Whoa, did you feel that?” The purse digger rubbed
her stomach. “I think she tried to jump right into you.”

“Whew! Yes, I felt
it.” The other released a breath. “I thought my heart was going to
stop, he jumped so hard. Look how he’s kicking.” She raised her
top, exposing her trembling stomach. “He’s been so quiet lately,
but he’s definitely awake now, Jaanu.” Turning to
her husband, she stepped away from the door.

“I told you he was fine. Smart fellow,” The father
pat his wife’s belly before pulling down her shirt. “Already knows
his attention should be on the ladies. I shall work hard to teach
him to respect them.”

和傘

 


Three weeks later, Paisley lay in her little glass
isolette, her face turned to her left and her newborn eyes trying
their hardest to focus on the face of the baby staring at her.

“His name is Malachi.” Turning towards the voice
whispering into her left ear, Paisley’s mother looked into the face
of the mother from the Lamaze class.

“Oh, hi. So, that’s who he is. That explains it.
I’ve been here ten minutes. The nurse has turned her face to the
window three times and little Paisley always turns back to watch
him. He’s quiet and content only when they are facing each
other.”

“That’s so bizarre. Do you think infatuation starts
young?”

“Sure seems that way.”

“I didn’t know you would be having your baby
here.”

“I wasn’t supposed to, Paisley was in a rush. Seemed
as if nothing was keeping her from coming. We go home
tomorrow.”

“We leave in a couple of hours.”

 


*

And that’s how they lived life, continuously rushing
past destiny. Accidentally enrolled in the same baby classes, same
schools- brushing past, but never really meeting.

For
years Paisley and Malachi’s paths running parallel, but never
crossing. In school she would have the urge to look up, see him
watching her from across the room, hallway, school yard and move in
his direction ... only to have something redirect their steps.
Until many years later, when fate stepped in as they bumped each
while trying to enter the revolving doors of the same office
building. Her huge red wagasa 和傘 falling from her
hands and landing at his feet.

 


Paisley clutched the material covering her heart as
Malachi released a rush of air. One of his hands holding her elbow
to steady her while the other put the Japanese umbrella back into
her hands.

“You’d swear we’ve been through this before. Feels
like deja vu.”

“I know. I felt it
too geeze,” She laughed, head down as she lifted her backpack to
her shoulder. “I thought my heart was going to stop.” And stopped,
she thought it had when she raised eyes and found herself looking
up into the face lowered to her height. For years she’d imagined
what she would do if she had a chance to meet him face to face and
now that she had, all she could do was stand like a love-struck
groupie and calmly try to get her heart rate to slow down.


“Well, don’t die right here, we’re already holding
up the line.” He indicated the people behind them with a tilt of
his head. “You go first.”

“Oh, gosh.” Turning, she hurried through the
entrance.

Digging her hand into the side of her backpack in
search of a pen, she never slowed her forward movement, knowing
full well a pause would cause the rotating momentum of the glass
doors to stop abruptly. She was so intent on getting the pen and a
slip of paper, she never noticed the rotation ceasing until she ran
full speed into the door in front of her- hitting her forehead with
such force, the flesh broke. She felt herself tumbling backward and
braced herself for the pain from hitting the floor.

Almost as quickly as she fell, she maneuvered her
embarrassed form into a position where she could use her elbow to
push into a standing position. Paisley was surprised to feel her
body lifted from the floor and the contracting muscles of a
powerful chest tighten under her cheek as the forward movement of
his body started the rotation of the doors to open into the foyer
of the building. Continuing across the foyer until he lay her on
the seat cushion of the nearest settee.

“I am so embarrassed.” Paisley put her trembling
fingers to her forehead. Trying to subtly brush away whatever was
crawling a slow path down the bridge of her nose, praying it
wouldn’t turn out to be a spider. Her fear and the screaming,
running, idiot she became in the presence of the creatures would
make her look like a fool, as she ran from the building -- the last
thing she wanted to look like in front of him. “Oh, my God, my head
is bleeding.”

“Yeah, it is.” The muscled chest released the words
in the deepest baritone, unhurried and calm. “You’ll be okay. I got
this.” He slid the straps of what was obviously a first-aid kit off
his shoulders to the floor and began cleaning and patching her
head. “Don’t be embarrassed, these things happen. Even though I’ve
never seen anyone try to fly through the glass panes. Wasn’t your
fault, really. The kid in the stroller on the other side of the
partition, dropped a bottle or something and it jammed
everything.”

Paisley looked into his face, mesmerized by the
beautiful cloud shaped gray area in his otherwise, hazel eyes. The
feeling of knowing him shaking her to the core.

“How’d you know to come rescue me?”

“I didn’t.”

She let her gaze drift from him to the bag on the
floor and

back to his face . “You have a medical bag. Did
someone call 911?” She looked around before whispering. “Was I
sprawled on the floor that long?”

He laughed out loud, head thrown back, even white
teeth glistening, Adam’s apple moving slowly within the beautiful
brown skin of his throat. When he explained his presence as
coincidental, since the EMS station was housed in the building, his
breath, seasoned with peppermint, reminded her she was hungry and
late for a lunch meeting.

Paisley pushed herself up, swung her legs to the
floor, and with the aid of his palm on her lower back, she stood
slowly. Not because she was in any pain...well not any pain from
falling, but because she wanted to savor, and brand to memory, the
touch of his hand.

Shaking the hair from her face, she reached up to
smooth the strands and secure them with the butterfly clasp near
each ear, she noticed two other people were standing, looking on.
One, tagged as manager and the other, obviously the mother with
sleeping baby in tow.

“Ma’am, are you okay? Are you sure you don’t want to
sit for a few minutes? Is there someone I should call?” The manager
pulled out a pen and notepad.

“No, no. I’m fine. I’ll be okay. I have an
appointment in your restaurant, so I won’t be alone.”

“Are you sure you’re okay?” The mom reached out
slowly and gently lifted the bangs of Paisley’s white hair away
from her forehead. “I am so sorry this happened.”

“I’m fine.” She moved a small step back when the
woman’s finger’s slid from her hair to caress and almost cup her
cheek, as if she were a child.

“I really am sorry. The baby may have dropped his
bottle, but I was stunned when I saw you. For a moment I thought I
was seeing an angel. You with that beautiful flowing white dress,
your white skin and hair...I’m sorry.”

Paisley didn’t bother to acknowledge the shocked
--amazed -- curiosity in the woman’s eyes. It had nothing to do
with the accident and she was used to it, accustomed to being
looked at as if she were an oddity. Had seen it in thousands of
pairs of eyes in her life time. People were either afraid, curious,
or unconsciously reached out and touched her-as if she weren’t
human. As if they had never seen an Albino, let alone an Asian
one.

She dropped her eyes as if examining the nails of
her fingers, it was her way of giving strangers a chance to compose
themselves, but this time, she lost her own control. Her hand
looked so perfect in his grasp. Their intertwined fingers, hers
translucent next to his beautiful callused brown fingers, felt as
if they had found their match. Her palm, first like ice, now felt
as if it were on fire, engulfed in the warmth of his palm.

She felt a jolt of recognition when she gazed into
his hazel eyes. Thought she would float into a memory when she saw
the small, unexpected cloud shaped, gray area near the left pupil.
She wanted to remain looking at him, but rudeness was not her
habit.

“It’s okay, ma’am, these things happen. Just like
he-what’s your name?” Paisley questioned the EMT. “M-Malachi.” She
stuttered his response to the mom while continuing to stare into
Malachi’s eyes. “I know you, don’t I, Malachi Dae? But you don’t
look exactly the same.” Loving the way his full name rolled off her
tongue and replaced her own surname name, in her mind.

“Yes, I think you do? What’s your name?” Malachi
replaced the unused first aid items to his kit in preparation of
leaving.

“Paisley D ... Paisley
MuRong.” She closed her eyes at what would have been the most
embarrassing slip of the tongue.

“Ahmm, that explains it. Listen, do you have a cell
phone with you? Good,” Malachi smiled when she raised hers. Taking
it from her hand, he tapped the keys. “Okay, I put my number in,
under the title “I must call him,” and yes, it’s in all caps.
What’s your number?” After storing it in his contacts, he pushed
the phone into his pocket. “Even though I would rather be here with
you, I really have to be going. So call me and I’ll tell you how I
know you. Be sure to call me tonight, or I’ll be calling you. This
has been a long time coming, so don’t mess it up.” His long steps
took him across the room and out of sight before she could
respond.

Gathering her belongings, Paisley accepted the arm
of the building manager as an aid in walking across the foyer.

“Are you sure you’re alright? You seem so fragile.
And that knot is a real beaut.”

“Oh, geeze,” Fingering her hair with both hands, she
did her best to cover her forehead with the strands. “How does it
look? Is it hidden? I have to meet my dad in the restaurant and
he’ll freak.”

“He’ll never notice. “

“Ha, you don’t know my dad. He notices
everything.”

“I’ll walk along with you and explain the
situation.”

“Thanks, but no. It’ll only make things worse. When
we get to the room, leave as soon as possible.”

“Paisley?”

Blocked between the chair and the baby stroller now
in her path, Paisley looked up and into the camera flash of the
mother’s cellphone. The sudden light temporarily blinding her, she
hurriedly pushed on her sunglasses, involuntarily uttering a
profanity.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare
you.” the woman apologized. “What a beautiful name. I hope you
didn’t mind me taking your picture? No one I know will believe
this. I’ve never seen anyone who looked like you, with lavender
eyes, no less.”

“I’m not a specimen. Google Albinism and you’ll see
I’m as normal as anyone.”

“But you’re Japanese, aren’t you?”

“Lady, listen, I don’t want to be rude, but I’m
beginning to get a headache and I’m late meeting someone.”

As Paisley walked slowly through the room and
quietly down the hallway towards the restaurant, she peeked in
every open door, hoping to catch another glimpse of Malachi. The
manager kept a running self-absorbed diatribe as they walked and
she barely listened until he mentioned the EMS office was at the
rear of the building.

“Was I that obvious?” The laughter in her voice
brought out the humor in him.

“Of course. It isn’t
often I hold a conversation with a woman and she ignores everything
I’m saying. I usually get a shut up from my wife
and daughters when I’m being really boring.”

“Oh, my gosh, do forgive my inattentiveness. It
seems as if I have known and missed out on meeting Malachi all of
my life. Do you know him?”

“Oh, yeah. I see him all of the time. He’s one of
the nicest people I know. You won’t go wrong calling him,” He
laughed at her startled look. “Yeah, I saw the number trade. He’s a
good guy. I promise.”

Paisley hugged the promise to her heart. She’d
already felt it throughout her soul, remembered it in the recesses
of her memory. Now she held the phone tighter in her hand, as if
she could brand the feel from his hands.

“Okay, you can leave, there’s my father.”

Paisley, trying to make it seem as if she wasn’t
walking with the manager, stepped a little faster. She reached out
to grab her father’s forearm as he moved in her direction, hoping
to turn him back to the table and calm him before he caused a
scene. Of course that was impossible. Her parents practically
guarded her every movement, assessed each misplacement of each
strand of hair and questioned the cause.

Constantly vigilant, Frankie MuRong immediately
stepped between his daughter and the manager, turning to thrust his
wide chest into the space, successfully intimidating the smaller,
agitated man.

“What’s going on? What happened to my daughter?”

“Oto-san,” Paisley
chuckled. “relax. I’m fine. The revolving door stopped suddenly and
I didn’t; I ran into the glass, fell on the floor, and shattered
all of my dignity.” She squinted to read the name on the manager’s
badge. “Dad, Mr. Daggers walked me safely here.”

“We must bring you to hospital.”

“No,
Oto-san. I’m fine.” She backed out of reach of her father’s
extended hand. “Just a bump on my forehead. An EMT looked at it,
applied treatment and I’m fine.”

“An EMT, had to be called? Then you are not all
right.” The last word rose to the roof, bounced off the rafters and
echoed through every piece of crystal. Silence smothered the
chatter from each table. “An EMT is not a doctor, if he were, he
would know a person in your state needs immediate medical
care.”

Paisley froze in humiliation; it didn’t take but a
flicker of her lashes to see all attention from the patrons of the
restaurant were pointed in their direction. Shame ripped through
her body and she could feel her face turning red from the heat of
embarrassment. It was bad enough people automatically stared at
her, but to have their attention focused because of her father’s
unnecessarily loud tirade, was too much for her. She slid into the
chair he’d vacated, hoping if she ignored the scene, he would
control himself and sit with her.

The heaviness of the
backpack falling from her shoulder onto her toes barely registered.
Her hand trembled so hard as her fingers closed around the ice cold
crystal tumbler, she had to use her other to steady it. Water
flopped over the edge of the glass while traveling to her lips. The
sip of water calmed her nerves and doused the fire raging through
her veins, staved her her desire to shout, how would he know my state? I didn’t have a chance to
let him know what a unique person I am or how well I fit into a
glass that my parents keep capped with their insecurities.
It wouldn’t work in her favor to
argue with her father, especially not in public.

“Oto-san, let’s just
eat. Come on, here...” She held the basket of bread in his
direction. “Smell the yumminess. I bet they’ll melt in your
mouth.”

“Today, they will not.”

Taking the basket and tossing it back to the table,
Mr. MuRong clasped his daughter by the wrist and pulled her from
the chair, pausing long enough in his steps to allow her to
retrieve her backpack, umbrella, and cellphone.

“Oto-san, please
don’t treat me like a child. I’m fine, Oh, my God, don’t do this.”
Paisley tried to slow the forward movement of her dad pulling her
along and into the hallway. “Oto-san, I’m hungry.
Let’s eat something..” The desperation she stressed with her voice
didn’t work as usual and she was totally ignored.

“We’ll eat after we have you examined.”

“I’ll die of hunger. I missed breakfast.”

“What the hell? You know better than that, Paisley.
I told your mother you weren’t ready to live on your own. You
aren’t able to make healthy choices.”

“Oto-san, come on.”
Trying a different tactic, she giggled. “I wanted to spend the
afternoon with you, eating lunch, showing you how much of an adult
I have become since you’ve allowed me to live on my own, walking
around the mall, hopefully getting you to buy some new things for
my apartment...” In a childish fit over the fact he was ignoring
her words and continuing to drag her along with him, Paisley yanked
her arm out of his grasp and stomped her feet. “I’m not going to
the doctor, Oto-san. Either we go
get me something to eat or I leave here alone and go get my own
meal.”

Rant and steps abruptly stopped at the determined
pressure from her dad’s hands on her shoulders. She knew this
stance. Solid, intimidating, and unmovable in front of her. It was
one he used whenever she ventured to step beyond either of her
parent’s control. The gentle clasp of his long gentle fingers never
hurt. Not physically, at least. The determination to thwart her
independence did more to wound her spirit than anything. At twenty
years old, she no longer wanted to be held under the weight of her
parent’s constant supervision and surveillance.

“Paisley, control yourself. We are in public.” Her
father’s blue eyes had darkened in his anger and she knew her
window of making a point and winning the argument had been closed.
Lowering her head in submission, she relinquished her determination
in silence.

She may be of an adult age, finally living on her
own, but she was still the obedient daughter Frankie MuRong had
reared and she would not shame him by acting like a recalcitrant
child.

“Fine, I’ll go with you, but I’m hungry, now.”

Backing away from his grasp, she shouldered the
straps of her bag before stepping around him and into the enclosure
of the revolving door.

As the doors went
through their cycle, Paisley silently listened to her father’s
biting voice as he called in an order to his favorite Asian
restaurant. No one was safe from his expectation of perfection. She
automatically moved to the right, opened her wagasa to
shield her skin from the sun before following the direction
indicated by the pressure of her father’s hand on the small of her
back,her reaction nowhere near what she’d felt when Malachi touched
her. With him, she’d wanted to lean back and learn more about him,
now, all she wanted to do was get away from her father.

Once in the car, she heatedly joined in the
broadcasted tirade between her parents.

“That’s not true. I wasn’t going to try and hide
anything. I would have told you if you’d given me a chance.”

“Honey,” her dad broke in. “she had the hair
covering her forehead. I wouldn’t have seen,” He paused to reach
over and lift her bangs, but Paisley pulled away. Not being
thwarted, he continued his description. “There’s a silver dollar
sized, angry red, purple and blue knot plastered in the
middle.”

“I’d just come from
the hairdresser, Oka-san. I had my
hair cut into a new style.” Paisley immediately clasped her hands
over her mouth, she hadn’t intended to let that part slip, knowing
exactly how her mother would react. Now she would really hear
it.

“You went to a dirty, crowded, public salon?” Her
mother’s shocked screech filled the car.

“Oh, my God!” Paisley
raised her voice above the level of her mom’s predictions of
foreboding. “Oka-san, stop. I had
bangs cut, that’s all. Nothing serious. It wasn’t near as bad as
that. The place was beautiful, perfectly clean. No one so much as
sneezed or coughed. You two worry too much.”

“Worry too much? You should see the dress she has
on.” her father’s exaggerated facial expressions made her want to
hit him. “No sleeves, thin. As if she doesn’t know the damage the
rays from the sun would do to her skin. ”

Her parent’s yelling in unison was too much and she
could feel herself becoming stressed.

“Stop. I was well hidden under one of the largest,
most expensive umbrellas ever. No sun touched me. I thought our
goal was to finally let me live a normal life. People have
accidents all of the time. They don’t die. It’s just a bump.”

“For other people, maybe, but for you that’s another
story. You know...”

“I know. I’m a person with an immunodeficiency.”

“And a bad heart..”

“A heart that hasn’t bothered me in months. An
immune system which hasn’t failed me nor allowed me to catch any
illnesses in nearly the same amount of time. You two have got to
let me grow up. To be in control of my own health.”

The cushion of the car seat pulsated and slammed her
back in retaliation at the way she angrily threw her body onto its
surface. Her tightly folded arms spoke volumes. As did her closed
eyes and head pressed into the headrest. Her urge was to open the
door and jump away from her life and the only thing she could do to
kill the feeling was to squeeze herself as close to the door frame
as possible. Breathing deeply, she blinked and relaxed the veins in
her eyes. Hoping they wouldn’t
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