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Kimberly Cole sat in the first pew at the Most Holy Trinity Church in East Hampton, New York, attending her family’s funerals, except for her brother, who sat at her immediate right. Kimberly Cole’s mother, father, and two sisters died in a horrific fire. The fire inspector ruled the fire an accident because of faulty wiring.

Kimberly and her brother escaped with their lives. Her brother, Timothy Cole, had received third-degree burns on the upper part of his body. He was trying to save his sisters from flesh-eating flames. But his efforts fell short. Timothy could not pull his baby sisters from the small basement window. The flames licked at his head, face, and chest before one of the maintenance men who worked on his parents’ property pulled him out.

Kimberly glanced at her brother. She reached over and gently touched him on the back; he flinched. Kimberly pulled her hand away. “I’m so sorry,” she whispered. Kimberly stared at the four coffins. She dabbed her eyes with a white, embroidered handkerchief. She glanced at her brother again. He was inconsolable.

Timothy Cole was escorted by his male nurse to a waiting limousine; his chauffeur held the door open. The bodies of his family were placed into two separate hearses: his mother and father in one, his two sisters in another. Kimberly tried to help her brother into the limousine. “Get your hands off me,” he said in a harsh whisper. “It was you. I know what you did.”
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SEVEN YEARS LATER...

June 24th

Kimberly Cole ambled into a homeless shelter for women and children on Randall’s Island. She took the elevator to the basement to pick up her seven-year-old daughter, Terri. 

Kimberly Cole has been to three separate job interviews today. She desperately needed a job. She’d lived at the shelter for the last eighteen months and wanted a better life for herself and her daughter. But first things first, get the hell out of the shelter.

Seven years ago, Kimberly worked as a receptionist for Time Warner. It was her first real job, and she loved her work. Her supervisor had said Kimberly was the best receptionist the company had hired in years. She lived in a lovely basement apartment in Queens and had good friends. Her parents were proud of their only child. Then she met Marcus, Terri’s father, and her life spiraled out of control. 

Marcus had introduced Kimberly to cocaine. At first, Kimberly only used the drug on weekends, but soon, she developed a habit. Kimberly’s mother knew her daughter was in trouble when she had asked for five hundred dollars. Her parents tried to get Kimberly the help she needed, but Kimberly rebelled. A year after meeting Marcus, Kimberly lost her apartment and job. She’d moved in with her boyfriend and spent her days and nights snorting cocaine.

One night, after the couple had sniffed up the last of their cocaine, Marcus told Kimberly she would have to return to work or hit the streets if they wanted to keep up their drug habit. Kimberly did not like the idea of having sex with a stranger.

She hated herself and the life she’d lived. Marcus didn’t believe the unborn child was his when she became pregnant. He’d called her a whore and kicked her out of his rat-infested apartment. That night, another woman had taken Kimberly’s place.

Kimberly had given birth to her daughter, Terri, on the rooftop of an abandoned building in Brooklyn. She’d hidden this fact from her parents. After living on the streets with her baby for five years, going from homeless shelter to homeless shelter, Kimberly finally reached out to her parents. She’d poured her soul out to them and thrown her life into their hands.

Kimberly’s mother, the assistant director of a shelter for battered women in Queens, had sent her daughter to the shelter on Wards Island.

Kimberly entered a room filled with children. They were all playing and laughing. She spotted Terri by a chalkboard. Little Terri had the attention of six other children, and she was showing them how to write.

“Terri!” Terri turned her head in her mother’s direction, said something to her friends, and then ran into her mother’s arms. “Hi, Mommy,”

“Hi, baby. How was your day?”

“It was good. I was showing some of the kids how to write their names. They write sloppy, Mommy.” Terri giggled.

Kimberly escorted her daughter to their room on the third floor.

“Did you get the job, Mommy?” Terri Cole was a sweet, happy child despite living in a homeless shelter —the only life she’d ever known. The counselors all loved her sunny disposition. She wore her black hair in a ponytail, and her brown eyes twinkled when she smiled, which was all the time.

“Well, I don’t know. But I should know soon.” Little Terri Cole was curious to a fault at seven years old, and her scanning eyes didn’t miss a beat. Last year, Terri took an IQ test and scored 122, well above average. She looked up at her mother. “Don’t worry, Mommy, you’ll get a job, then you can move us out of this place....” A lady dragged her screaming child toward the elevator, interrupting Terri. “I pray you return to the building with good news every night. And one day, it will happen, Mommy, I know it.” Terri kissed the top of her mother’s hand.

Kimberly undressed and showered. When she returned to her room, her counselor was waiting for her. “Hi, Kimberly, and how was your day?”

“It was productive....” Kimberly sat down on her bed and rubbed a towel over her head. “... I went to all three interviews, Ms. Clark.”

Ms. Clark was a large woman with short, black hair. “Well, that’s good, Kimberly. But you know, finding a job is critical at this stage in your treatment, Kimberly. You’ve been here for almost two years now. I need you to find a job—”

“Ms. Clark,” Terri said, coming to her mother’s aid, “why do you smoke? I saw you and Miss Jamerson smoking outside behind the green dumpster so no one could see you. Don’t you know that smoking is bad for your health? It can cause fatal diseases like pneumonia, emphysema, and lung cancer. Eighty-three percent of the people who smoke will develop obstructive pulmonary disease. Is that what you want?” Terri took Ms. Clark by the hand. “I think you should concentrate more on your health, Ms. Clark. My Mother will find a job real soon.” Ms. Clark stared at the child, then at Kimberly. “Don’t worry about her,” Terri said as she led Ms. Clark towards the door. “Promise me that you’ll take better care of yourself, Ms. Clark.”

“I... I promise, Ms. Clark said as she walked out of the room. Terri winked at her mother as she trotted back toward the bed.
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KIMBERLY COLE STROLLED out of her apartment building on the Upper East Side of Manhattan and into her Jaguar XE SV Project 8. It was her birthday, and she was going to party like it was 1999. Kimberly, who’d turned 27, was five feet three. She had blue eyes and a perfect little nose. Her long black hair flowed down her back. Kimberly was a walking beauty queen, which brought jealousy from her female associates. Associates were all she had, as Kimberly had no real girlfriends. She turned the key, and her Jaguar came to life. Kimberly checked her image in the rearview mirror and kissed herself.

Kimberly Cole grew up in East Hampton, Long Island. Her mother had been a stay-at-home mom slash socialite. Kimberly grew up being catered to by house servants. Her mother had spoiled her eldest daughter. Mrs. Cole wanted her daughter to follow her example and marry into money. Kimberly had other plans for her life. When she graduated from high school, her father insisted she get a job. Kimberly had been appalled at the thought of working. She fought with her father tooth and nail, but ultimately, her father won. Kimberly swore that when she got older, she would never work again.

She checked the contents of her Hermes handbag before she pulled out into traffic. Kimberly parked in front of a bar on the Westside. She trotted inside. Ten minutes later, Kimberly emerged with an ounce of cocaine stuffed into her handbag. She then drove
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