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CHAPTER ONE -

‘DEBUT’ ~ THE BEGINNING

 


Andeyellian Radealle Cecoutiara.

 


That is her name. She is a very simple person. She
always introduced herself as Andeyellian Radealle Cecoutiara and
most times will let in on her nickname of Ande, unless she gets a
whim of uncertainty about someone.

Her thought on this is that it is a simple way of
ensuring that the person or persons she is introducing herself to
will most certainly not remember her abnormally long name. So far,
she has been correct. She did not always have a nickname though,
and often wondered of its origination.

Her nickname was given to her by a dear friend at
the young, but mature age of 16 years old.

It was a good day for Ande. She spent most of the
day at the park with her friend Stecia. Before going to the park,
they both visited the new coffee shop on the corner by the Barber
Shop. Ande ordered a Mango Toffee Latte and Stecia ordered a
Pumpkin Caramel Spice Iced Latte.

They slowly made their way to the park fountain to
enjoy their drinks and talk. They both sat around the fountain in
the park as they normally do, discussing their current life stories
with each other. Their normal conversations consist of boys and
school, but today, they were different. Both girls interestingly
had long tales to tell.

Stecia went on to tell about her mother and father
and how they like to travel often, sending her gifts from along the
way. However, they normally make their way home for the holidays.
Due to her seven siblings, she understood why her parents travel
often. They all live with her Aunt Brita.

She proceeded to tell Ande that it
is fun to have a big family, but she understands why her mother and
father travel so much. “It’s hard dealing
with eight children. We all basically get up in the morning, have
breakfast, and then spread out and go our separate ways.

I am close to my sister Landia, but she moved away
to the next town over,” Stecia explained to Ande. She then stopped,
fiddled a bit with her coffee cup, and looked to Ande waiting for
her to begin.

The one thing that Stecia has yet to learn is that
Ande's tales extend above and beyond her own.

Ande took a sip of latte and began to tell her
tales or ‘events’ as she likes to call them. This is the first time
that Ande tells anything to anyone besides her mother and her
doctor.

Ande started from the beginning to make sure that
Stecia understood her past and how it would all relate. She
explained to Stecia, “I live in and out of my mind...I don’t know
how it happens or even when it happens, but it does. No one has
ever been with me when it happens, but it does happen and it is
just a matter of time before someone witnesses what is going on,”
Ande always hoped with everything in her that no one had ever
witnessed this.

She took another sip of her latte and continued on
with her story of events, but was suddenly interrupted.

“Andeyellian, is all of this true? How am I
supposed to believe all of this? I really want to, but some of this
is so farfetched that I don’t know if I really can. Have you told
anyone else of these ‘events’ as you call them? I have never heard
anything like this before in my life. You say you live outside of
your mind and you don’t know how? That just does not seem possible
and if it were possible, you would know how you are doing it. Who
else knows of these things…'events'? Your mom, dad, or any family
at all," questioned Stecia as she stared at Ande in amazement and
disbelief.

“Yes. I have told my mom of these things and she
has taken me to the doctor for it. My psychologist, Dr. Odom, is a
great doctor. He is helping deal with all of this. He suggests that
I go to a therapist because some of this may be anger issues that I
have held in for so long from my dad leaving. I don’t think that's
the reason, but you never know. I am not a doctor, so I guess I
better listen to what they have to say. You can certainly ask my
mom about these things. I told her that I wanted to tell someone
else soon besides her and the doctors what has been going on so she
is expecting questions if you have them. You don’t have to believe
me. I really just want someone to be able to talk to and you are
the only person that I really do trust. I can trust you
right?”

“Yes Andeyellian. You can trust me. I will not tell
any of your secret life. No matter how outrageous I think it is,
you always have me to talk to. I can always be here for you as long
as my mother and father don’t take me traveling that is,” Stecia
replied with a chuckle as she finished off her coffee.

The girls continued to giggle and gossip about
school and boys, as Ande continued to tell Stecia about one of her
‘events’ from long ago. It is an ‘event’ that contains depth and
mystery, concern and marvel. Stecia was still a bit skeptical of
all that Ande was telling her, but simply went along with it.

“It was morning on June 16th. It was a bright and
sunny morning as it normally is on this high remote hill, in an
elsewhere flat, straight for miles valley. The sun always peaks and
shines right into the corner of where my long antique oval mirror
stands. It’s not a real antique mirror. My mother bought it last
summer at a wood store with no mirror and stained it to look
'antique' on her own with a really cheap, low quality paint that
didn't work very well. It looked horrible. She then spent double
the price of the wood frame and paint for this so called ‘one of a
kind’ glass mirror.  I beg her often to have it appraised to
show her that she spent entirely too much for this mirror. Well, I
say often, but it’s really only when I would like for her to buy
something for me. I tell her with a sneaky look on my face and an
icy chill to my tone, ‘Mom, I can't believe that you went and spent
an obscene amount of money on that terrible mirror and now when I
actually ask for something, you tell me no! I can't believe you!
You are such a hypocrite!’ That would in all actuality send my
mother into an emotional frenzy and an out of control rage to the
point of us not speaking and me getting exactly what I wanted. I
have only done this once though.”

It really never happened. Let me back up and
explain this to you. Ande did do this, saw the repercussions, and
then somehow, went back to a point in time before she said these
hurtful words to her mother. Terribly, she does not know how she
did this, why she did this, or even when she did this. It was as if
it really happened and then she felt so bad about it, it was erased
from history, but not from Ande's thoughts. She still thinks of
this ‘event’ often.

On this beautiful morning, as she was saying, “I
slowly, subtly awake to this shining mirror and pull back my bright
orange and deep purple comforter and baby blue sheets to sit and
stretch looking towards my ceiling at all of the glow in the dark
stars and odd shapes that lost my interest long ago. I often
consider taking these stars and shapes down, being that they have
been up there since I were 7 years old, which is now nine years
ago. I leave them as a reminder of the wonderful day my mother and
I had placing them up there. It was a very dark and stormy day when
all electricity went out in our home. We had nothing better to do
and it took all day to hang each one. That was a good day that I
often think of," continued Ande.

MOM!! I called out loudly as if something would
have gone terribly wrong. “What! What is it Andeyellian,” My mother
screamed out as she ran down the hall into my barely lit room. ‘I
can't find my slippers! You know I can't get out of bed without my
slippers!’ I tell her. "Look," my mother stated with subtle
aggravation. "I know the doctor said that you have Obsessive
Compulsive Disorder, but you did not start doing these obscene
things until after we visited Dr. Odom! Your slippers are right
here next to your box chest. Probably where you took them
off..."

As my mother walked to my bedside to place my
slippers down for me to crawl into, she noticed that I have this
glazed look across my face as if I had just completely gone from my
body and entered into another state of mind.

"Ande - Andeyellian...” my mother called out, now
getting worried. “ANDEYELLIAN,” She then stood over me shaking me
profusely until I seemed to come back to this time. I remember
looking up at her and screaming, ‘What are you doing! Stop it! Stop
it!’ "Where did you go Ande? What happened?? I was talking to you
and you completely zoned out! What were you thinking about so hard?
Were you ignoring me? You really scared me Ande,” My mother then
stated as she was tearing up and trying to hide it from me.

‘No mom. I was thinking about our visit to the
doctors’ office and then you started shaking me...What’s wrong with
you!?’ I proclaimed as my mother just stood there dumbfounded.

“I was just talking with you about where your
slippers were and then you were just gone. Why were you thinking
about your visit to Dr. Odom's office? Did something happen and
trigger you to zone out like that,” my mother stated now in
somewhat of a panic as far as I could see. 'No mom, nothing
happened there to trigger anything except that he had me take an
exam. I told you this already!’ I stated as I then started to
realize at that young age of 16 that I had some sort of mental
disorder and would have to find a way to cope with it in a
realistic fashion and not seem ‘crazy’ in the eye of the
public.

Stecia, rather than me thinking of what really
happened at Dr. Odom's office like I explained to my mother, I was
instead thought of other things. Not good things. In fact, I do
believe that I had another ‘event’. I zoned into a place I have
never seen or been to before. It was a dark and wooded place with
not another human in sight. This had never happened before.
Typically, I am going through life as normal and then I snap back
to a point in life where the 'event' started.

In this instance, I was standing on a bridge over a
very deep river looking down. I could see all sorts of creatures
around me. Wood creatures such as snakes, spiders, birds, fish in
the river and much more. You can just imagine any type of wooded
creature and I saw it. I would also think of myself plummeting down
into the river and just as I was going to do so was when I became
aware of my mother shaking me.

I told her, 'MOM, I think it is time I go back for
another visit with Dr. Odom.' She agreed and made me an
appointment. Stecia, I know that all of this seems really 'out
there' and hard to believe, especially since I sometimes don’t even
believe it either. I really hope you will learn to trust me on
this. I can really use someone other than my doctors and mother to
talk to. My doctor is great and my mother as well, but I feel as
though they are just wanting one of these ‘events’ to happen to me
while I am in the doctor office to figure out what it is wrong. I
have been suffering with this for nearly 9 years now, on and off,
and I am tired of basically going in and out of it alone. Please
say that you will try to understand this or at least pretend to,”
Ande told Stecia as she pulled tissues from her purse to dry the
tears that began to fall from her eyes.

As she finished drying her eyes, she looked up at
Stecia and asked, “Aren’t you going to say anything,” Stecia stared
deeply at Ande, now in either a big deal of disbelief or
astonishment. Either one, she did not say.

“WOW! Ande! I really do not know what to say! I
have never heard anything nearly as compelling as all that you are
telling me. I feel for you. I am so sorry that you go through these
things. I don’t know what kind state of mind I would be in if any
of those things would happen to me. I will be here for you, Ande. I
promise you that. You ever need me, you let me know. I will be
there! I am your BFF,” Stecia replied as she reached her nicely
tanned arms out for Ande to fall into.

"You will never have to go through this alone
again. So, when did you go to the doctor for that ‘event’? How long
ago did your last one take place,” Stecia asked as Ande pulled back
from her comforting hold.

“Stecia, this one happened this morning. I go to
the doctor this afternoon. I have been having at least one a day
for almost a week now. That’s why I have been missing so much
school. My doctor has been suggesting to my mother to take me out
of school and become home schooled, just in case the probability is
likely that these things will get worse, much worse. Like, in case
I would have an ‘event’ and not zone out. Like I would really live
it and it not just be in my head. He and my mother are both worried
that one day, it can all catch up to me and I will actually do what
my mind is thinking. For example, me standing on the bridge and
plummeting down into the river, that may actually happen one day. I
won’t even know it! I want this to end Stecia! I am scared, really
scared,” Ande replied and started to cry again. Stecia wrapped her
arms around her once more and told her everything will be just
fine. That she isn’t going anywhere, no matter what.

 



CHAPTER TWO

‘DISCTUABLE’ ~ THE QUESTIONABLE

 


Today was very nerve racking, as well as exciting
for Ande. She went into a very prestigious law firm for a job
interview to be their clerical secretary. But, little did Ande
know, her day held much more than expected.

“Good morning Mr. Randon, my name is Andeyellian
Radealle Cecoutiara, but you may call me Ande,” she stated to one
lawyer of this law firm with her freshly cleaned teeth that shined
and her hazel green eyes that glowed with anticipation. “It’s very
nice to meet you Ms. Ande. Let's go in my office and discuss your
resume,” Mr. Randon proclaimed with a small grin from his not so
small face.

“So, I see you have just graduated top of your
class from Princeton. Am I correct,” he asked. “Yes, Mr. Randon,
that is correct. My degree is in Psychology and hope to open my own
business within the field some day,” Ande said as she smiled as
wide as her petite mouth could stretch.

Although, she thought to herself every day that it
would be interesting to open her own office in Psychology for
others when she was the one mentally ill. It has been quite some
time now since her last ‘event’.

“Well, you don’t seem to have any experience
working in a law firm, but there is a first time for everything
right? I like your enthusiasm Ande and I think that you will go far
in this position! I am happy that you are choosing to begin your
working career exploration here with my law firm. I am happy to
have you,” Mr. Randon stated as he reached out to shake Ande's
trembling hand. “First thing tomorrow morning at 7:30AM, be here
and I will get you trained for the position at the front desk.
Welcome to Wells Law firm,” Mr. Randon exclaimed.

Excitedly, she thanked him again for the fourth
time and headed out for the bus stop. She stepped out of the door
and took a step to her right as she jumped up and down in
excitement as soon as she realized that she had cleared herself
from Mr. Randons sight.

As she sat quietly, waiting at the bus stop, she
observed a homeless woman across the street pushing her overloaded
basket of cans and filthy, raggedy blankets.  She wondered to
herself, “How does that happen? How do you become homeless? Are
some born into a homeless family or do they do so badly that they
eventually push themselves away from the world and live on the
streets?”

“Ma'am…MADAM…The bus is leaving. Are you getting on
or are you just going to sit there,” The elderly man yelled from
the driver’s seat of the bus. “OH. Thank you. I must have zoned out
for a moment. Sorry,” replied Ande.

She climbed on and took her seat on the back of the
bus where there was no one around so that she could start balancing
her checkbook to pay bills. She had a bit of a ride ahead of her
being as she was going from the East side of town to the West. This
was about a forty minute ride. Ande was thankful that the driver
alerted her to the bus or she would have been sitting there for an
additional hour and twenty minutes for the same bus to make it back
to the East side to pick her up.

As she sat quietly to herself and balanced her
checkbook and wrote out her bills, she looked up suddenly and felt
the bus jerk. She looked to see what street they were turning on.
As they turned down Baker Boulevard (rightfully named so, being
that all of the town's bakeries are down there), she saw the
homeless woman again strolling down the boulevard and wondered to
herself, “How did she get way down here already? Oh well…” She
thought. “She must just be a fast walker.”

‘BANG!! POW…POP…’ She heard just behind her. She
turned quickly to see what was going on. So quickly that she felt a
muscle pull from her neck down through her shoulder. She grabbed
her neck as she turned to see what the major noise was.

“OH my goodness,” she said out loud to herself as
she saw the catastrophe behind her.

“Ma'am,” said the driver, “Do you mind if I go to
see if anyone needs help,” he asked. “No, please do,” Ande
proclaimed, still in awe at the events going on. “Would you like me
to come as well,” she asked worried still trying to understand what
had happened. “That wouldn’t be a good idea, I reckon,” the elderly
driver states.

As he slowly made his way down to the incident, he
bumped into one of the bakers. He was injured as far as Ande could
tell. He grabbed his arm and somewhat began to limp. The bus driver
then sent the baker over to the bus to get out of harm way and
continued heading towards the accident. Still, all Ande could see
was an enormous cloud of smoke and flames.

“Sir, let me help you. Come up on
the bus please,” Ande told the baker, both kindly and
sympathetically, “Have a seat and let me see your arm.” The baker
hesitated of course not knowing who she was, but sat anyway. Ande
pulled back his white cloak from his arm with his help and was
flabbergasted to the point of gagging when she saw his sustained
injury. His arm was barely hanging from his shoulder bone and
bloody flesh surrounded it. “My GOD,” she screamed, trying to hold
back vomit from the awful smell of his burning flesh. “I need to
know what happened,” she asked. “AN
EXPLOSION HAPPENED!! What else did you
think it was,” the baker yelled. “I was in front of the counter and
I looked up and saw a woman passing with a basket and then the
explosion happened. I am not sure which way it came from or how it
started, but it blew me into the back of my shop. The only way I
escaped is because I built the shop with a secret exit through the
cooler. Thank God I did! The bodies!! Oh my God, the bodies
everywhere! Why did this happen,” The baker cried. “Who would do
this,” Ande thought as she bandaged the injured baker the best she
could.

“NO, NO, NO,” Ande could hear faintly from the
opposite direction of the explosion. “My son, where is he? What
happened,” screamed an orange-red headed woman who circumstantially
looked as though she had been in the explosion as well.

“Ma'am, MA'AM, don’t go over there, please ma'am,”
Ande screamed as she finished wrapping the bandage around the
bakers arm. She started running towards the hysterical woman to try
and stop her. “Please, no God, no!! Don’t let him be there! Please
no!! Not Adam. No!! This can't be happening! Not Adam, please God
no,” the woman continued to scream as she ran towards the
explosion.

Suddenly without warning, another explosion
happened in front of Ande and the other two men on the bus. Just as
Ande became within reach of the hysterical woman, she was blown
back to the bus. Ande was knocked out.

The woman was blown back as well, but on the
opposite side of the bus and was only bruised from the hard land
that she endured on her right side. She slowly climbed to her feet
again and started to scream and cry for her son even louder than
before. Only this time, she did not run towards the explosion.

Ande was made alert again from the shrilling
screaming that continued to come from the woman. As she sat up, she
noticed that her left leg was twisted. She didn't feel the pain
until she tried to stand. Just as she got to her feet and leaned on
the bus for balance, the woman turned the corner around the back of
the bus. “Are you crazy woman? You could have gotten yourself and I
killed,” screamed Ande as she started to turn towards the front of
the bus to head back to the injured baker. Just as she turned and
was ready to limp her way back, the woman collapsed and grabbed
hold of Ande's right leg. “Let go of me you crazy person!  You
want to run towards the wreckage, you go right ahead! I am not
joining you! NOW LET GO!” “I am sorry! I did not mean to get you
hurt! My son is over there! He is still very young and I need to
help him! Please help me get to him!” The woman continued to sob
profusely and finally let go of Ande's leg. “No, I will not put
myself in danger again to help you. You can go back yourself. I
will help you get up, but that is all. You can either get on the
bus with me and the injured baker, or you can turn your own self
around and risk you own life,” Ande stated as she reached down to
help her the woman up.

Suddenly, just as Ande as Ande
bent down to help the woman, another explosion happened.
“They are getting closer and closer.” Another
explosion! "Run," Ande screamed to the woman and towards the front
of the bus at the injured baker. “I know that sound…what is that? I
know this…the propane tanks are igniting! Run,” screamed Ande even
louder as she and the woman ran back to get on the bus and
scrambled to get on.

The baker stumbled onto the bus with his barely
hanging arm and collapsed on the steps of the bus just before Ande
and the woman was able to reach him. Convulsing from either shock
of the injury he sustained or a heart attack, the woman and Ande
struggled to get him off of the steps and actually into the bus and
lay him on a seat. The woman with Ande applied pressure on to the
baker's injury as he remained convulsing. Ande quickly realized
that the driver of the bus was no longer anywhere in sight. “He is
probably dead from the recent and ongoing explosions,” Ande said
out loud and jumped into the driver's seat as quickly as she could.
Although she was constantly shaking, and trembling with pain, she
started the bus and put it into gear to attempt to escape.

“Go, go, GO! Hurry! What is that? Oh my GOD! It’s
coming! Whatever that thing is, it is coming,” screamed the woman
as she held the near death baker on her lap. “What’s coming, what
is it,” Ande screamed back at the woman just as she turned to look
for herself.

“I don’t know! I don’t know what this is! Just GO!!
Get us out of here,” replied the woman as her eyes remained fixed
in an intense stare towards the back window of the bus.

As she trembled with fear, Ande
tried to drive as straight as she could as they traveled over a
huge bridge. She quickly looked in the rear view mirror to see what
was coming after them. Just as she got a good look at it, she
stepped onto the gas even harder in a desperate panic. She quietly
started to cry and ask herself, “What is that thing?  How is
it doing that?! WHAT is it doing?! NO! This can’t be happening,”
she screamed as she saw a monstrous tank being hurled towards them.
“Was that a propane tank? Wait. Where did it go,” questioned the
woman as she looked forward at Ande, who seemed as though she were
in control of it and knew what had been going on. “I don’t know.
It’s gone! Just gone! Maybe we will be ok now. Maybe it is over and
gone for good,” cried Ande. “Let’s go
back. I have to find my son,” the woman screamed. “NO! We can’t go
back! What if it isn’t gone? I am going to continue going forward
and if you want to get off, then good luck because I am not
stopping! We just can’t! It is too risky and I am sorry to say
this, but I don’t think that your son is still alive,” Ande stated.
Just as the words came out of her mouth, she regretted having
spoken them. How would she be react if it were her own child? She
would be doing the same thing that this woman is. Better yet, she
would have probably been dead already from going back into the
explosion. “I am so sorry! That was really mean! I hope that he is
ok but it does not change the fact that I am not turning around.
How’s the baker doing? Has he come back through,” Ande nervously
questioned the woman. The woman looked down on her lap then looked
back at Ande who was now in tears over everything that happened so
far. “HE’S DEAD! He has no pulse! Oh my God! What do I do?! LOOK
OUT,” she shrieked in an alarming tone.

Just as Ande turned back to
concentrate on the road from looking at the dead man, she slammed
on the brakes and lost control of the bus that spun them around in
a 360 degrees rotation. “NO,” screamed
Ande out loud as this monstrous figure landed in front of them.
Ande froze. She stared out of the front
window as the figure started gliding towards them. “Go, Go, GO,”
screamed the woman, louder and louder each time. “I can’t,” Ande
replied as she sat there shaking ferociously.

“It’s stuck! The gears are jammed!
It won’t budge,” cried Ande. “Oh my God,
please save me,” cried the woman just as Ande turned to see the
figure, or actual being at this point, that began to make its way
behind them. Ande and the woman both jerked to their left and then
right as the being pushed them into the guard rail on the outer
edge of the bridge. “Quickly, jump out,”
the woman yelled to Ande. “It’s going to push us over! Jump out
before or we will drown in the waters below!”

As Ande was just getting the doors
open to jump put, they plummeted into the water of the fall that
was sure to be their death. The bus fell
on them in the water and they were now trapped. Ande and the woman
both fought their way through the water as the weight of the bus
pulled them down.  They were surely thought to be dead.
“Stecia, mom, I love you,” Ande thought to
herself as her life flashed before her eyes. Both women held tight
to each other, clinching each with the fear of a horrific and
sudden death.

 



CHAPTER 3

'FUITE ' - FLIGHT

 


“Ma'am…Ms. Cecoutiara…” Mr. Randon
called out. “Mr. Randon...," replied Ande,
suddenly confused as she opened her eyes. Once she realized she had
such a firm grip on the arm rest of her chair, she quickly let
go.

"Mr. Randon, can you please excuse
me for a moment," Ande quickly asked as she became very
nauseous. "Of course Andeyellian, you
know, I have been trying to get you to open your eyes for about 2
or 3 minutes now. You just kept sitting there motionless other than
for squeezing the chair. Does this happen often? What did happen
anyway? You look a bit pale. Are you feeling well? Andeyellian,
would you like to reschedule your interview for tomorrow," kindly
asked Mr. Randon. "Only if that wouldn’t
be too much trouble Mr. Randon. I suddenly don't feel well. I am
really not sure what happened just now, but I can assure you that
tomorrow it won’t happen again. Will the same time be fine on
tomorrow," asked Ande as she tried to understand what had occurred
in her mind. "Of course tomorrow morning
will be fine Ms. Cecoutiara. Please go and rest yourself. I will
see you again in the morning," Mr. Randon stated as he reached out
to shake Ande's hand.

This hand shake was very familiar to Ande seeing as
she had just previously done this and even what was even more
intriguing to her was that she remembered his hand shake feeling
this way exactly, a good and firm, soft, and very sturdy hand
shake.

She slowly pulled away and felt
very insecure now about what her future held for her. She softly
smiled and quietly replied, "Thank you. I will be here in the
morning, feeling much better." She
slightly turned and gave a small wave to the gentleman that
previously promised her an opportunity to be their clerical
secretary as she reached for the handle of the door. This man had
yet to actually meet her.

As she decided where to go, she
pulled out her bright orange phone from her purse and immediately
flipped it open and dialed Stecia's number. "Stecia, I need to meet with you, I need to talk. Are you
free now or are you at work," Ande questioned as she now walked
stridently towards her favorite coffee shop to have her Mango
Toffee Latte. "Sure girl! I am at work,
but my lunch is coming up, so I will give you a call just as soon
as I get out of here. Is everything ok? You sound very distressed.
Didn’t you go to your interview this morning," Stecia replied in
her familiar, comforting voice. "I think I
will be ok. I am pretty sure that I just had an ‘event’ but I am so
confused right now. My mind is pulling me one hundred different
ways. I did go to the interview, but I will explain everything when
you meet me. Thank you for coming and I will talk with you later,"
Ande said as she slowly closed her phone and placed it back into
the front pocket of her purse. She thought to herself about the
most recent events that her mind has opened for her.

"How could all of this be happening? What is going
on in my mind? Is right now real? How can I be sure? Am I mentally
walking to the coffee shop or am I really on my way there? Did I
actually go through all of that stuff and now I am in my mind but
actually dead? I am so confused! UGH! This sucks," Ande spoke to
herself and then realized that she was in a public place and
received weird glances from the people around her.

As she slowed down slightly and remembered what
happened in her mind, she actually came across Baker Boulevard. All
seemed normal. All of the shops were open and there wasn't a
disturbance in sight.

"Will it happen? Have I now started seeing the
future or is all of this only my imagination," she thought as she
quietly walked into the coffee shop.

As she glanced in the direction of the line to
place an order, she took note that there was a booth to the far
back of the shop that will be perfect to sit and tell her wild
‘event’ to Stecia. She dug into her overly large purse to get the
money to pay for her much needed Mango Toffee Latte.

"Good morning mam. What can I get
for you today," asked the cashier who barely looked like she see or
reach over the counter. "Good morning," Ande replied. "I would like
a grande Mango Toffee Latte with extra cream please. Also a banana
nut muffin top as well." She kept thinking and wanting to believe
that if she were something, her thoughts would hopefully lighten
up. Also, in the back of her mind, she wondered if all of this
really happened or if she just thought it did.  Or, again, is
she dead. “$6.47,” the cashier replied.
Ande handed her a $10 bill, received her change, and stepped aside
to wait for her order.

While she stood there waiting, her phone rang. “Hey
girl, I am heading out now,” said Stecia on the other end. “You’re
on your way out? Ok, I am at the coffee shop waiting. I will be in
the back of the shop. See you soon,” replied Ande.

After Ande received her order, she went to the
booth the previously spotted. She sat with her back to the door and
slowly started to nibble on her muffin top and sip her coffee.

Ande began to think to herself, “Wow. Where am I
going to begin in my explanation to Stecia of all that has just
occurred? I guess I should start with the interview. Stecia is
going to think that I am crazy. She will never believe me. I am
definitely going home and in my bed after this, unless of course
Stecia would like to go and do something else. I doubt it though.
She will probably have to get back to work. I need the rest
anyway,” Ande continued to ponder on and on as she waited for her
dear friend.

“Maybe I should go and see Dr. Odom. He would
probably want to know of this one and what my reactions were after
it happened, if it happened. If I am not actually in an ‘event’
now," thought Ande.

Ande got out her cell phone and
dialed Dr. Odom’s office. “Good morning,
Dr. Odom’s office. How may I help you,” the secretary
answered. “Good morning. This is
Andeyellian Cecoutiara. I need to schedule an appointment with Dr.
Odom for as soon as possible please,” Ande responded.

“Yes Ma'am. We have an appointment
open at 4:30pm today. Will that work?” “Oh
yes ma'am,” replied Ande. “Great, we will
see you at 4:30p.m. Thank you,” the secretary replied.
“Thank you. See you then,” Ande stated as she
felt a little better now.

Half way through her coffee and
now done with her muffin top, she felt a tap on her shoulder. She
looked up and saw her friend Stecia looking down at her with a
‘glad to see you but what’s wrong’ look on her face.
Ande proclaimed with all of her enthusiasm, “I am
so glad to see you. Wait until you hear this.”

“What happened to you Ande? You don’t have to start
with everything if you don’t want to. I mean, you obviously had an
‘event’ right,” Stecia asked.

“I would like to start at the
beginning of this one if you have time,” replied Ande.
“Sure. Go ahead,” Stecia replied as she placed
her purse on the side of her and took a sip of Andes’
coffee. “Well, I was sitting in the lobby
of Wells Law Firm waiting for Mr. Randon to come and get me for my
interview and…” Ande continued to tell her horrific story.
 Stecia sat and stared at Ande as she told her long
tale.

Close to an hour went by and she
finally finished her tale. “And then, I am
back in the Law Firm and Mr. Randon has not even met me. And then I
called you and here we are. So, what do you think of this one,”
Ande asked Stecia in an overly dramatic tone and her eyes as big
now as when she began to tell Stecia everything.
“Oh my God, so this just happened as plain as day
and then you snapped back to reality? Girl, you have to go to the
doctor. You don’t have a choice in this situation,” Stecia replied
as she seemed very worried and really confused. “I have already made an appointment for this afternoon. Do
you have any plans or would you like to tag along,” Ande asked
hoping that Stecia would be able to go along with her.
“Yes. I will most certainly go with you,” replied
Stecia very happy that she was included in this trip to the
doctor’s office. She wondered and was very worried about what was
going on in her best friend's mind. “I
just have to call work and let them know that I will not be back in
this afternoon. I will just step outside for a minute,” stated
Stecia as she grabbed her purse and headed out the door.

“Hello Ms. Cecoutiara. How are you
doing today? Mrs. Kathy stated you are having a mental spell
today,” Dr. Odom asked in a gentle voice, the one doctor that has
been there for Ande from the beginning. “Yes Dr. Odom, when I tell
you what happened, you will want to commit me to a psychiatric
ward. I still can’t believe it myself.” “I
can’t believe it either,” Stecia proclaimed out of context.
“Well, let’s get started then,” Dr. Odom stated
as he helped Ande on to the medical bed to start her physical
exam.
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