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One






The rain fell heavy on the slate roof.
I wondered about him. I heard Indigo giggle with her lover in the
pantry. She always clattered about clumsily. Such a silly girl.
Lovely, but silly. Didn't I have enough problems? All I ever wanted
was solitude. Why was it bad that I sat alone? I wanted to be
alone. He was always alone and he was fine. Well, until he met me.
Why did he have to meet me? No matter how long I sat and wished it
all away, there was nothing but regret. One instant. One friend.
One mistake. I shivered at the memory. My lips spoke one word.
Lowly, quietly they pushed it out. One name I could never erase
from my memory.

"Freddie."

The rain was endless. Constant. The
more it rained, the more I grew weary. Who would have thought I'd
be in such a state at only 50 years old? Not me.

"Indigo!" I shout. "Indigo!"

"Yes, Miss?"

"I'm tired and need to go to
bed."

"Yes, Miss. Right away."

The cardigan fell to the ground as
Indigo arranged me into my chair. It was still so soft. Threadbare,
but soft. Barely of any use as a sweater any longer. Just a
tattered memory growing thinner by the day. I didn't even recall
what color it used to be. It was so faded.

"Indigo, the sweater. Don't forget the
sweater!"

"I'm sorry, Miss. I'll get it for you.
It's so soft, isn't it? I think—"

"Oh, just give it to me, silly girl," I
snatched the sweater from Indigo's gentle hands. "You always go
around fussing with other people's things. Take me to my
room!"

"Sorry, Miss. Right away."

Thoughts faded in and out like the
gentle breeze coming through my window—comforting, but often too
cold to manage. Indigo propped me up on my mountain of pillows and
I settled in for a long evening. She shut the window. The air
became painfully still.

"There you are, Miss. All cozy now. Can
I get you anything else before I go?"

"No thank you, Indigo. Forgive me for
shouting at you before. I'm just so tired."

"I know, Miss. No need to apologize.
That's what I'm here for," She smiled. "Ring the bell should you
need me. Good night, Miss."

"Good night, Indigo. Now off with you."
I said in a somewhat halting tone.

Oh, dear. I did sound like a monster
sometimes. How did she ever put up with me? It's a wonder she made
it through all those years. I don't know what I would have done
without her.

She turned to me to curtsey, and left
the room. Such a beauty. How did she end up looking after me? I
honestly didn't remember.

The evening grew longer the more I
tried to sleep. I didn't know why I bothered to get into bed at
all. I hadn't slept through the night in years. I just stared at
the ceiling and tortured myself with "what ifs". Would I ever find
peace? I hope Freddie found it. He certainly deserved that. If only
I could go back to that day on the pier.






*****






Two






The leaves began to fall as Autumn
aged. I crunched the rusty leaves under my tiny feet. My mittens
threatened to fly away—my hands still so small—as my arms opened
wide. My Papa was home.

"Papa!" I yelled.

He spun me round and round and my
stomach became light with excitement.

"How's my girl today?"

He always asked me that even though he
could see my glee.

"Good." I replied, aware of a growing
numbness in my tiny fingers and toes.

"Do anything exciting
today?"

"I was in the garden with
Mama. She's there now—with the roses." My teeth
chattered.

"Well, you're shivering like a leaf!
Let's get you inside and I'll make us all some hot cocoa. How's
that sound?"

I nodded my head in anticipation. I
hugged Papa tighter as we headed to the back yard.

"Let's go get Mama."

I rested my head on his shoulder. Papa
walked out to the rose garden and found Mama bent over her roses,
tending to them happily. Mama loved her roses. Other than us, they
were her babies. She was being a good mother, tucking them in for
the long winter ahead.

Papa called out to her,
"Claudia!"

She raised to greet him with tired,
happy eyes. She waved—her gloves flinging dirt far and wide—as she
effortlessly weaved through the thorny bushes.

"Hello, my dears, "Her red cheeks
brushed against my face. "Oh, you're so cold! Time to go in, yes?"
Mama kissed us both and we made our way into the house.

"Papa's making hot cocoa!"

"Oooh! I think someone wants extra
marshmallows!" She grinned.

I took off my mittens by the front
door, and I spied my parents kissing by the stove. They always did
that. I couldn't remember a time when my parents weren't
affectionate. I never had any doubt that they belonged
together.

Papa leaned over his hot cocoa and
whispered "So, my girls, guess what happened to me
today?"

"What, Papa?" I whispered back.
Marshmallow clung to my lip.

"My company is choosing two employees,
and their families, to go to England next year!"

"England, Papa? Where's
that?"

"Well, it's across the big, blue ocean,
far, far away," He was so excited, like a little boy, "It's got
green rolling hills, beautiful churches, country roads and all
sorts of other fun things. And," he paused,"There are so many
roses," he suddenly looked up and saw Mama's face. There was a
definite sadness about her. "What do you think, Claude?"

She sipped her cocoa and stroked my
hair . "It does sound beautiful," She looked into my eyes, and
something inside me felt saddened. "Just beautiful."

"It would only be for the summer," Papa
continued, with a now more furrowed brow. "Well, it would be only
for the summer, at first. It would eventually go to a permanent
position in London."

He waited for a response, but got none.
He knew Mama wasn't too keen. She didn't need to say anything for
us to know that.

She squirmed around in her chair and
asked, "When do you have to give them an answer?"

"They said to think it over during the
holiday season and let them know in January."

"Oh, so we've got plenty of time to
decide," Her shoulders relaxed a bit. "That's good."

She mustered a half-smile. She got up
from the table.

"I think I'll go have a nice, hot
bath."

She kissed my forehead, put her
half-empty cup in the sink, and, somewhat quickly, climbed the
stairs.

Papa looked at me, smiling, and asked
how I felt. I didn't know what reaction he expected from an
8-year-old, but I looked at him and said, "I think it would be fun,
Papa! Mama could see all the roses!"

I giggled, drank more cocoa and watched
Papa do the same. Even when the world gave us a bumpy road, we
always had each other to lean on. We sat underneath the dining room
light, drinking cocoa and laughing, and I knew my Papa would always
take care of me. I swung my feet carelessly off the edge of my
chair, unaware of the change that had just taken place in our
family.

The cocoa was gone, and the light
outside was hazy with the setting sun. My tired, heavy eyes were
begging for sleep. Papa headed up the stairs, me sleepily draped
over his shoulder, and put me in bed. He tucked me in and kissed my
cheek. He gently smiled before he turned out the light. The
silhouetting hallway light made him glow like an angel.

"Good night, my sweet pea."

"'Night, Papa."

It wasn't long before I fell fast
asleep.

But, the day wasn't over for my
parents. I didn't know what happened later, but I remembered waking
up in the middle of the night, briefly, to the sound of Mama
crying. It was a detail I forgot until many years later.

I woke the next morning to cloudy day.
I always liked those better than sunny days. It felt more
mysterious.

I greeted Mama with a hug at her
knees.

"Morning, Mama!"

She was making her tea when I bumped
her leg.

"Oh! Well, good morning, my little
Chloe!" She happily looked down at me. Her eyes were familiar
again.

It was a normal morning. Mama and Papa
were reading the paper, side-by-side, on the sofa. They laughed and
chatted, no cares in the air. I sat lazily at Papa's side. It was
Saturday. We had the whole day to be together. I loved those
days.

Mama sighed a contended sigh before
posing the question, "Who wants french toast?"

"I do, I do! With extra syrup!" Papa
boyishly begged.

"Me, toooooo!!"

"Chloe! Not so loud," Mama laughed,
brow slightly furrowed. "Don't worry, sweet pea. I'll make
plenty."

I gazed in amazement while my mother,
unknowingly being watched, prepared the simple breakfast. She did
everything with such ease, such finesse. She certainly knew her way
around a kitchen. On her good days, she was the best. On her bad,
she didn't even try. She knew she couldn't manage it, so she just
didn't bothered. It would have only depressed her further. So, she
enjoyed cooking while she could.

We ate our french toast, drank our tea
and got ready for the day. Mama could spend all of Saturday in her
pajamas, but on this day we were going out to pick a pumpkin for
Halloween. We used to go to a big farm every year and pick our own
pumpkin right off the vine. I perched myself on Papa's shoulders.
It was a great view! I picked so many that we were there for hours
trying to find the perfect one!

"That one, Papa! No, that one!" I'd
yell from high atop "Mt. Papa".

"OK, Chloe. You need to decide," Her
hunger took over her will to search for pumpkins. "It's time to
eat!"

Mama always got hungry first and wanted
to go to lunch. It was the same way every year.

"Yes, sweet pea. Please decide. Your
bony little butt is digging into my shoulders!" Papa
joked.

He was right. I was such a skinny, bony
little thing.

I finally picked my pumpkin and we were
off. We lunched, walked around the small town and then made the
hour drive back home. Papa started a fire in the fireplace and I
drifted off to sleep beside the gentle glow. I didn't remember
being put into my bed, but that's where I woke the next morning. It
was a good day.

Halloween came and went, as did
Thanksgiving, Christmas and New Year's, and a decision had to be
made. Would we say yes to England? Or, would we stay in our home
the coming summer?

The following morning, I went to school
like any other day. Mama dropped me off and went on with her daily
routine. She was a typical housewife and spent most of her time at
home. She felt as if she only had one purpose in life—to be a
mother and a wife. She loved being a mother, my mother, but I think
she often felt so sad. I knew Mama loved me, but I often wondered
if she felt like she had to do whatever Papa wanted. Did she feel
she had no voice of her own? So often I found her sitting in the
dark, alone. I would watch her for a while, her unaware of my gaze,
and wonder if she was all right. I would ask her if she was OK and
she always replied, "I'm fine, sweetie. Mama's just thinking,"
After I asked her that, she'd always make herself a cup of tea and
go outside. I always wondered what she was thinking.

That afternoon, I arrived home from
school to a very quiet house. I walked in and saw Mama crying on
the sofa.

I threw my books on the stairs and ran
to her side, "Oh, Mama! What's wrong?"

She said nothing. She just looked at me
and hugged her pillow. I was so scared by her reaction, or lack
thereof. I had never seen it before.

I started to cry, "Mama, Mama! What's
wrong?" and I still got no vocal reply.

Mama just sat there, softly crying and
rocking back and forth, silent. Unsure of what to do, I just sat at
her side, my tears joining hers.

Until, Papa came home.

"Good evening, my girls! How—" Papa
stopped dead at the sight of us on the sofa. "Good lord, Claudia.
What's the matter?"

Mama still said nothing. Papa quickly
turned to me.

With an accusatory tone, he yelled,
"Chloe, why is your Mama crying like this?"

I started to speak, but Mama started
talking. She wasn't answering any questions. She was just saying
random words. It made no sense. I was so scared. I went to Papa
hoping he would ease my pain. Instead, he pushed me
aside.

"Claudia. Claudia. Claude! Can you look
at me," He was so worried now. "It's OK. You're home with me and
Chloe. Come back to us."

She stopped speaking, looked at Papa
and took a huge breath and began to cry again.

"Oh, no. No, no, no! Eli,"
Embarrassment was all over her face. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.
Chloe, sweetie. Mama's so sorry!"

As I cried through trying to speak, I
muttered out "III... It's OK, Mama," and held her hand. "Are you
OK?"

Papa rocked Mama back and forth, the
pillow still at Mama's chest.

"It's OK, now. Shhhh. It's
OK."

Papa's eyes caught mine. I saw
everything in his gaze. Everything.

Suddenly, after the chaos, Mama sat up
and said "Elijah. Let's go to England."






*****






Three






I couldn't reach the bell, so I just
screamed.

"Indigo...Indigo, please help
me!"

With quick, sleepy steps, I heard
Indigo running toward my room.

"Yes, Miss. I'm here. I'm here
now."

"I had that dream again. I can't
breathe!"

"Calm down, it's OK I'm here. I'm
here," She tried to calm me down. "Which dream was it this time,
Miss."

"The one with the scarf. That damned
scarf. Freddie went to catch me and he slipped. He slipped, Indigo.
Why can't I catch him in my dream?"

"I don't know, Miss. Ssshhhhh. There,
there. You'll calm down soon. There, there," She gently rocked me
in her arms. "There you go. That's better. I'll go and get the tea.
Try and settle yourself while I'm gone. I'll be right back, Miss."
She quickly walked to the kitchen.

I took deep breaths as I tried to calm
down. I just kept seeing Freddie's face over and over again. He was
in pain. So much pain. What was worse, there was nothing I could
do.

"Here you are. A nice cup of tea for
you, Miss. I brought you a cheese sandwich, too. I thought you
might be hungry."

"You are so good to me, Indigo. You
always know what to do. Thank you."

"You know you're welcome, Miss. It's my
pleasure."

Indigo sat with me through the night. I
didn't sleep, but I was able to relax with her in the room. Indigo
was about 35, single and such a beauty. Why in heaven's name was
she here taking care of me? She had her whole life ahead of her,
yet she gave it all up for me. Why? I asked her now and again how
she came to care for me and she simply replied, "It's what I was
meant to do, Miss." She never really gave me an answer. For the
life of me, I couldn't remember when I met Indigo. It was so
infuriating!

Morning had chased away the bad night,
and the sunlight was dancing through the glittering sheers at my
bay window. Shadows disappeared and the day felt full of
possibilities. When I was young, a grey day seemed more of a likely
friend. But, as time marched on, and my bones ached from the cold,
I found the sunlight to be a more suitable friend. It warmed me,
comforted me, and brought me back to life every morning. I had only
one additional want on that morning. The roses. I wanted to see the
roses.

I sat in my wheelchair and enjoyed the
cool breeze that washed over me. I saw the plump, mother robin
feeding her downy babies in the elbow of the crooked old Oak tree.
I felt the air as it blew through my long hair—cold and tingly—and
I shut my eyes. I felt like a child again, enjoying the world for
the first time. I knew, at that moment, that I was still a part of
the earth and the beautiful, magical rhythm of life. Something came
over me and I tried to stand. Indigo, with her sixth sense, must
have sensed something was wrong. She came, as if from nowhere, and
caught me right before I nearly took a nasty tumble.

"That was a close one, ay Miss," She
worriedly laughed. "Let's get some food in us first before trying
such ambitious things!"

She smiled that fantastic smile of hers
and sat me back down. She wheeled me to the table and we ate a
fabulous breakfast feast. Indigo had prepared poached eggs on
toast—the yolk just perfect—fat, nubbly English sausages, oatmeal
with fresh fruit and, of course, the obligatory pot of tea. Indigo
did this kind of spread about twice a week. I think she figured the
prettier, and more abundant, the table was, the more likely I would
eat. She was right. It all looked too fabulous to ignore. I didn't
eat it all, but I sure wanted to. My shrunken stomach can only take
so much! But, you couldn't blame the girl for trying. She only
wanted me to stay well.

I took a sip of the warm, amber elixir.
Assam was my absolute favorite when it came to tea. The malty
perfumed steam tickled my nose as I sipped again and again. If I
had nothing else but tea, I'd have been perfectly happy. Tea was my
life's blood. Without it, I was simply no good. Useless. I examined
the table, deciding what to eat first, and I went in for the
poached egg. It just looked so deliciously soft and creamy perched
atop the perfect piece of toast—butter oozing down the crusty
sides. I couldn't resist, and why should I? I cut into the egg,
nearly deafened by the crunch of the wonderfully crisp toast, and
enjoyed the clash of soft, yolky goodness colliding with the
buttery, crusty bread. Such a simple combination, egg and bread,
but, oh, it was so much more than that. So much more!

I happily ate my breakfast and didn't
say a word for quite a while. Indigo enjoyed her breakfast as well
and was enveloped in silence, too. Well, apart from the crunch of
that toast.

I interrupted the silence to ask a
question.

"Indigo?"

"Yes, Miss."

"I want you to take me to the roses!" I
exclaimed with a bright, happy tone.

She wiped her tomato-sauced-mouth to
respond, "Oh, why of course, Miss. I'm happy to. I just thought you
might be too tired from last night's ordeal. I—"

"Indigo, please," I tried not to seem
too harsh. I was asking a favor, after all. "I have asked you not
to mention a bad night when it's been had. Please don't mention it
again. Now, will you take me out today?"

After realizing she'd put her foot in
her mouth, she simply replied, "Of course, Miss."

I swear. I did try and speak nicely. I
was often told my tone of voice was my downfall. I didn't mean to
sound mean. It just happened from time to time.

We continued with our feasts and drank
our buckets of tea and got all prettied up for our day outdoors.
That's the beauty of my relationship with Indigo. As long as we
didn't focus on the bad things—or my short temper—it was a smooth
sail from day to day. We didn't really fight, per se. I just
couldn't always control my temper. I did try. Really.

We took the long way—there are a lot of
long ways in England—to get to the rose gardens. Indigo was an
excellent driver. I always felt safe with her driving. The gardens
were only a few blocks away, but my chair made the journey much
more cumbersome and awkward. That's why I so seldom asked her to
take me out. I didn't want to be a bother.

We sorted ourselves out, along with the
clunky old wheelchair, and I directed Indigo where to visit first.
We started at the stream, where we saw long lines of baby ducks
swimming behind their mothers in the crystal clear water, and then
moved on to the cobblestone pathway that led to the rose garden. It
was ridiculously rich with heady perfume, petals so soft they
seemed like silk, and so many blooms, bobbing in the breeze,
greeted us happily. It was beautiful. Just what I needed. Still, it
always took an effort—roses in bloom at this time of year reminded
me so much of my mother. I was relieved to find the gardens hadn't
changed much. It was just as I remembered when I came here with
Mama.

Then, I saw him. Thomas. Still bent
over his babies, clipping away. He'd always clip me a bouquet to
take home when Mama and I visited. Her bouquet was always larger
than mine. That never bothered me. Thomas loved Mama, and she loved
him.

Indigo took me to greet Thomas, and he
turned around surprised to see me there in front of him.

As if no time had passed at all, he
greeted me with a hearty hug. "My beautiful little Chloe! How have
you been, my dear?

"Oh, Thomas. I'm good," I hesitated.
"Same old, same old. You know," I cheerfully came back with, "And,
how are you these days?"

"Can't complain," He smiled. "Oh, we do
have something that you may find interesting. Shall I show you?" He
said with a mysterious grin.

"Yes, please!"

We followed him around to the back of
the garden, behind the wall, and there it was. It was incredible I
couldn't believe it.

Indigo gasped "Aaahhh!! Oh my goodness!
It's so beautiful, Miss! Did you see the name on the
marker?"

"No, Indigo. What is—"

It read, "Claudia's Corner"

I just sat there, astounded. I looked
at Thomas with tears streaming down my face. "Thomas... she would
have loved this. Pink climbing roses were the one thing she could
never get to grow in America. She'd have loved that you did this.
And, for her. Thank you, Thomas. Thank you. I don't know what else
to say?"

"Oh, darlin', you don't have to say a
word. Just visit whenever you like and take a bouquet whenever you
want to. Your sweet Mama must never be forgotten. It was my way of
sharing her kindness with others." He dabbed the corners of his
eyes and took my hand, smiled and started to walk away, "I'll leave
you and Indigo to it, then," he added. "See ya later,
darlin'."

Under the roses, Indigo spotted the
perfect bench. We sat together, side-by-side, and enjoyed the
not-too-sunny and not-too-shady spot. It was like Mama was there
with us. Indigo never knew Mama, but on that day she felt like she
got to know a little bit more about her. I told her stories that
made us laugh, cry and everything in between. And about Papa. But,
Papa, she knew.

Indigo and I talked and talked. Then,
we noticed the time.

"We really should be getting home now,
Miss." Indigo worried. "We'll be lucky to make it home before dark
now."

"Don't worry, Indigo. There's really no
rush." I smiled, so relaxed and nostalgic.

It was such a good day. I only wished
my nights could match.

Indigo made tea upon our arrival home.
Meanwhile, I got myself ready for bed. It seemed, on the good days,
I was more able to handle the everyday tasks that normally brought
me down. But, not that day. I even got into the bed by myself!
Indigo was so happy to see that I had accomplished that, and on my
own.

"Well, look at you, Miss! All propped
up and pretty in your bed. Now all you need is your tea and you've
got a perfect night ahead of you!" Her gentle face
gleamed.

"Why thank you, Indigo! I'm pretty
proud of myself, too. I'm really looking forward to that tea and a
great night of sleep."

Indigo poured a cup for me, and a cup
for herself. We both raised our tea cups and toasted to a good
night.

"Cheers, Miss!"

"Cheers, Indigo!"

We both smiled at each other, drank our
tea and were off to sleep. I did, in fact, have a pleasant night.
No bad dreams. I even slept all the way through until morning. I
dreamed of roses.






*****






Four






"Is everyone ready to go? We'll miss
the boat! Come on!" Papa said with much excitement in his
voice.

"Coming, Eli! Just one more bag to pack
and I'll be ready."

"One more bag? Oh, Claude. We really
must go. Hurry, hurry!"

We were all busy as bees that morning.
We did eventually make it to the train in plenty of time. Papa
always had a way of making a schedule work for him rather than
against him. He'd tell everyone a fake time we had to be somewhere
and, that way, if we were late, we'd still be on time. Why our
family could never be on time has always puzzled me. If one was
consistently late, then one should be able to keep a schedule,
right? Oh, no bother. My mind always had a tendency to
wander.

We arrived at the dock in New York
right on time. We did all of the obligatory things that one must do
to board a ship. Since I was still so young, I didn't do much but
hold my Papa's hand. It was very scary. I was so tiny and all of
these people were so huge. Plus, there were so many of them! I felt
myself start to cry and stopped myself. I don't think I've ever
bitten my lip so hard in my life! I was determined not to cry! I
wanted so much to show my parents that I was a big girl and could
take care of myself.

"All aboooooard!" Yelled the man in the
black hat.

"Oh, Eli. It's really happening. Are we
really going to England?"

"Yes, my love. It is really
happening."

They both looked down at me, lovingly,
and Mama picked me up. She hugged me so tightly that I thought I
would break! But, it felt good. Mama was beginning to seem happy
for the first time in ages. We stood there, the happy family,
embarking on a strange and wonderful journey. It was so exciting!
The best thing of all was that we were all together.

We opened the door to our cabin. It was
dark at first, but Papa opened the drapes and the light bouncing
off of the ocean nearly blinded us all. It was so beautiful. Mama
walked to Papa and embraced him. They kissed gently and looked back
at me. I sat, staring at them, on the thick, plush rug.

Papa gazed into Mama's eyes and said,
"I hope we can make a lovely life for our little Chloe in
England"

"Oh, she'll be so thrilled, Eli. She
can make tons of new friends and go outside all the time. She'll be
so happy, won't you sweet pea?"

"Yeah, Mama. I want to see the
roses!"

She walked over to me and sat beside me
on the floor.

"Aw, that's my girl! Just think of the
garden we can have," Her eyes were so wide, so happy, and so
present. I could see her mind racing as she waved her hands all
around explaining our future garden, "We can have English roses,
real roses, everywhere we turn. Pale pink, soft yellow and
bountiful, lush green trees and shrubs. It will be beautiful,
Chloe. Just beautiful!" she smiled, stroked my hair, kissed my
forehead and took my hand. We both stood up, walked over to Papa,
who was gazing out the window, and we all watched as the boat set
sail. We watched into the night and dreamed of what our English
life would hold.

We were on the boat for 7 days. It was
a straight shot from New York to the South Shore of England. By
that seventh day, we were all ready to be off of the boat. Papa got
sea sick on the second day which put him in bed most of the trip,
and Mama had a horrible headache by our first breakfast together.
They weren't feeling well, so I just wandered around the boat
looking quizzically at the billowy clouds and deep blue sea. Papa
was with me some of the time, when he didn't feel like vomiting
profusely. But, I managed to sneak off every once in a while and
have an adventure all to myself. I did get in trouble a couple of
times for wandering too far. "You don't know who could have been
around you, Chloe! There are so many strangers on this boat!" they
would tell me. I was 8, but I did have a few good qualities
already. Common sense was one of them. The other was a great
ability to hide right in front of people. They always told me I was
too old for my age. I looked, and acted, like an 8 year old. But,
deep inside, I always felt I was old already. Papa often told me I
had the eyes of an old soul. I think he was right.

As we tried to get ready to exit the
boat, finally, Papa had one last turn in the "w.c.". That's what
the English call the toilet. I found that sort of funny, as an
8-year-old. But, poor Papa. He was nearly green! Mama's headache
had eased off, but she still got a twinge every now and again.
Despite all of the ailments, they simply didn't care. They were so
happy to be getting off of the boat that those things didn't seem
to be bothering them at all. We had arrived. Our
England!

We exited the boat, took deep breaths.
Papa turned and said, "Smell that English air!" and exhaled and
coughed like the dickens! We all laughed and found our way to a
cab. We got into the cab and then proceeded to hold on for dear
life. We were off and running before we knew where we were
going!

The driver said something sounding
like, "Yew 'mericans gooin' ta Weerthaan, are yeh?"

Mama thought she should say something,
so she replied "Um, pardon sir?" and proceeded to scream a bit as
the cab threw her around in the back seat.

"Roight, ven. 'Ere we go!" He took off
around a corner.

"Eli! Oh dear!" Mama fell bottom first
into Papa's hands.

"Hee he he he!!!" Papa
chuckled.

"Eli! Why are you laughing?"

"This is great! It's an adventure we've
never had before!"

"Ha ha! Well, I'll give you that one!"
Mama happily agreed.

I just sat there, or tried to, sliding
all over the patent leather seat, laughing my head off. We'd all
get situated and then along came a corner. Boom! We'd all hit the
floor,piling one on top of the other. We slid and fell, again and
again, each time funnier than the last. It was great fun!
Eventually, we made it to Worthing. Thankfully, we were all still
in one piece. It was definitely a cab ride we'd never
forget!

We didn't know that we were going to be
going to Worthing, but it was so nice that we decided to stay. Papa
didn't have to be in London for work for two weeks, so we enjoyed
the freedom while it lasted.

We found the loveliest little flat
right in the heart of Worthing. I had my own little room with a
view out to the pier. The water was so beautiful! Mama and Papa's
room looked out into the quaint little town below. We were only on
a second floor. But, the roof was so tall it felt like we were
higher. It was a cute little place and it truly felt like home. We
were very lucky to find it!

The two weeks went by quickly and,
before we knew it, Papa was ready to go to London. He would go to
work for the week and then come home on weekends. Although it
wasn't a far train ride to come home, he felt he would work better
not going back and forth so much. Mama and I stayed in Worthing
most of the time and did our own things. I became her assistant, in
a way, and I was absolutely fine with that. I felt so much closer
to Mama in Worthing. We had become a team.

Mama had gotten a part-time job at the
Tea Shop around the corner from our flat. The owner said I could
come with her as long as I didn't touch anything or talk to the
customers. Usually, I sat quietly, playing, near Mama's feet. But,
when the owner was away, I danced around in the shop and spoke
quite a lot to the customers. I was a cute kid, so I got away with
it. If she had found out, we'd both be in trouble. I didn't know
why she didn't like me. She didn't like any kids. She was not a
nice lady!

One bright Wednesday morning, Mama and
I went off to work. Everything seemed just perfect. We were happily
chatting and being silly as we headed out the door. On the way
there, Mama seemed to drift off route and headed toward the
pier.

"Mama where are you going?"

"Oh, Chloe. Where's your
Papa?"

"What?" I asked, with much fear in my
heart.

"I said where's Papa?"

"Papa's at work in London,
Mama."

"How did he get to London? I just saw
him this morning."

"Mama. We're in England.
Remember?"

"England? What are you talking about,
Chloe? Don't talk silliness, young lady, "She said, sternly. 'Now,
where's your father?"

I didn't know what to do. Mama was
clearly not well. Plus, she never, ever called Papa "father". The
weight of what was happening didn't truly settle on my shoulders
until a few moments later. I knew I needed to get her inside, so I
tried to get her to go into the Tea Shop with me.

In my clever 8-year-old way, I called
out, "Papa is over here, Mama."

"Oh, good. I've been looking for him
all morning. I don't know where he got off to?"

Her eyes were so far away and her hands
wouldn't stop twitching.

"Come this way, Mama. Papa's in here."
I said nervously.

She always knew when I was lying, even
in this state of mind. She took my hand but then quickly let go and
ran away from me.

"No he isn't! He's not in there! ELI!
ELI!! ELIJAH!! Where are you?" She screamed.

She stood in the middle of the street,
disoriented and wild. I stood there beside her, so close to the Tea
Shop, and went inside to find the owner.

I let out a loud cry,
"NOOOOORAAAAH!!"

"Why are you shouting, child? Jaysus!!
What do you want?" She asked, annoyed, with her hand on her
hip.

"Please...It's Mama. I don't know what
to do? She's outside screaming for Papa!" I plopped myself in the
floor and couldn't stop crying. Norah picked me up and sat me down
near the front window.

"You sit here. I'll find her and I'll
be right back. Don't leave, now!"

I was upset, but I saw a side to Norah
I hadn't seen before. She actually seemed to care for us. She was
so panicked! I heard her shouting sternly in the streets for
Mama.

"Claudia! Where are you, child?
Claudia!"

She looked all morning long for Mama.
She came back for me about an hour later and told me she hadn't
found her yet. That was the longest hour of my life. She asked
where Papa was and I told her he was at work in London.

"Good lord," She was panicked. "Did
your Mama have his work address in London, child?"

"I don't know. I don't
remember?"

Norah took my hand, closed the shop and
we went to the flat. I didn't have a key. We were hoping, somehow,
that a door or window was left unlocked.

"Maybe that one," I pointed to the
front window by the stairs, "Mama doesn't lock that one. It
sticks." I tried and tried to open it with no luck. Norah came
behind me and tried the window. She was a large, strong lady and
she managed to get the window open quite easily.

"Crawl on in now and let me in the
front door," She eased me into the window, "Careful you don't fall,
now." her voice gentle, strange.

I opened the front door and let Norah
in. We both searched and searched for pieces of paper. Anything
that looked like Papa's information in London. I was too young to
know what I was looking for, but I looked and looked hoping
something would make sense.

"Where's your Mama's desk,
child?"

"In the bedroom. Back there." I pointed
down the hallway.

We both ran to the bedroom and tried to
open the desk. It was locked and there appeared to be no way
in.

We tried for a few minutes to get the
desk opened. It was no use. The desk was firmly locked and wouldn't
budge. Not even with Norah's brute strength. Things didn't look
good.

I slung myself down on the bed and
began screaming, "Papa!! Papaaaa!!"

"Hush now, child. 'Till be all right,"
Norah picked me up and held me tight. "We'll find your Papa. We'll
find your Mama, too."






*****






Five






"Miss. Wake up, Miss."

"What time is it, Indigo," I said,
confused. "Have I slept?"

"It's nearly lunch time, Miss. I
thought I should wake you. You need to eat something."

She sat beside me, gently trying to
wake me. I felt her cool hands on mine as she stroked them so
softly.

"You cried in your sleep again, Miss.
Everything all right?"

She looked sad herself, which she
didn't often do. I must have looked quite a fright to make Indigo
sad.

"I think I'm OK. I don't remember
crying. Are you sure it was me?" I asked, but I knew full well it
was me.

"All due respect, Miss. But, who else
would it be?"

"Ah, Indigo," I forced a smile. "You
are right about that."

I knew I had been crying. I just didn't
think anyone had heard me. I couldn't sleep, again, and was
thinking back to when I lost Mama. I didn't like to talk about it.
But, to me, it seemed that's all I ever did. Oddly enough, the more
I thought of when I lost Mama, the closer I felt to her.

My mind gradually shifted back into the
room. Indigo had been saying something, but I only heard, "How
about a lovely brunch on the patio, Miss? Your Papa is coming to
visit today and I thought you two might enjoy that."

She had been wringing her hands again.
Her telltale sign of worry.

"Oh, Indigo. Stop that, now. I'm fine.
But I'll still take that brunch if you're offering." I
winked.

She giggled and helped me get up and
into my bathroom. The one thing I can still do on my own is dress
myself. On bad days, she would help. But, on this day, I needed to
dress myself. I chose a lovely deep blue shirt and grey trousers. I
always loved the combination of blue and grey. It reminded me of a
gentle storm.

It was a cool day, so I wanted to wear
long sleeves. I loved the way the wind felt as it pressed the silk
fabric against my arms. I almost felt like I could fly if the wind
were strong enough. Mind you, I didn't weigh enough to hold down a
piece of paper, so that wasn't a difficult thing to
imagine!

Indigo wheeled me out to the patio
through the french doors. The air was so sweet, with a hint of
lavender and roses, and I relaxed in my chaise lounge and sipped on
a cup of tea. I just sat there for what seemed the longest time as
Indigo prepared our brunch. Papa would join us soon and I wanted to
be looking better than when I first awoke. It felt so good to just
sit in the shade, enjoying the breeze. The tea was good, too. I
almost forgot that I had any problems, past or present. It was a
beautiful day.

I heard the doorbell quickly followed
by the sound of Indigo's feet running to the door .

"Good day, Mr. Adair, sir. How are
you?"

"Hello, Miss Indigo! I'm doing well.
And how are you, dear?"

"Fine, sir. Just fine. Come on out to
the patio. Miss Chloe is waiting for you there."

"Thank you, dear."

Papa patted Indigo on her shoulder. He
just adored Indigo. Papa felt she was like a part of the family. A
very important part.

I heard my Papa's feet getting closer
and closer until his head popped around the corner. He smiled, went
away and then peeked around again like a child. He always knew how
to make me smile.

"Papa!"

He rushed to greet me. "There's my
girl! Oh, my Chloe. It's so good to see you! Feeling well
today?"

With much determination to believe the
words myself, I replied, "A bit tired, Papa. But, yes. I feel
good."

He paused to take in the sight of me
appearing happy. I think he cherished those moments, as I didn't
have many in those days.

"Would you like a cup of tea? Indigo
made plenty. There's biscuits, too, if you're hungry."

"Thank you, my love. I don't mind if I
do. I'm starving!" Papa smiled, grabbing his slightly rounded
belly.

I was so happy on our visiting days.
The home he lived in, called Sparrow's Creek, had outing days once
every two weeks for the residents that could still care for
themselves. Papa just called it "The Sparrow" because he found it
annoyingly chipper! Indigo and I always asked him to live with us,
but he constantly refused. He endlessly said he "didn't want to be
a bother". He could never have been a bother. Not to mention that I
had plenty of money for us all for many, many years. I loved that I
could take care of Indigo so well. She said she would have been
happy with less, but why give her less when she deserved more? So
humble, dear Indigo.

Papa and I sat on the patio for a
little while and chatted about weather, news, books, music,
everything. Papa was such a well-read man. And I wasn't too shabby,
either. I had gone to college, after all. It was lovely to be able
to talk to Papa about things I used to talk to Freddie about.
Freddie and Papa were much alike. I think that's why I became so
close with Freddie. He was like my father when I was studying at
college. He taught me more than just books. He taught me how to be
alive. I'm a lucky girl to have had Papa and Freddie.

"Excuse me, Miss. Brunch is
served."

"Thank you, Indigo."

I expected Indigo to get my chair, but
Papa came around the corner, wheelchair in tow.

"Oh, Papa. Are you sure you can manage
me into the chair?"

"Well, sweet pea," He said, nervously,"
I think I can lift little old you!"

The doctors told him not to do any
heavy lifting, but Papa was a defiant patient.

"Up you go, Chloe. Grab around my neck
and I've got you."

I could feel his arms trembling. I was
more than a little scared, but what could I do?

"Papa... careful. Oh, Papa, watch
the—"

With a crash, the chair tipped over.
Papa had misjudged my hip and I knocked the top of the wheel.
Indigo stood there startled and not quite sure what had
happened.

Papa masked his fright with a chuckle,
"Oh, that could have been bad, huh? Good thing I didn't drop my
girl."

He kissed my forehead. He noticed my
eyes were quite wide with fright and my heart was pounding hard in
my chest.

"Oh, good lord," Indigo blurted out.
"You really could have done yourself a mischief, sir. Do be
careful. Not just for you, but for Miss Chloe. Please be
careful!"

Papa saw the fear he had caused. As
loving as he was, he didn't always see danger when it was in front
of him.

"Oh dear. I'm, uh…" He hesitated,
ashamed. "I'm so sorry."

He put me in my chair and didn't quite
know what to say. He kept rubbing his forehead with his finger and
thumb. He always did that when he was nervous or
troubled.

"If you'll, uh, excuse me for a moment,
I'll just go and wash my hands before brunch."

He slowly backed away from my
chair.

"Mr. Adair, sir. It's all right. I
didn't mean to be short with you."

"It's OK, Indigo. He'll be all right.
He's just so impulsive. It's what's always gotten him into trouble.
He really doesn't mean any harm."

"I know, Miss. I know." She looked so
far away as she watched him walk down the long hallway. "Let's get
you to the table, Miss."

Indigo wheeled me to the table and
placed my plate in front of me. Papa returned to the table and
continued on as if nothing had happened. He strolled to his chair,
sat down and rubbed his hands together.

"So, what have we got here,
Indigo?"

Proudly, Indigo introduced the table.
"Well, sir, we've got eggs florentine, buttered baby potatoes,
fresh greens from the garden and scones for you, Mr. Adair. I know
how you adore a good scone."

"And there's none better than yours,
Indigo. I should know. I've been everywhere and none could hold a
candle to yours! You've got the touch. That's for sure and
certain!"

"Thank you, sir." Indigo
blushed.

"He is right, you know. No one makes
scones like you. Or, anything else, for that matter. You certainly
are a talent, Indigo. And we reap the rewards!"

I could see Indigo was getting a wee
bit uncomfortable with all of the compliments, so I changed the
subject. Such an easy thing to make blush, our Indigo.

"So, Papa. Tell me about your latest
book."

"Oh, sweet pea. You know I've only just
started it. I don't even really know where it's going yet. I just
sit and stare at blank page after blank page most of the time.
Seems like I always get my ideas at the most inopportune times, if
you know what I mean. The only paper in there isn't worth writing
on! He he he," Such an old coot, my Papa,"'Specially up there at
the old sparrow!" barrels of laughter poured out of him.

"Papa. You silly boy!"

Papa noticed Indigo trying so hard not
to laugh. He just couldn't have that!

"Go on, Indigo, " He leaned in toward
her. "Give 'er a chuckle!"

"Sir, you are a silly one."

I could tell she was about to burst,
but she just wouldn't allow herself the luxury. She regained her
composure and had more tea. She poured more for Papa, and
myself.

"Oh, the pot is empty. I'll just nip
out to the kitchen and make some more. Can I get you anything else
while I'm in there, Miss? Sir?"

"No thank you, Indigo. I think we're
all right for now."

"Very good. Be right back,
Miss."

She lovingly held the teapot against
her chest and made her way to the kitchen. As her footsteps
drifted, Papa and I gradually calmed down from the
laughter.

Papa had the sweetest expression in his
eyes. "Oh, isn't our Indigo a charming one? Such a beauty,
too."

I hadn't seen that look in my father's
eyes for many, many years. Since Mama was alive. I didn't like it.
I found it rather creepy. I decided to ignore it and changed the
subject.

We chatted the afternoon away as we
discussed current events, books and the literary stuffs that made
us both tick. We went through pot after pot of Indigo's perfectly
brewed tea. I finally had the nerve to venture back into the
forbidden territory of Papa's new book. Indigo kept going back and
forth refilling the teapot. No wonder she stayed so
thin!

"Come on now, Papa. Seriously. Any new
characters, plots or anything you want to write about for the
book?"

"Chloe," His voice was drawn out,
tired. "I don't know, OK? It will be what it will be when it
decides it wants to come out. You're an author, too. You should
know these things."

"Yes, Papa, I know. I just want you to
make sure it doesn't leave your mind. A book not written is a sad
story in itself."

"Is it, Chloe?" He said, coldly, "Why?
Why is it sad that you can not make a character die or a baby be
born who will only live to regret ever being so? Write a war full
of bloodshed, innocence lost, or stolen, and anything else bad you
can imagine? There are plenty of injustices in the world without me
writing a story about a new one," his voice raised angrily. "Why
should I want to make that be known for others to see on paper? Why
should I make my past regrets known to everyone just so they can
judge me later. Face the humiliation of my bad decisions. Huh? Go
on, Chloe. Tell me!"

He slammed his fists on the table. I
jumped at the force of his anger.

He screamed again, "TELL ME," and I
didn't know what to say. I felt my voice tremble.

"Papa, please don't speak to me like
that," Anger built in my chest." I don't know what's come over you,
but I know it isn't my doing. You come back and talk to me when you
feel more calm. I won't talk to you when you're like this. I
won't!"

I started to roll myself away, but Papa
stopped me and turned me to face him.

"Listen to me, Chloe," His hands on my
face, "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry." Papa's gentle voice attempted to
soothe me.

"I can't talk to you like this. I've
never seen you like this except when... When—"

"Mama," He wiped the tears starting to
fall from my eyes. "I know sweet pea. I'm so sorry. I've just been
terribly unhappy at The Sparrow lately."

I became horribly uncomfortable as he
began to stroke my hair. Was this man in front of me my Papa, or
some ghastly impostor? He didn't appear to be the same man I
cherished as a child. He was so different. He was sincerely trying
to make up for his temper tantrum. Still, it seemed less than
genuine.

Papa continued on, "Everyone around me
is dying or getting closer to being bed-ridden. No one wants to
talk, or listen, to me and the stories I want to share."

"Papa," I pleaded with raised eyebrows.
"why don't you—"

"No," He quickly responded. "I can't
live here with you and Indigo. It's just not right."

"Why not, Papa? We both love you and
want you to be happy. Why can't you be happy here with
us?"

"That's just it. I'd be too happy.
Happier than I ever deserve to be."

"What are you talking about? Why
wouldn't you deserve to be happy?" I asked, confused.

"Oh, sweetheart. I can't explain. Not
now," His eyes searched the room, harshly and unsatisfactorily. He
was stalling. "I've gotten so tired. Besides, it's getting late. I
should be going soon."

"Papa," I softly cried.

"Ah, fresh tea." Indigo said as she
walked down the hallway, "Oh, goodness. You two all right?" she had
become perplexed at the shift of mood in the dining
room.

"Oh, yes. We're OK, aren't we sweet
pea?" He nervously waited through my long pause.

I honestly didn't know if either of us
were OK. I looked at him, and Indigo, and didn't know what to
say.

But, with a kind heart, I replied,
"Yes, Papa. We're more than OK."

Indigo poured three piping hot cups of
tea. The three of us sat there in the quiet calm. Though it was
getting dark, the air was still fresh and cool.






*****






Six






With Papa on his way back to the
sparrow, Indigo and I started thinking of sleep. Neither one of us
would sleep much on that night. Our minds were far too busy with
wondering.

Indigo helped me get settled for bed,
Then, she asked a strange question.

"If you wouldn't mind, Miss. May I ask
you something?"

"Of course you may."

"What ever happened to your
Mother?"

I sat on the edge of the bed while I
buttoned my night clothes and stopped mid-button. I looked around
to see Indigo waiting for a reply. Why was she asking now, after
all these years with no questions at all? I watched her sit,
fidgeting with her apron, nervously waiting for my response. I
could see in her big brown eyes that she regretted, in part, asking
me this question. I finally mustered a response.

"Well, um, I don't even know where to
start, Indigo. It was so long ago that I last saw her. Honestly, I
don't remember exactly how she ended up the way she did. Papa says
she was troubled since she was a child. She suffered with mental
problems all of her life and they finally got the better of
her."

I paused to tell Indigo she may as well
get comfortable if she really wanted to know the whole
story.

"Yes, Miss. I'd really like to know, if
you wouldn't mind. Shall I go and change? I won't be a moment,
Miss."

She barely paused for me to answer her
and she was off down the hallway. I could hear Indigo bumbling
about in her room. You'd think I was about to tell the secrets of
the universe the way she was acting. It still puzzled me a bit why
she had this sudden interest in Mama. Perhaps seeing Papa made her
curious. She rushed back down the hallway and paused near the door
to make it seem as though she hadn't been rushing.

She came around the door, red as a beet
from running, and sarcastically said, "Sorry it took me so long,
Miss."

"OK, then. I hope you're ready. This
could take a while as I need to think as I go."

"Yes, Miss. I'm ready."

We both got comfortable. Indigo, in a
huge wing-back chair with her feet on the ottoman, and myself
against my mountain of pillows. The candlelight set the mood for
what seemed an old ghost story on a dark stormy night. It was only
the middle of May, so no such night was present. But, nevertheless,
the mood was set. I started the only place I knew to start—that day
at the Tea Shop with Norah. I still didn't know exactly what
happened on that day. But, regardless of my faded memory, the story
began.

Norah had been trying to find Papa's
information at his work in London. After what seemed hours of us
trying to find anything at all with such information, the phone
rang. It was Papa calling Mama for their lunch time chat. I
answered, but Norah aggressively grabbed the phone from
me.

"Hello! Hello? Oh, Mr. Adair, sir. It's
terrible. Miss Claudia has gone missing!"

I could hear Papa's tense voice on the
other end of the phone. I didn't know what he was saying, but he
sounded so afraid.

"Yes, Sir. I tried looking there. I've
looked everywhere. D'you know where on earth the girl could
be?"

I heard a silence as Norah was
listening to Papa. He must have thought of a place Mama could be.
Norah looked as though she was trying to remember what he was
saying so she could ask me. Just then, she looked down to me,
sitting on the floor, and asked "Do you know where the rose garden
is, child?"

I muttered, "Yes," so
softly.

"Speak up, child. D'you
know?"

I started to cry a bit and then shouted
out, "Yes. I know where the roses are!"

Norah told Papa and then she handed the
phone to me.

"Papa! Papa! Mama's gone!" I
cried

"OK, Chloe. I need you to do something
for me now." His voice sounded so broken, but he managed to give me
a task to do to try and help find Mama. "I want you to take Norah
to the roses and see if Mama is there. Can you do that for
Papa?"

He sounded so frail and I thought he
may cry.

"Yes, Papa. I can do that. Is Mama
there? With the roses?"

I heard Papa crying and trying hard to
regain his composure. He sniffled and took a deep
breath.

"Ahhh..." He sighed, heavily. "OK, my
sweet pea. I gave Norah the number here at work. I am coming home
as soon as I can. But, if you find your Mama before I leave, I want
you to call me, OK?"

"OK, Papa. I love you."

With all the strength he could muster,
Papa said, "I love you too, sweet pea," I heard him speak Mama's
name in such a shaky, somber voice, "Claude" and then he began
crying again. He fumbled around trying to hang up the phone, the
connection went dead.

Norah and I headed straight for the
roses. I had an excellent memory for an 8-year-old. I went straight
there, without a second thought. Mama and I went there every day to
see her new friend, Thomas.

Suddenly, I saw Thomas and ran as fast
as I could to him.

With much heartbreak in my little
voice, I called out, "Mister Thomas!"

"Good heavens, child, "He bent down to
greet me. "What ever is the matter with ya?"

Norah caught up behind me and Thomas
saw her coming toward him. I looked up at Thomas and asked if he'd
seen Mama. He told me, regretfully, that he hadn't. My heart sank
and I began to cry even harder. Norah looked in his
direction.

"We have been looking for her, but no
one has seen poor Claudia since this morning. We don't know where
she may have gone," Norah had tears building in her usually strong
eyes. "The poor lamb. She was with her mother just before she ran
away. She came to me and I've been looking for her since this
morning. I'm at my wits end, sir. I don't know where else to
look?"

Norah was so exhausted. Thomas directed
her to a bench and told her to stay there with me for a
while.

I remember sitting there with
Norah—holding her big, rough hands that seemed so tender that
day—and I wondered if I'd ever see my Mama again. We tried, albeit
in vain, to comfort each other. I thought to myself "Where could
she be?" I leaned on Norah's side and she put her arm around me. We
swayed so gently as Norah sang old Irish folk songs. I didn't know
what they were at the time, and I could barely understand her, but
they seemed to calm Norah down and she started to look more
herself. In the gentlest voice she had, Norah asked me a
question.

"What do you and your Mother do when
she's not at the shop, child? Where else do you go?"

I was still a bit in shock seeing this
side of Norah. Why wasn't she like this all the time? I didn't
know, but I answered her the best I could.

"Well," I sniffed my runny nose hard,
trying to think of where Mama and I went. "We go to the bakery,
down by your shop. And, uh, we go to the flower shop by the water.
We go to the cemetery just to look at all of the stones.
And—"

"The cemetery, child?"

"Yes."

"Which one?"

"The one with the big tree at the
gate."

"St. Michael's?"

"I think so. I don't know?"

"When Thomas gets back, we'll go look
there for your Mama."

She looked like she'd gotten her
strength back and was ready to go look for Mama again.

"Oh, Thomas. Did you find
anything?"

"I'm sorry, no. I didn't find her in
any of her favorite places here. Did you think of anywhere else to
go?"

"Actually, Chloe remembered the St.
Michael's Cemetery. She and Claudia go there from time to time. Do
you know the place?"

"I do, in fact. There's a big rose
covered wall in the back that I told Claudia about," Thomas looked
energized, excited. "Oooh, I just bet she's there!"

We quickly headed to the cemetery.
Norah carried me, as my little legs were worn out, and she and
Thomas walked so fast I couldn't keep up anyway. We walked blocks
and blocks and we made it to the gate of the cemetery. Thomas led
the way. Thank goodness, she was there. My Mama.

Thomas told me to stay with Norah for a
moment and he went slowly, quietly up to her.

He spoke very softly, so as not to
startle my poor, confused Mama, "Claudia, child? What you doin'
here?"

"Thomas? Is that you? Nothing looks
like I remember," She was so bewildered, afraid. "Did you change
things around?"

She clearly thought she was at Thomas's
rose garden.

"No, child. My roses are over in the
park. Remember?"

"I know that, silly. Where do you think
we are?"

She looked around and slowly began to
realize where she was.

Thomas put his hand on her shoulder,
"Oh, sweetheart. We're not in the park."

"We're not," She slowly realized, "Oh,
we're not. Are we?" Mama said, shame in her voice.

"No, lass. Do you know where little
Chloe is? Where you left her?"

Thomas noticed Mama coming back to
life. She turned around to see Norah and Chloe. Mama was so
embarrassed and didn't know what to do.

"Oh, Thomas, "She turned her face away
from me and Norah, "I left my own child in the streets! I'm a
terrible Mother!" Mama cried on Thomas's shoulder and buried her
head deep in his chest. "I wish I knew what was wrong with
me!"

"S'alright, luv. 'Till be all right.
Let's go and see your little Chloe, then. Ay?"

Mama regained her strength and walked
over to me and Norah. She knelt down in front of me and took my
tiny hands in hers.

"My Chloe! I'm so sorry I left you.
Mama isn't feeling well," She paused to compose herself, "Are you
all right?"

"I'm OK, Mama. Are you OK?" I stroked
her face as she wept.

"Oh, I'm OK right now. But, I do think
your Mama needs to lie down. Norah, would you mind going back to
the flat with us?"

"Not at all, child," She patted Mama on
the shoulder. "Come on, then."

"Thank you, Thomas," She looked at him
with such humility. "I'll never forget what you've done for me. For
us."

"Think nothing of it, dear."

They hugged each other tenderly and
Mama kissed his cheek. She kissed Norah's cheek, too. We all walked
back to the flat together. Thomas made sure I settled in and Norah
helped Mama change her clothes and get into bed. Norah then called
Papa to tell him we'd found Mama, but he was already on his way
home.

"Your Papa will be home soon, Chloe.
He'll be so glad to see you both safe and sound."

Norah said the words, but she knew Papa
had so much more to deal with now. We all did. Mama had turned a
corner for the worse. The absolute worse.

Indigo, still perched on the edge of
her seat, was crying softly. She was so sensitive.

"Miss. I had no idea your mother had
been so ill. I'm so sorry."

"Thank you," I wiped the tears slowly
falling down my cheeks. "She got much worse before she got any
better. I'll have to continue her story another time. I've gotten
so weary of talking about it."

"Of course, Miss. It means a lot that
you are willing to talk about your mother to me. I hope you don't
think me nosy for asking."

"Oh, not really. It just puzzled me why
you asked all of a sudden. After all of these years. Did something
happen to make you ask?"

"Not really, Miss. I just heard your
father crying for your mother in the bathroom earlier today. It
just made me wonder."

"He was crying?"

"Yes, Miss. Just before you and he
raised your voices."

"Oh, you heard that, did you?" I said,
sheepishly.

"Sorry, Miss. But I couldn't help but
to hear. This house isn't that big," She smiled. "I do beg your
pardon, Miss. I am speaking quite out of turn tonight."

"Oh, nonsense. I'm not worried about
that at all. I'm just sorry you had to hear it. Papa and I argue so
little and it's always very emotional when it does happen. I just
didn't realize he was upset before we had words," I was starting to
realize Papa had much more hiding behind his sad eyes. "We were
talking about his new book he's writing and he just turned angry. I
asked what the new book was about and he was going on and on about
things he might write down. He said that it didn't matter what he
wrote. He didn't deserve to be happy. I didn't understand. But, I
think I'm starting to put some things together now. He was a great
father. I hope he knows that."

"Oh, surely he knows you think so
highly of him. Telling him the next time you see him may make him
happy."

"Yes, perhaps. I thought I did tell
him. Funny how we think we say things out loud, but we don't
actually speak the words. A cruel trick of the mind."

"Yes, Miss. The mind can be quite
cruel."

She pulled my covers up to make sure my
legs were all tucked in nice and cozy.

"Well, I think I'm off to bed then,
Miss. Do you need anything before I turn in?"

"No, thank you, Indigo. I'm
fine."

"All right then, Miss. Good night. And,
thank you."

She held onto the door frame and gave
me the loveliest look. She had tears in her eyes and she nodded and
left the room.

"Good night, Indigo."

I turned to my bedside table, took the
cardigan out of the drawer. I put it beside me, on my pillow. I
tried to calm down and go to sleep. But, all was lost.






*****






Seven






I didn't sleep, again. It had been
three days since Papa's visit and I hadn't told Indigo any more of
Mama's story. I didn't know why, but I felt so angry. I would just
sit in my room, despite Indigo trying to make me eat anything and
everything, and wonder what Papa had meant about being happy. I was
so deep in wonderment that I didn't even want my tea! I always knew
it was time to figure things out when I didn't want tea.

I remembered that I had a load of old
boxes from Mama in the house, somewhere. I had gotten them when she
died and had never gone through them. It just didn't seem like I
was supposed to at the time. I had no idea what they held inside.
Diaries? Letters? Old dolls? No idea. I needed to be brave. So, I
asked Indigo to help me.

"Indigo, could you come here,
please?"

After a slight pause, which I rarely
got from Indigo, she came down the hallway, charmingly out of
breath.

"Sorry for the delay, Miss. I was
starting the preparations for dinner," A smile still washed over
her face despite her breathlessness. "What can I do for
you?"

"Oh, I don't want anything to eat. I
was just going to ask for your help with something."

"Of course, Miss. What is
it?"

She wiped her hands on her
flour-covered apron and sat on the very edge of the chaise. I think
I swam around the request because I wasn't sure I wanted to open
the boxes. But, I finally blurted it out in a most non-eloquent
manner.

"Uh, there's some boxes in the... Well,
could you help me with. Oh damn it, "I exhaled, "Can you help me
find my mother's old boxes? There," I threw my hands up in the air.
"I asked!"

Indigo was quite bemused by my strange
way of speaking, and cursing.

"Yes, Miss. But, you see," She became
noticeably uncomfortable and began her elusive fidgeting. "I think
we had those boxes moved to permanent storage a few years
ago."

"What? When was this?"

"Don't you remember, Miss? Your father
had the boxes moved because you said they upset you being here in
the house."

Indigo wrung her hands nervously. Her
eyes grew larger the longer I took to respond. I indeed did not
remember having the boxes moved. Why would they upset me enough to
get them out of the house, and why don't I remember them upsetting
me? Or, the boxes being moved? None of this made any sense to
me.

"No, no," With disbelief, I kept on
insisting they must be found, "We must find where they were sent. I
need to get to them. I have to find something!" my tone was
disgustingly foul, despite my trying not to be, "Phone Sparrow's
Creek and tell Papa I need to see him as soon as possible. We've
got to get to the bottom of this!"

Indigo could only reply with a saddened
"Yes, Miss. Right away."

She quickly left the room to phone
Papa. I saw her glance back at me before she left. She looked so
confused.

I tried to calm down. I reminded myself
that my short temper was partly due to sleep deprivation. But, I
knew better. I could blame it on whatever I wanted. But—deep down—I
knew I was hard to deal with.

The thing was, I distinctly remembered
getting the boxes. Why did I not have any recollection of them
being moved? And, by my own suggestion? This was not good. Not good
at all.

"Excuse me, Miss. But I have just
spoken to your father's nurse at Sparrow's Creek. He was
unavailable. I left a message telling him to contact you as soon as
he returns."

"Well, where is he?"

"I don't know, Miss. They only said he
was out."

"Some place that is," I rolled my eyes
and crossed my arms. "It's not the first time they've not told me
where he was. I thought they were supposed to be watching
him!"

"I can see your upset, Miss. I'll come
back in a moment with some tea."

"I don't want any bloody tea," I looked
away, toward the sea. "All you ever try to do is feed me and give
me tea!"

I angrily wheeled myself to my bay
window. Indigo wasn't to blame for anything. I tried so hard to
keep that in the front of my mind.

After I calmed down for a moment, I
continued, "I need Papa to be here when I need him. Why will he not
live here with us?"

"Miss. I can't answer for your father.
I don't know what else I can do for you about this,
Miss?"

Her heart was so heavy. She walked
toward me and sat on the edge of my bed.

"Miss Chloe. You need to hear me
now."

Indigo rarely ever called me "Miss
Chloe". It usually meant something important was needing to be
said. My heart, and mind, began to race.

"I don't think you know as much about
your father as you think you do."

"Excuse me," I sat back with an air of
dissatisfaction. "What could you possibly know about my father that
I don't?"

"No, Miss. Please don't misunderstand
where I'm coming from," Her eyes widened, "Would you allow me to
continue, please? Miss?" she waited for my approval.

"Go on, then." I looked down at my
hands, resting in my lap.

"Your father, Miss, was a
doctor."

My gaze quickly spun back around to
Indigo. What in the hell was she on about? Papa was never a doctor,
was he?

"No he isn't," I blurted out very
matter-of-factly, "He's a retiree and part-time writer," confidence
was quickly slipping from my grasp. "You know that, Indigo! Stop
talking rubbish!"

"No, Miss. Your father was a doctor
before he and your mother got married. She had her troubles even
then and she was his patient."

"But, if you knew this, why did you ask
to know about her?"

"I only knew very little. I knew that
he saw her as a patient first, fell in love with her and then
became her doctor and her husband."

"But you are so much younger than me.
How do you know all of this?"

"Your father told me when you were ill
a few years ago. The same time you requested to remove the boxes.
The same time I had come to work for you. You were not at all well,
Miss. It was a bad time for all of us."

She put her hands on mine to reassure
me she wasn't lying. I could tell, even without her sincere
gesture, that she was being truthful. Indigo was a lot of things,
but a liar wasn't one of them.

"Your father gave you medicine to help
you, but it made you forget that entire time period. That's why you
don't know where the boxes went."

There was a long pause of silence. I
couldn't believe what she was saying to me. It all seemed so
unreal. Why would Papa do that? And why would he drug me so I
wouldn't remember something? I needed more answers. But, I couldn't
get them without Papa. He wasn't home. Then, I had a
thought.

"Did you really call Papa,
Indigo?"

"No, Miss. Your father had told me when
it was all happening that I could tell you what had happened if it
ever came up. That's also the reason you can't remember when I came
to work for you. Something in your mind kept me in your memory, so
it wasn't a shock when you started remembering and feeling better.
You just connected me to your past and your present. Before your
illness. Your Papa did it to help you, not to hurt you. He didn't
even know that the medication would have such an effect on your
memory. He didn't do that on purpose. Please," She begged with her
sorrowful eyes." You've got to believe that he did what he could to
help you."

"Go away, Indigo." I let go of her
hands and turned on my side.

"Miss, please—."

"I SAID GO AWAY!!!"

A cold chill consumed the air as I
shouted at my dear Indigo. I really wasn't mad at her, but she was
the only one I had. My anger simply gravitated to the nearest
possible person. Poor Indigo.

She reluctantly stepped away from my
bedside, "I will, Miss. But I'll be back. I'm not going to let you
push me away. Get angry at whomever you need to get angry with, and
I'll be here when you're through. I won't leave you, Miss." she
nodded toward my direction, but I closed my eyes. She slowly closed
the door.

I was so angry at Papa, Mama and
everyone else. Was any of my Papa's past true? Was he really who he
said he was? What else had he hidden from me?

I cried hard for well over an hour. I
got so upset that I soiled my bed sheets and clothes. Too
embarrassed to ask for help, I tried to get up and move to my
chaise lounge. My bed was quite tall, and my legs so weak, and I
tumbled, loudly, to the hard wood floor. As if out of nowhere,
Indigo rushed in to help me.

"It's OK, Miss. I've got you," Even
then, she was so gentle. "Did you hurt yourself?"

"Indigo," I said, harshly. "Just help
me to the chaise."

She put me safely on the chaise. I
watched her as she cleaned everything up and re-dressed the bed,
and myself. She left me clean and warm in bed, with a pot of tea
beside me. We didn't say a word to each other.

"I'm bringing you some dinner shortly,
Miss. I'll leave it for you in case you get hungry."

I said nothing to her. Not even a nod,
a look. Nothing. With all of the wondering my mind was doing, I did
feel a little hungry. I wouldn't eat in front of her, though. I
didn't want her to know I was hungry. I couldn't be mad and hungry.
Could I? I was too stubborn to give in to kind behavior just yet. I
needed to be mad at something, at someone, in order to figure
things out. Then I realized. That's why Papa got so upset at
brunch. That's why he didn't think he deserved to be happy. It all
started to make some sense.

I ate some dinner, drank some tea and
fell asleep with the lights on. I slept so hard that night and woke
so refreshed the next morning. Funny how a full belly, a good
temper tantrum and a cuppa tea helped me sleep! Things didn't seem
so urgent any longer. I knew something from my past, Papa's past,
and needed to learn more.

I couldn't help but find it interesting
that Indigo wanted to know more about Mama, and she's the one who
told me more about Papa. Strange timing as well. Purely
coincidental, I'm sure.

I managed to sling my dead-weight legs
over the side of the bed and I sat up completely on my own. I gave
my arms a good stretch and enjoyed the view out to the water from
my window. Indigo came into the room to check on me and found me
sitting upright.

"Oh, Miss! Look at you!"

It was as if the argument never
happened.

"I do feel better today, Indigo. I'm
sorry for screaming at you like a mad woman." I shamefully placed
my hand over my forehead.

"If I'm not used to that by now, Miss,
I never will be," She smiled her wide-eyed smile, "I'm just sorry
it upset you so. I knew it would and I've been dreading that for a
long time. Now maybe you understand why you couldn't remember when
I came aboard to assist you. I hope your father can tell you more.
I don't know much beyond what I told you. I did phone your father
this morning and he's coming to visit this afternoon," she told me
all of this while helping me into my chair. "I hope that was OK for
me to do, Miss."

"Actually, yes. The sooner I can figure
this all out, the better off I'll be. And that, in turn, will be
better for us all."

Indigo and I spent the morning together
with food and tea. I started to feel a little bit better. I dressed
myself again, too. I started to think that temper tantrums may not
be such a bad thing after all.

The doorbell rang at 3 O'clock
sharp.






*****






Eight






"Chloe! Chloe, come here!! I want to
show you something, sweet pea!" Mama cried. "Oh, there you are. Why
didn't you come when I called you?"

"I'm not a dog, Mother. Why do you
still talk to me like I'm a child? I'm 17 years old now!" I
screamed in a sour, spoiled manner.

"Well, excuse me. Maybe we should call
you sweet PEEEEE!"

She laughed, messing up my hair as she
walked by.

"Good lord, Mother. Leave me alone!" I
barked.

Since Papa had been away so long with
work, I had been left to tend to Mama when she was ill. I had
gotten used to all of her voices and tantrums and forgetful spells.
It made me so sad. I didn't know how to deal with it at the time,
so I just got angry instead.

Unfortunately, my bad temper did
nothing to help my poor Mama. I wished, so much, that I could go
back in time and be gentle with her. That was me. Me and my damned
short temper.

Mama was so excited to finally have her
own garden. We had moved out of the flat and down near the sea
front into the cutest little cottage. Ever since we'd moved in,
Mama was always outside.

"Chloe, please come here. I think
you'll be surprised!"

She anxiously awaited me to come to her
with begging eyes.

I mumbled to myself, huffed and puffed,
closed my book and put my homework papers away. All with a roll of
the eyes, of course.

"Yes, Mother. Coming," I was so bitter.
"Now, what is it you want me to see? What is soooo
important?"

I put my hand on my hip and cocked my
head to one side. My long hair hung carelessly in my
face.

Mama brushed my hair aside.

"Look. My climbing roses are in full
bloom! I finally cracked it," She was alive with happiness. "It was
the root ball. They were too deep in hard soil and they froze in
the winters in America. But here, I just had to mulch them and they
all lived. They all lived, Chloe! I'm so excited!"

"Well, I'll call the Queen myself and
tell her she just MUST come see OUR little, sad roses," I turned to
walk back inside the house. "Really, Mother. You probably won't
even remember that they are in bloom in a few days. You don't
remember anything for too long."

Mama grabbed my arm, looked at me
intently, and sadness began to fill her eyes. What had I done? I
killed a part of my own Mama. Sweet Mama. How could I? She threw
down her gloves and ran, sobbing, past the garden gate, into the
house. How could I have been so cruel?

I cursed that day so often in my head
and wished I could take it all back. This comment of mine drove
Mama into a bad depression so deep, so sad, that she didn't speak
to me again for many days. 10 days to be exact, not that I was
counting. She stayed in her room. Alone. She must have been so
angry and didn't know what to do with it. Mama didn't want to be
mad at me, and I shouldn't have been mad at her. Once I knew a
little more about her past, I regretted that day even more. That
little tantrum cost me dearly. I wished, oh, how I wished, I could
have taken it all back.

During those 10 days, things were
strange. Mama needed me, so I was there for her. I knew she
wouldn't speak to me, so I just did what I could to try and get her
to eat. Sound familiar? I always took good care of her physically.
But, I never knew how bad I was at dealing with her emotions until
I was old enough to know better. I wanted to be angry at Papa, but
he wasn't there. He was at work. Always. I just needed to be mad at
someone. I chose Mama.

The phone rang, much to my
dismay.

"Hello?"

"Hi sweet pea. It's Papa," Rather
carelessly, he continued. "How's your Mother doing
today?"

"Why don't you come home and see,
Father."

"Chloe," He sighed. "Don't call me
that."

"Why not, Father. Is something wrong
with saying that, Father?"

"Enough."

He sounded so defeated. He knew he had
no power over me any longer. He tried, but I was too stubborn to
give in to it. I remained angry all the time. He continued in a
sullen voice.

"I called to see how my girls were
doing and you treat me like a criminal. I just wanted to make sure
you were OK."

"Then why in the hell don't you come
home and see for yourself? How do you think it's been with you away
all this time? It's dreadful! Mama isn't herself at all and I don't
know how to help her. I feed and clothe her when she needs me. And,
when she is herself, she still thinks I'm 8 years old. I can't do
this anymore. I need to start living my own life. I want to go to
school and be away from all of this drama. Please don't tell me you
won't be home in time for me to go to school. Papa," I heard
nothing. "Did you hear me?"

"You listen to me, Chloe," His tone
changed from defeated to determined. "You will do what you need to
do to help with your mother. She needs you so much and loves you
completely. It's the least you can do—as her daughter—to make sure
that she is taken care of. Do you hear me?"

I hadn't heard him speak like that
before. It was quite sobering.

"Yes, Papa. I hear you."

"OK. Now, I need to be here, in London,
for a few more days and I will be back home next week. Please be
strong, and kind, and help your Mama," I could hear his voice
calming down and sounding like the Papa I knew and loved, "I'm
sorry for being so harsh with you, sweet pea." I detected a
softness that I had missed for many years.

"I'm sorry, Papa," I waited to hear him
speak again. "Papa? Are you there?"

I heard faint sobbing in the
background. Not only had I made my Mama cry, I had made Papa cry,
too.

"Papa? Are you OK?"

"Yes, sweet pea. I'm just so happy to
hear you call me Papa again. I love you."

"I love you too, Papa. I will try and
be better."

"I know you will, my sweet girl. I know
you will." With that, he said goodbye and we hung up the
phone.

Papa and I never fully drifted apart.
But, we did have a period where I just couldn't see him as my
beloved "Papa" for a while. I felt betrayed, and I had to make sure
he knew it. At that point. I think everyone knew it. I wasn't kind
anymore. I was mean. Plain mean. It was time to stop it for the
good of the family, and for the good of myself.

I went outside and picked Mama a
bouquet of the deeply blushing Tea Roses that had just started to
bloom. I thought she might like them by her bedside. I put the
roses in a vase, made some tea and took them to her room. She was
sleeping so softly and looked so innocent, like a child. I brushed
her soft, raven hair off of her forehead and she woke up. She
looked up to find me there, and her deep blue eyes turned back to
sadness. Mama turned away from me and went back to sleep. I asked
if she needed anything and she didn't reply. I closed the door and
I heard her sigh. Maybe, in the morning, she'd forgive
me.

I made myself dinner, did some laundry,
and checked on Mama again before I went to bed. I peeked into her
room and she seemed to be sleeping. I turned her light off and
said, "Good night, Mama." in a very soft voice as not to wake her.
I closed the door and headed down the hall. As I started to walk, I
thought I heard her say something so quietly. I peeked back into
her room, but she was indeed asleep. I closed her door and went to
my room.

I slept a little that night, but it was
rough. I was hoping I had dreamed the whole day. Would things ever
be back to normal for us as a family? I could only hope one day
we'd all be OK.

The two days passed and Papa was coming
home. I wanted him to come home, but I was saddened at what he was
coming home to. What had I done to our family? How could I possibly
look Mama in the face again and feel I was worthy of her love? At
that point, I had to start trying to mend what I had
broken.

I heard the doorbell and hurried to
greet Papa. Then it hit me. Why would he ring the doorbell? I
opened the door and there stood Norah.

"Hello, child!"

"Norah? Oh my goodness! What are you
doing here?"

I grew a giant smile on my face. She
hugged me and nearly squeezed the life out of me. It was
brilliant!

"Well, I had to come and see how my
girls were doin'. How are you, child?"

She looked me over, her hand on her
hip, and she seemed so happy to see me.

"Oh, I'm OK. You know how it
is."

I resisted the urge to tell her more.
But, I knew she could see it in my face. Norah had gotten to know
me very well over the years. When she and her husband retired, they
moved north and we hadn't seen them in a year or so. It was a
surprise I was not expecting, and it was a surprise to be so happy
to see her.

"Are you up for visitors, the lot of
ya's? Don't be shy now. We'll be off quicker than a randy schoolboy
whose folks went to the shops on a Thursdee evenin' iffin' we'll be
any troubles to ya."

I laughed and laughed! Oh, that Norah.
I had to compose myself.

"No, no. Don't be silly! You are so
welcome to stay with us. Papa will be here soon, too! He'll be
overjoyed to see you both!"

"Ah, good then." She turned toward her
husband, "'Salright, luv. She's fine with it!" she shouted, "His
hearin'... you know, it isn't any better," Norah shook her head.
"Poor sausage."

Mr. Norah nodded at his wife and got
the bags out of the cab. Norah and I walked into the house
together. It was so good to see her.

"And your Mama, dear. How is
she?"

"Um, about the same. No better, no
worse." I looked down at the ground so she couldn't see my
shame.

"No, no, dear. We'll have none of that
mopin' around," She took my chin and forced my head upward. "Head
up. Shoulders back. There ya go, lass!"

She always knew how to make me perk up
and stop feeling sorry for myself. She was my "other mother" when
Mama was ill, and I've never forgotten that.

"Is she in? Would she like a visitor?"
Norah asked quietly.

"Oh, she's here. She's in her room, has
been for days. We had a bit of, um, a bit of an
argument."

"Well, what's new, child?" She patted
my shoulder. "You're not the easiest lass to get on with at times,
you cheeky thing! Now, you go and make some nice tea for us. I'll
go see if Claudia will see me. Off with ya, now!"

She gave me her orders in that old
'"tough as nails" Norah way that I grew up with. I needed that. It
felt good.

Norah walked to Mama's room as her
husband and I put their things in the guest room. He grumped about
with the luggage, taking a suitcase from me rather forcefully, and
then fell asleep in the chair by the bed. Poor little thing. He was
always so tired. With Norah as a wife, I could certainly see
why.

I watched as Norah went to knock on
Mama's door, but she had a moment of reluctance. She looked as
though she thought she may be intruding. I was surprised. I'd never
seen Norah back away from anything, ever! But, knock she did, and
Mama answered.

"Go away, Chloe." Mama exclaimed in a
harsh voice.

"Oh, now is that any way to greet a
visitor, then?" Norah asked, as she opened the door.

Mama turned around and got out of her
bed. She walked over to Norah, stared at her in disbelief and then
attacked her with a hug.

"Is it really you? I'm not dreaming, am
I?"

"No, child. 'Tis me all right! In all
the mighty flesh that is Norah!"

She waved her large arms and nearly
smothered Mama with affection. Mama needed that. Norah shut the
door and I continued on my way to the kitchen. I never was a good
spy.

The two laughed and talked for a while
alone in Mama's room. Norah being Norah, I could hear her every
word from the kitchen. She wasn't much for whispering anyway. I was
just happy to hear Mama talking and laughing again. If only she
would have talked to me. But, some was better than none. I was just
happy for her.

I made the tea and made enough for
Papa, too. I was a bit overwhelmed at the surprise visit of Mr. and
Mrs. Norah. It was wonderful to hear life in the old, quiet house
again. I sat the pot of tea on the kitchen table. At that moment, I
heard the front door open. I ran to greet Papa and he saw me
coming. I charged at him, ready for a hug.

"Papaaaa!!"

"Well, I would ask how you are, but I
think I can tell. Hello, my pretty girl!" Papa wore the most
satisfied smile on his face.

"Oh, Papa. You'll never guess who else
is here. You'll be amazed. Guess! Just guess!" I said, as if I were
8 again.

"Well now, let's see. Could it
be—"

Just then, he heard the bold, brash
voice of Norah coming from the hallway.

"Norah? Oh my word! I can't believe it!
This is magic!"

"Elijah, bless yer cottons! How are
you, my boy?"

Papa was so silent. He stood so still
for a moment and took everything in. He looked up at Norah, started
to cry, and began to shake. Norah got worried.

"Eli? You all right, luv," Her voice
went soft as she took Papa by the hands. "What's the matter,
child?"

Papa still stood there, silent and
shaking. "I don't know what to say. I'm just so
...so..."

Papa's voice was hushed. He was not
well, and Norah could tell.

"Come 'ere, luv. We'll have the tea
little Chloe made for us. Come on, then."

Norah led Papa to the table and sat him
down. I got the cups and biscuits and fetched Mr. Norah from the
bedroom. As I went to get him, Norah spoke to Papa.

"Elijah. Has something else happened?"
Papa said nothing. "Why are you so upset, luv?"

Norah always got quiet when she was
worried. She was truly concerned about Papa.

"Norah?" He asked in a
whisper.

"Yes, dear boy?"

"How is Claude doing today?"

"We just had a lovely chat. She's
getting cleaned up. She's out of bed now, dear."

She took his hand in hers and smiled at
him, as if to say "You don't need to talk now." Norah nodded at him
and they both sat in silence for a moment. I saw them from the
hallway and wondered what they were saying. I could only see the
back of Papa's head and I heard Norah humming. They began gently
swaying back and forth and Papa started to calm down. He'd stopped
shaking and let go of Norah's hands. He seemed better.

"Oh, Norah, I am so
exhausted."

He stretched his arm out onto the table
and rested his head in his hand. He sighed a big sigh of
relief.

"I'm so glad to be home. Even if it is
only for a few days, I'm home now."

He looked at Norah and then turned to
see me in the hallway staring at him. Mr. Norah was behind me
waiting for me to go ahead. We finally started to walk to the
kitchen. Mr. Norah didn't move unless someone in front of him was
already moving. He was a true follower in every sense of the
word!

"Right, then. Who wants tea?" Norah
asked, brusquely. "I'll be Mother today."

She laughed her hearty Norah
laugh.

A gentle voice responded, "I'll have
some, too."

It was Mama. She stood in the hallway,
looking at all of us, and slowly walked toward the kitchen. She
took her place beside Papa, hugged him and gave him a kiss. Papa
took Mama's hand and Mama leaned onto his shoulder.

"Ouch, mind the tea, luv!" Mr. Norah
griped.

"Oooohh, I'm so sorry, dear. I didn't
watch my pouring. How bad of Mother! You all right, luv? Didn't
burn you, did I?"

In a very matter-of-fact way, Mr. Norah
simply replied, "No. I'm all right. No worries."

He went right along preparing his tea
and taking more than his share of biscuits. He never really added
to the conversation. But, he sure was a character!

"Will you pass me a biscuit,
Chloe?"

"Uh, yes," I fumbled for the biscuit
tin. "Here you are, Mama."

She had forgiven me. We didn't need any
long, drawn-out explanations. What was done was done. We could
finally move on. I was so relieved.

We sat around the table and enjoyed our
tea, biscuits and much conversation. Mama even opened up to all of
us about how she'd been feeling. Papa did the same. It was a good
"'cleansing" tea session. We went through three pots of tea, too!
We never wanted that afternoon to end. But, end it must. Evening
was quickly approaching. And with it, another day.






*****






Nine






Things were strange as I prepared to go
off to university. It's what I always longed for, but it felt
strange to get what I wanted after all that time of asking for it.
Mama wanted me to go to university more than anything. We had made
a mends with each other, and the past, and things were going well.
She still, of course, had her bad days and long spells of
confusion. In turn, I had slowly learned how to be a better
listener and not be so selfish all the time. I was only 17, but I
should have known not to act so defiantly with Mama.
Teenagers.

Thanks to Norah's visit, Papa learned
how to better deal with Mama and her illness. She seemed much
better before I went away. She and Papa had once again become the
cute couple I would see kissing by the stove when I was 8 years
old. I was happy, and so were they.

I longed for school and dreaded it all
at the same time. I used to panic in the middle of the night
thinking about how Mama would manage. Funny how egotistical one can
get when taking care of someone. You feel as if they won't survive
without you. But, survive she did, and very well, I might add! When
Papa took over, it gave them the chance to be alone together. That
was something that hadn't happened in many, many years. It was
almost like a second honeymoon for them. Almost.

The day before I left, we all three had
a lovely dinner together. Mama and I cooked and Papa set the table.
It was time to eat!

"Dinner's ready, Eli!"

"Oh, lovely. I'm starving and it smells
heavenly! Only my two girls could cook up a feast like this!" His
mouth began to water.

"Would you like wine or water,
dear?"

"Wine for me, thanks!" I said in a
jocular tone.

"Oh, no! No wine for you just yet,"
Papa smiled,. "But, we can't watch you up at uni, so just remember
this night! Wait until your older before you start on any drink!"
his tone a bit more serious.

"I know, Papa. I don't even know how
you guys drink that nasty grape juice! It stinks!"

I lightly smacked Papa with a napkin
and ran so he couldn't smack me back. I looked back and smiled at
him for a long time.

Mama sat the lovely roast lamb on the
table. It was a thing of beauty with the roasted potatoes, carrots
and the mint sauce along side it. It looked so lovely, and
delicious.

"Don't forget the bread, sweet pea,"
Papa added. "You know that's my favorite part of the
meal!"

"It's coming, Papa. Hold your horses,"
I placed the bread near Papa on the table. "Mama? Where is the
butter?"

"Oh, dear. I nearly forgot. Will you
get it, luv?"

"Got it."

I sat down and looked at the marvelous
feast Mama and I had created together. I felt very emotional all of
a sudden and decided to say something.

I stood up, raised my glass of milk and
said to my parents, "You are both so dear to me and I just wanted
to take this moment to thank you. You have taught me some
incredible lessons in my life so far. I know things aren't always
easy for our family. But it's our love that keeps us strong. I just
want you to know how much I love you both and—"

The words were there, but I began to
cry uncontrollably. It's really hard to talk and cry at the same
time! So, I regained myself and continued on.

"And, I thank you for the opportunity
to go to university. It means so much to me, Papa, that you came
home. I know it does to Mama, too. You are a great father and you
provide so very well for this family."

I stopped for a moment to just look at
their teary faces. I looked at Mama and she was so happy for us
all. She stood up.

"My dear little Chloe. I have never
stopped to say thank you for all you've done for me. If it weren't
for you, I'd be so much worse off than I am now. Thank you, dear
sweet pea, for taking care of me all of these years. I know you had
to grow up too fast and for that I'm truly sorry. I never meant to
rob you of any childhood, but I did."

"Oh, Mama. No you didn't," I wiped the
tears from my eyes with my napkin.

"Chloe, I know I did. You don't have to
walk on eggshells for me, sweetie. I am not well. I know that. You
help me see everyday that life is worth living. You do too, Eli,"
She looked lovingly at Papa, " I would be nothing without the both
of you. You two are my life. I want everything for you," she paused
to collect herself. "And for the first time in years, I want
everything for me, too! Thank you both for bringing me back to
life!"

We all stood there, glasses raised, and
had a nice cry of happiness together.

And then, Papa announced, "OK, then.
Why don't we eat this lovely feast before it gets cold," Tears
welled up in his eyes. "Cheers! To love, life and our little Chloe
going to university! May she outsmart them all!!"

We clinked our glasses and served up
the food. We ate and talked all night and thoroughly enjoyed every
moment. We told old stories of our dear America, and of our
adventurous England. We even joked about how horrible I had gotten
for a while there. It was so good to talk to my parents as adults.
I wasn't quite an adult yet, but I had a good start.

Eventually, morning came and it was
time for me to go. Papa and Mama were going to take me to the train
station and we would say our goodbyes there. We drove up to the
station and enjoyed the autumnal scenery as a family. Mama said how
beautiful all of the leaves were and how she loved the cool, golden
mistiness of autumn. I agreed with her. Autumn slightly depressed
Papa. He felt everything looked dead and he didn't like
it.

"Oh, Papa. Cheer up. It may never
happen!" I joked, trying to lift his melancholy mood.

That was an expression we learned in
England. It confused me at first, as a young child, but then Papa
explained. It meant that you should look on the bright side of
things. The bad thing you think is going to happen may never be.
So, cheer up. It may never happen. Brilliant! Only in England,
yeah?

Papa smiled at me as he drove. He was
talking about our first cab ride over here when we got off the
boat.

"Remember sliding all over that cab,
Chloe? I know you remember it, don't ya Claude?"

He laughed and laughed. He wanted to
laugh to keep from crying. We had never been apart as a family for
long. I would be away at school for the first time and I wouldn't
see them for about 6 months. He was worried about me. Who was going
to take care of his little sweet pea?

Mama responded "Yeah, Eli. We didn't
even know where we were going, did we?"

She giggled joyfully in the back seat.
Mama liked the back seat. You couldn't see where you were going,
unlike the front seat, and Mama liked that. Actually, Mama loved
surprises.

"Is it this platform, then? I always
get so confused at these stations."

"I think we go to platform 3, Papa. Not
4. Just down here."

"Thanks, sweet pea. You do always pay
attention."

Despite his large smile, I could see
the pain in his eyes. He stayed like that the whole trip. He was
happy for me, but he was sad to see me go. I also thought maybe he
was afraid of what life would be like with only him and Mama. After
all, they hadn't been together long before I came along. So, they
never really had their own life as a couple. They fell in love
quickly and got married just as quick. At least, that's the story I
knew.

We got my bags out of the car and
loaded them onto the luggage cart. I presented my ticket and it was
boarding time. Papa and Mama stood there, holding hands, and didn't
quite know how to say goodbye. Mama had both of her hands on Papa's
and she was patting them nervously. Her feet wouldn't stay still
and she kept swaying back and forth.

"OK, then. I guess I'd best get on the
train."

Before I could finish my sentence, Mama
grabbed me and hugged me tightly. We stood there, embracing each
other, for what seemed an eternity. Yet, when we let go, it seemed
like it hadn't happened yet. Then, Papa hugged me quickly,
tightly.

"You let us know whenever you need
anything. Anything, you hear," He hugged me again. "You go and show
'em what you can do. Use that brilliant mind of yours! And, most
importantly, don't you go worrying about us. We'll be fine. We'll
see you in the spring and you can tell us all about what you're up
to."

Papa was so sweet. He tried not to cry,
but there was just no stopping it. We were all in tears by the time
I left.

With one last hug to Mama, I finally
boarded the train. I stepped up and didn't look back. I felt that
if I had looked back I never would have gone. A big part of me
wanted to stay and just be with Mama and Papa. But, then my life
would never change. I needed a change. It was not going to be easy
at first. Hell, the train wasn't even moving yet and I was having
second thoughts. I made myself stay in my seat and I waved to them
from my window. They were both still crying, but they looked like
they were going to be fine. Papa was holding Mama so sweetly and
they were swaying back and forth waving as the train gained more
and more speed. I didn't know how long they stayed watching the
train, but I had to turn away.

After what seemed an eternity, real
time of only about an hour, I arrived at the station near the
university. A nice gentleman directed me toward the cab stand. My
bags were put into the trunk and I was on my way. Naturally, I
thought of my first cab ride in England. Papa had just been talking
about it and it was nice to have that memory so fresh in my mind. I
imagined me, Mama and Papa all sliding around, laughing, and not
knowing what our future held in England. Funnily enough, I sat in
the cab, though not sliding around, not knowing what my future held
at university.

Then, I finally reached the school. My
word was it large! I had no idea where to go. I found the directory
and made my way to the admissions office. They told me where to go
and made no extra effort to make me feel welcome. Mind you, they
weren't mean. It all just felt so cold, so lonely and quite
terrifying. But, there I was. Alone at school waiting for my future
to show itself to me. I lugged my bags up the stairs toward my
room. My soon-to-be roommate was not yet in the room, so I got to
unpack by myself. I was grateful for that as I was far too frazzled
to speak to anyone at that point. It also meant I could pick the
better bed, which I happily did!

I unpacked and got everything set up
nicely and organized my clothes in the closet and chest of drawers.
It was small, but it did the job. Less room meant less to
clean.

Dinner time rolled around and I found a
cute little place for dinner on the school grounds. I ate and had
some tea and then took a nice walk to get my bearings. The more I
walked, the better I felt. I made it back to my room around eight
o'clock that evening and got ready for bed. I still had no
roommate, and I was perfectly fine with that.

I sat alone in my new room and wrote a
letter to Papa and Mama. I told them of how weird it was to be so
free to walk around and have nothing to do with an entire evening.
I already missed them. I didn't focus on how much I missed them,
though, as I didn't want to make them think about how much they may
miss me. I'm sure we all felt a bit of separation anxiety. How
could we not? But, I was going to like living on my own. I could
just tell. I signed my name, and then I was off to sleep. Oddly, I
slept very well.

Classes started in a couple of days, so
I still had another two days to get comfortable before my hectic
schedule started. My courses would include mainly English courses,
since I was going to make Writing my major. But, I also had the
typical Math courses and History to do as well, much to my
dismay.

I took walk after walk on those two
days of freedom and I got to know the little town where I would
live for the next few years. It was weird not to have to do
anything for anyone but me. I didn't like it at first, but I soon
got used to it.

My first day of classes arrived and I
was so excited to get my studies going. My brain was longing for
something to do. I was going to have plenty to do from that point
on. Plenty!

I walked into the English department
and chose a seat. In university class rooms there is no assigned
seating. You just grab a spot and sit. So, I did. I was very early,
so I was the first one there. I chose a prime spot near the front.
Not front row, of course. But, a couple of rows back. I always felt
the closer I was to the person talking, the more I would
understand. But, too close, and all was lost. It was perfect. I
picked a good spot.

The room started to fill more and more
and I was all alone in my comfy second row. Everyone else sat far
away, in the back, all clustered together. I knew no one, so I just
sat on my own and waited for the professor. We waited, and waited,
and it was quite a few minutes past time for class to
begin.

Eventually, the professor walked in. He
sat his tattered leather bag beside his chair, unbuttoned his faded
blue cardigan, glanced up at the clock, and rolled his eyes. Then,
he reluctantly announced who he was to the class.

"Good morning, people. I am Professor
Rosemont. Welcome to literary hell."






*****






Ten






"Good morning, Miss. It's nearly noon,
so I thought I should wake you to have something to
eat."

Indigo stood at my bedside. She gently
patted me on the shoulder to wake me up.

I started to stir and realized what was
going on.

"Oh, good heavens! Indigo? Did you say
nearly NOON?"

She smiled and put down the tray of
food and tea.

"S'alright, Miss. You must have needed
the rest! Did you sleep well?"

She knew I had slept until noon on many
a morning. It wasn't that unusual, but she was good at humoring
me.

"You know, I fell off to sleep pretty
late, around 2 am I think, but I don't remember waking any in the
night. Quite the marathon sleep, wouldn't you say?"

I giggled. I was not yet fully awake,
and felt as though I had just woke from a deep, deep sleep for
years and years. I felt very elated and happy—like something
extraordinary was going to happen today. I often felt like that,
but nothing ever came of it.

I took a big bite of my warm,
jam-slathered scone.

"Oh my, Indigo. These scones are
beautiful this morning! Did you do something different?"

"No, Miss. Just my usual cream
scones."

"My dear girl. There is absolutely
nothing usual about your scones. You make the best scones in all of
England! But, you now that. Papa and I tell you that all the
time."

"Goodness, Miss. Thank you!"

"Why don't you sit down and have one
with me."

"Oh, Miss. I really should get to other
things in the house. If you remember, your father is coming to
dinner tonight. I've got a lot of work to do for the dinner
preparations. He's bringing someone with him. He wouldn't say who!
He said it was a surprise for you."

"A surprise," I paused. "For
me?"

I rose out of my scone induced comfy
cocoon to ask more questions.

"Who would I…"

Suddenly, I realized who it may be.
After all this time? Could it be?

"Oh my word, Indigo. I think I might
know who the mystery guest is." I squiggled around in the bed like
a kid.

"Well, who is it, Miss Chloe? Who could
it be?"

"Well, you might know this person, too.
I don't want to ruin a surprise for you as well. But, I really
think I know who it is."

"Go on, Miss. Won't you tell me?
Please?" Her big brown eyes begged to know who the guest
was.

"No, silly girl. I shan't tell you and
then you be disappointed if it isn't who I think it may be. But
ohhh if it's who I think it is—"

"Oh, Miss. You big tease!"

She laughed and jumped around the room.
I loved how spirited she was. It gave me new life just being around
her when she was like that.

"Now— my silly, silly girl—sit you down
and have a bloody scone with me!!" I flippantly threw a pillow at
Indigo.

"Yes, Miss. Right away,
Miss."

She danced to my bedside, smiled, sat
down and sighed a big sigh and enjoyed her scone. A delicious
scone, made by her own hands.

Indigo so rarely took any time for
herself. She seemed to live only to make my life easier. Her
gentleman friend, also known as her lover, couldn't take her being
at my beck-and-call, so he went on his merry way. She didn't like
that I called him her lover. But facts are facts! I heard
everything happened at night in this house. I don't know why, but
it embarrassed her so to be thought of as having a lover. She was
so modest, Indigo. But, where did my point go?

Ah, yes. The so-called "gentleman". He
didn't give a second thought to her. He thought with his nether
region and never treated her like the true lady of grace and
kindness that she was. She was better off without him, if you ask
me. He was gone. She was happy. I was literally all she had. Well,
me and Papa. She never mentioned her parents, or any other family
for that matter. I thought I heard her speak of a brother years
ago, but I never knew for sure. She was nothing if not full of
mystery. I didn't even know where she was born? But, if I had
learned anything since Indigo arrived, it's not to speculate. It
would only get you into trouble.

"Boy, I'm not such a bad cook, ay
Miss,"She smiled at me from the chaise lounge. "Thank you for
making me sit down, Miss. Now I have even more energy to continue
with my work! I swear. Sometimes I do forget to eat."

"Oh, Indigo! You must never forget to
eat! I shall start asking you if you have from now on."

I could see the sigh building in her
chest. She regretted telling me that. I already poked my nose into
her life enough as it was.

Indigo gave me something to focus on
besides myself. If I worried about her, I didn't feel so bad about
me. Little old me. Unable to walk, barely able to wheel myself
around and unable to bathe myself. Well, when I looked at it that
way, it's a wonder I wasn't more depressed! But, Indigo filled me
with hope. Something I' would have surely been without if she
wasn't around.

We both had our fill of scones and tea.
Then, Indigo helped me bathe and dress. She then cheerfully wheeled
me out onto the back patio. I did so enjoy sitting out amongst the
waves. The fresh air did wonders for me, too.

I had been reading my old university
poetry books and thinking of Freddie. I'd never forget that first
day I met him in class. I thought I was really in trouble! But, as
it turned out, he was such a special person in my life. I often
read the very same poems he taught to me and thought of him
fondly.

I was totally unaware of how much time
had passed.

In such a 'hoity toity' manner, Indigo
asked, "Tea, Miss?"

She was so silly at times. I loved
it!

"Why thank you, good lady," I bowed to
her from my chair, "I would get up, you know, but the old legs are
dead as doornails!" I chuckled.

"Oh, Miss. You are a such a bad girl."
She whispered.

In a high-pitched voice—coming from a
somewhat demented area of my brain—I responded,
"Cheeky!!"

We both howled with laughter. Our sides
developed quite the stitches in them. We nearly burst!






"Oh, Indigo. You mustn't make me laugh
so. It wears me out! I'll never recuperate for the dinner
guests!"

Indigo was still laughing and turned to
me, shaking her head, "I am sorry, Miss. I'm just in such a
wonderful mood today."

"Any special reason for your good mood,
dearie?"

"No, Miss." Her reply so coy, so shy.
"Just woke up feeling lovely and excited."

"You know, I did that today, too.
Wonder what's in the air that made us so spry this good
day?"

"I don't know, Miss. But, I'm certainly
not complaining. I haven't had this good a day in ages. It's so
nice to be happy and silly with you for no particular reason. Life
is good and we need days like this to remind us that the everyday
is just as special as the grandest occasion. I love my life here
with you, Miss. More than you know."

"Aw, dear girl. I love my life with
you, too."

Indigo reached down to hug me and then
she danced away with the duster.

"I'll be back in a moment,
Miss."

I watched the slim silhouette of the
darling girl dance away—far away—into the dark part of the house.
She was something else. I watched her for a moment, wishing I could
dance with her, and then turned my attention back to the sea and to
the poems of my youth.

As I read, and re-read, the poems of
Mr. Langston Hughes, William Wadsworth Longfellow and Edna St.
Vincent Millay, I thought of Freddie. He was such a rebel of a
professor. He took such daring chances with his course. Many of the
other professor's thought he was a bit too daring at times. But, in
my opinion, that's what made him great.

I learned so much just in a few select
poems that first day of class. I always got poetry pretty quickly.
But Freddie, that is Professor Rosemont, made me stop and savor the
smallest poems and get every last drop of life out of them. We'd go
over the same poem again and again and discuss what it meant to
individuals in the class. Some people just didn't get it. They
couldn't grasp the concept of poetry not always being literal. One
thing you didn't want to do was get on Professor Rosemont's bad
side. He'd simply kick you out of the class and give you a failing
grade for that semester. No question! So, I obeyed his rules and
paid strict attention. Thank goodness I did. It really paid
off.

The time flew by gracefully, like the
sweet evening wind coming off the sea. Before I knew it, Indigo was
coming to get me ready for dinner.

"Oh my, Indigo. Time for dinner
already?"

"Not quite, Miss. Just letting you know
our guests will arrive in an hour or so. I saw you out here looking
so comfy in your chair and thought you may have fallen
asleep."

"Oh, no. Just thinking of the past.
Freddie. You know."

"Ah, yes. Freddie. I know you miss him.
I'm sure he misses you too. You were close as any two people could
be in life, weren't you? I know you think yourself fortunate to
have had such a dear friend. But then, I only know what you've told
me. I wish I could have met him myself," Indigo paused, sadly.
"What ever happened to him anyway, Miss? That is, if you don't mind
me asking?"

"Well, I don't know that I have the
time, or energy, to tell you Freddie's story just now Indigo. Maybe
tomorrow."

I said the words before I realized what
exactly it was that I had said. Was I ready to talk about Freddie
and what happened? I didn't know. But, maybe it was a good
thing.

"Lovely, Miss. I look forward to it!
I'd love to know Freddie... even if it can only be through
memories."

She rolled me into my room, still
chatting away, and prepared me for dinner. I wanted to wear my
favorite blue and grey silk outfit. It made me feel so much like a
lady. A true lady.

Whenever Papa would visit, I wanted him
to know I was OK. More than OK, if I could manage it. I never
wanted him to feel guilty for me being the way I was. Papa was a
guilt-riddled man who would not let himself be forgiven by anyone.
Especially himself. After the last couple of arguments we'd had, I
needed him to know I didn't hold a grudge. Hard for me to do, yes.
But, I was willing to try. I didn't want to lose Papa. Losing Mama
was hard enough.

I was ready—donned in blue and grey—
and sitting impatiently in the front room. I didn't usually sit in
there, as it felt a bit too formal at times, but there I was. Alone
in the grand, lovely room with the fire roaring away. It was just
starting to get dark—appropriately enough for dinner time in late
Autumn—and I started to feel so excited to see my surprise. I had a
hunch, but I wasn't sure. I sat there, waiting and waiting, and
realized they still wouldn't arrive for nearly a quarter of an
hour. I got my strength up and wheeled myself into the kitchen to
talk to Indigo. She didn't like me doing that, but tough! It was my
house, and my rules, after all.

I rolled slowly, but surely, down the
long, wide hallway in the ever-increasing dim light. I heard Indigo
singing and clattering dishes around. It was such a sweet sound.
Loud, but sweet. I must have startled her because she turned around
to see me in the doorway and nearly leapt 5 feet into the
air!

"OOOHHH!!! Goodness sakes, Miss! You
scared the life out of me," She grasped her chest and began to
laugh, "Well, there go another ten years, Miss! That was a good
one," she leaned against the counter to compose herself. "Now,
Miss, did you need something?"

"Oh, no Indigo. Just got bored and
fidgety waiting in that front room all alone. Thought I'd come back
and see what was happening in here," I peeked under a cake server
to find my favorite chocolate cake staring back at me. "Oooohhhh!
Is that our dessert tonight?"

"Miss. No peeking! You'll spoil your
dinner."

After she put the top back onto the
cake saver, she walked back to the main oven to pull out a
gloriously gleaming rack of lamb. Following that was a gorgeous
tray of roasted carrots and potatoes and a fresh loaf of beautiful
bread—still crackling and hot, she put it on the cooling
rack.

It was indeed a lovely kitchen. Indigo
said all the time how she loved working in her kitchen. She taught
me to make her scones a couple of times, but I never could remember
how to do it on my own. Plus, they never tasted as good as hers. I
did manage to cook every once in a while, when I had the strength
to do so. I did a lot of baking because I could reach everything on
my own. Indigo secretly kept an eye on me when I cooked in case
something were to happen. Getting things out of the oven was a bit
trickier than putting them in. Once I nearly dropped the hot tray
on my lap. Indigo was there in a flash and prevented the disaster!
Oh, bless her. Bless her!

"Do you want to take these out to the
table, Miss?"

She knew I liked to help when I could.
It made me feel more complete when I could do something to help
around the house.

"Oh, of course." I had my hands out,
happy to offer any help.

I sat the napkins in my lap and went
out to the beautifully set table. It was set for 4 people. I gently
folded the napkins into a soft triangle shape and sat one on each
plate. Everything looked so pretty that it almost seemed a shame to
mess it up with food and spills of wine on the table cloth. But,
better to have a temporary beauty than none at all. Even on a table
setting!

Indigo had put the lamb back into the
oven, along with the vegetables, to keep warm until service. I
never had one bad meal from that girl. She was absolutely the best
cook around! She really knew how to do it all. Not just cook the
food, but prepare it to where nothing was over-cooked, or barely
warm ,by dinner time. I also loved that she always ate with me.
There was never a master/servant role. I didn't want that. Neither
did she.

Five more minutes until our guests
arrived, not that I was counting. It was one of the longest hours
of waiting in my life. Not only was it to see my beloved Papa, but
the surprise guest. Who was it? Was it who I thought it might have
been? Would I be disappointed if it wasn't who I'd hoped? So many
things ran through my head. I peeked out the window, brushed the
curtains aside, and hoped I'd see a car pull up. No
luck.

"Oh just bloody hurry up, will you
Papa?" I screamed.

Indigo heard me and came to see if I
was OK She was smiling at me as she came to my side.

"Oh, they'll be here soon, Miss. Don't
you fret."

Her hand rested so gently on my
shoulder.

"But, Indigo. You know how I hate
waiting. I get so full of nerves I can barely stand it. I swear, if
I could walk, I'd have paced a hole in this floor by
now!"

Just then we both heard a car door.
Then another.

"Miss," Indigo glanced over at me
shyly. "They're here!"

We waited for them to ring the
doorbell. It killed me to wait, but I did. Indigo opened the door
and there stood Papa. I went to greet him and before I could get to
him I heard another voice in the distance.

"Where is my girl?"

It was an older voice. I still couldn't
see them and I couldn't tell who the voice was coming from. Papa
took my chair handles and wheeled me down to the car. There she
was, in all the glory I remember.

"Oh my heavens. Hello,
child!!!"

"Norah? Is it really you?"

"In my mighty flesh, child! 'Tis me,
Norah!"

She attacked me from above and hugged
me tightly. She nearly flipped my chair over!

"Oh, this is a dream. I just can't
believe it's you! I hoped it would be, but I didn't dare think it!
What are you doing here, of all places? What about Mr. Norah? Where
is—"

"Oh, child, Calm down. I'll get to all
that later. First, let me look at you, my dear! How are
you?"

"Oh, Norah. I'm just fine. Fine as I
can manage with no walking power. Indigo treats me very well. Papa,
too. Things are good here."

"Oh, my girl. I'm so glad to hear that.
I suppose I can't call you 'girl' these days then, ay? You're a bit
too old for 'girl'."

"No, Norah. you can always call me
girl. You can call me whatever you like! Just so long as you call
me, yeah?"

I looked at her in amazement. I still
couldn't believe it was really her. She must have been pushing 80
years old. Her voice had changed a bit, but not much else. Still
strong as a horse, with the willfulness to match. You wouldn't know
she was the age she was. It was wonderful that she could do
everything for herself. Nothing could stop Norah.
Nothing.

"Ok, then. Let's get you both in here
and we'll all sit down for a nice dinner. Just wait until you see
what Indigo has prepared tonight!"

We went inside the house and it just
felt so warm and cozy. Even more so now that Papa and Norah were
here. It was almost like old times. Except, I still missed
Mama.

We ate the fabulous meal, drank some
lovely wine and Norah filled us all in on what had been going on
with her and Mr. Norah.

"Oh, he's still up there fiddling about
and taking naps whenever he can. You know, he turned 87 just last
week?"

"Oh, yes. I nearly forgot!" I said,
shamefully.

"No, sweet pea. It sounds like you did
forget!" Papa joked.

"You two are terrible," Indigo added.
"Now, we can all be terrible and eat this horrid chocolate cake I
made for Miss Chloe!"

A large amount of "ooohhhh's" and
"ahhhh's" filled the room with the anticipation of cake.

"Shall I make us all some coffee, dear
Indigo?"

"Oh. Well, that would be lovely. Thank
you, Norah."

She was a bit taken aback at Norah's
offer. She wasn't used to much help in the everyday duties. But,
she didn't want to refuse such good company in the kitchen. She
didn't really know Norah that well. She'd met her once when she
first started working for me. Indigo liked what she
remembered.

"So, dear Indigo, are things as good as
little Chloe says? I know she puts on a brave face at times. Just
like her mother, poor thing."

"Well, she is good today, and has been
for quite a while, but she does have a bad day here and there. But
we all do. Right, Miss?"

Indigo didn't want to make me seem
sicker than I was. She hated the thought of Papa, or anyone else,
thinking I was dying. I just had bad luck from the waist down.
Well, that's how it appeared to most people.

"Sounds like you're just as stubborn
and strong as she is, ay Indigo? A good match then,
yes?"

"Oh, yes, Miss Norah. I do love being
here with Miss Chloe. She's so good to me."

"And you to her, luv. She's told me in
the past how grateful she is to have you here. She loves you so,
dear."

Norah put some coffee cups on the
counter. Indigo didn't realize at the time that Norah knew exactly
where the coffee cups were. In fact, she knew where everything
was.

"Um, excuse me, Miss Norah, but how did
you know where the coffee cups were?" Indigo was so
puzzled.

"Oh, didn't you know? I used to take
care of Miss Chloe before you came along. It weren't for long, but
I have a good memory. Not everything on me is nearly
80!"

Norah let out a large, hefty
cackle.

"Oh, no. I didn't realize that,"
Puzzlement was all over poor Indigo's face. "That makes sense, I
suppose."

Indigo didn't mention it again. It
didn't seem right to her, and it made her feel very uneasy. But,
who was she to say anything? Besides, she knew that Norah was a
take charge woman. Best to let her be and not get in her way. She
meant well at the heart of it all.

Indigo brought the dark, sinful
chocolate confection and we all had a larger piece than we should
have. It certainly wouldn't hurt me. My doctor said I should have
weighed more anyway. Oh darn. Most women would have killed for my
problem!

"Indigo! How do you do it? It's so
rich, but light. The texture is divine!"

"Oh, Miss. You know. A bit of flour,
bit of cocoa. Nothing to it."

Indigo glanced uncomfortably at Norah
multiple times during dessert. She couldn't help but feel odd after
what happened between them in the kitchen. She didn't want to feel
this way, but she couldn't help herself.

"Yes, dear Indigo. It is so lovely! The
more padding on old Norah, the happier Mr. Norah is. He likes me
hefty so's he can be as rough as he likes!"

Norah let out another exuberant cackle
that left us all in tears with laughter. But, not Indigo. She
giggled demurely, as she often did, and drank her coffee. It was
not the coffee she's used to. Definitely too strong, and much too
bitter.

"Oh, dear me," Indigo wiped her mouth
from the harsh coffee. "That is a strong brew you've done there,
Miss Norah."

"Ya gotta make 'em strong in my house
or nothin'll ever get done. Mr. Norah falls asleep at the drop of a
hat! Gotta keep 'im on 'is toes."

Norah slurred and wobbled to-and-fro in
her chair. All of her vowels seemed to disappear when she'd had a
bit of the vino. It could happen to anyone, I suppose.

"No disrespect, Miss Norah. But, I
think I'll have some tea instead. Anyone else want tea," Indigo
waited for a reply, but we were all happy with our strong coffees.
"No? All right then. I'll just nip out and make…"

Indigo realized no one was listening to
her. We continued to blather on and nearly didn't notice as Indigo
slunk into the kitchen. I heard her slam her cup down on the
counter. I excused myself and rolled into the kitchen. I was
slightly shocked by what I found.

"Indigo? Are you OK?"

I went to put my hand on her back, but
she stepped away and wiped the tears from her eyes.

"Oh, Miss. I'm sorry. I don't know
what's come over me. Just a busy night, I suppose," She looked down
at me with a long, fearful pause. "Is Norah really the person you
think she is?"

"Indigo. How could you say that about
our dear friend? I know she can be a bit pushy, but she means
well."

"Oh, I know that, Miss. It's just that…
well she—"

"She… what? Did she say something to
upset you?"

"No, Miss. She's been ever so nice.
It's just that, well—"

"Oh, for goodness sake, silly girl.
Just say what you need to say!"

"Fine then. Here goes. I think Norah is
hiding something, if you want the truth! She waltzed into my
kitchen and knew exactly where everything was. How did she know,
Miss? How did she know?" Indigo's demeanor was all but
destroyed.

I didn't know what to say as it was
such a shock to see Indigo this way. As many times as I've been
cruel to her, never once has she acted even slightly like this. I
approached her with much delicacy.

"Indigo, are you sure you didn't
suggest where the cups were? Maybe she took a cue from
you?"

"No. I had barely entered the kitchen
and she was off to the cupboard for the cups! She knew the exact
location of those cups. Why, Miss?"

"I don't know—"

Before I could even get those words out
Indigo continued on.

"Did you know she came here before I
did to help you? Do you remember such things? She said she stayed
on a while with you. Do you remember that?"

Poor Indigo's face was beet red and her
heart was racing. Why did Norah upset her so?

"Actually, I don't. I know she came to
visit briefly when I first came here… when you first came here. I
know you met her then, didn't you?I can't remember much from that
time. Do you?"

"Yes. I did meet her then. But I don't
recall her having been here before that? No one was here before
that?"

"Well, the other owners must have been,
right? At least to check on the place now and again?"

Indigo started to get more and more
confused. More and more angry.

"Ah, you see. That's just it. This
house had been empty for nearly 12 years before we moved you into
it. It belonged to an old woman who lost everything and they came
and cleared it out before she died. No one lived here until you did
for years. How in blazes would she know this house the way it is
now? How?"

"Well, Indigo. I can't explain this.
But, why is this upsetting you so much? If she did visit more than
you think she did, why is that a problem? It's only Norah. She's
family."

"No she isn't, Miss. I'm sorry to say
that. But, she isn't!"

I was more than a little shocked at her
behavior. It made me so saddened to see Indigo like that. And for
her to think such things of Norah. I was stunned.

"Please. Don't be like that, Indigo.
Tell me. What's wrong? Why does Norah bother you so?"

Indigo took a breath, sat down in the
chair by the phone, and explained herself more clearly and
calmly.

"Miss, I'm sorry for my temper," She
fidgeted with her apron. "I just feel…"

She couldn't continue. She just looked
at me intently for a moment as more tears appeared on her
cheek.

"I just feel so unnecessary with her
here. No one looked up at all when I asked if anyone wanted tea.
Not even you, Miss. I know it's childish, but I feel she has a
certain power over people, and not in a good way. It seems like she
needs for you to need her so she can be in control. She just wants
to be in control."

Indigo wiped her eyes and looked down
at the floor. I held her hands to comfort her.

"Well, thank you for calming down to
tell me how you feel. Indigo, look at me, please." My voice was so
tender. "You know I adore you and want you to be happy here. If
Norah makes you that uncomfortable, I'm so sorry. I never dreamed
Norah would make anyone uncomfortable. I guess I'm just so used to
her. We do forget things like that, don't we?"

Indigo nodded, softly. She was nearly
back to her normal color. Her eyes had stopped dancing with
anger.

"It's easy to know a person from your
own perspective. Not so easy to put yourself behind someone else's
eyes. I must look pretty bad from behind yours sometimes,
ay?"

I tried to get a smile from her. She
glanced up, gave me a slight smile and wiped her eyes
again.

"It's only a short visit. Besides, if
she gets rough with you, get rough back with her! She can take it.
She's an old gal with old ways. Stubborn as they come. Don't worry,
Indigo. She's not going to invade your territory."

"Thank you, Miss. I feel better now. I
know I can over-react."

"I wouldn't know what that's like," The
sarcasm was thick in the air. "It does get the better of us when we
don't want it to. I understand. Believe me!"

"Well, I would have to agree with you
there. You can get my dander up pretty good too, Miss! I just don't
let it get to me in front of you," She laughed as she wiped the
last few tears from her face. "I need to be strong for you so that
you feel you can rely on me. I hope you still feel you
can."

"Always, dear Indigo.
Always."

With that, we gathered ourselves up,
made some tea and re-joined the party in the dining
room.

"Where the bloody 'ell 'ave you two
been then, ay?"

Norah swaggered from side to side in
her chair.

"Yeah, we thought you'd been sucked
into a black hole. Never to be heard from again!" Papa said with a
creepy voice, and a smile to match.

"Just figuring some things out in the
kitchen. With all the lovely teas we have, Indigo just couldn't
decide. So, I was helping her."

I held Indigo's hand under the table.
She was OK.

"Well, you missed a grand decision that
we've made!"

"Oh, really, Papa? And what was
that?"

I discarded the strong coffee and
sipped my fresh tea.

"Well, you know how you keep on and on
about me coming to live here with you and Indigo?"

I raised up with excitement in my
chair. "Yes?"

"Well, if you'll still have me, I think
I'm ready to come and stay with you. Indefinitely."

I put my teacup in its saucer and
rolled around to hug my beloved Papa.

"Oh, Papa!! That's wonderful! I'm so
glad you changed your mind! What made you finally want
to?"

My heart was so full happiness I
thought it would burst!

"Well, the old 'Sparrow' just isn't a
place where I feel taken care of, and it's getting so depressing.
The sight of everyone declining, day after day, just isn't
something I want to see," He rubbed his forehead, worriedly. "Since
you and Indigo were so kind to offer, I'm thinking it's time I took
you up on it. I want to spend all the time I can with my Chloe
while I'm still here!"

"I'm so happy, Papa. Of course you can
stay here. Yes, yes, yes!"

Suddenly, I realized what he'd said. He
said the decision "we've" made. Who is "we"?

My mood was settling slowly back down
to an even keel when I asked, "Papa. What did you mean when you
said the decision we've made?"

My arm propped my head up on the corner
of the table. I waited for a response. I was horrified at what he
might say. I thought to myself, "Please, please, please. Not that!
Indigo will have a break down! Please?" And then it was
said.

"Why, me and Norah, of course. Norah
thought she could stay on here for a bit to let up on the load for
Indigo while we all get used to living here together."

To my surprise, Indigo said firmly, but
pleasantly "Oh, no. That isn't necessary. I'm perfectly capable of
everything that goes on in this household. I won't need any help, I
assure you. But thank you for the kind offer."

"No, dear. I think you will need the
help," Her slurred words harsh and sharp. "I think you'll be
needin' a lot of help with this old coot! He's not the easiest
thing in the world to get on with. Don't let his nice face and
gentle voice fool ya!"

She took yet another gulp of
wine.

Papa's words bit back. "Well, then,
Norah. How do you really feel," The tension grew more and more
palpable. "If Indigo says she'll be fine, then that's how it'll be.
This is their house, after all."

"Oh, pish tosh, Elijah. This young lass
isn't able to do all the things 'round here that need doin'! Just
look at the state of that kitchen. A bloody mess, if you ask
me!"

"Well, I didn't ask you!" Papa
exclaimed. "How dare you insult my daughter, and Indigo, just
because you have nothing better to do than take care of a man older
than you are because your home life is so boring!"

"Eli!" Norah gasped,
defeated.

She was fully taken aback and didn't
know what to say. She just sat there, drunk, unstable. She knew
she'd been an ass and didn't quite know how to recover. We all sat
in silence for a moment.

"Norah," I approached her with caution.
"I know you don't really feel that way about Indigo. Indigo has
never done anything to you. Why would you want to be so cruel to
her? Why would you want to be so cruel at all? I've never know you
to be this way in my whole life!"

I was dumbfounded. I wanted to know
what was wrong with Norah. Where was my friend?

Norah raised her head and looked around
the table at all of us, staring back at her. We waited for a
response. She looked so frail. So weak.

"Mr. Norah left me years ago, if you
must know the truth of it! He couldn't stand me always pushin' and
havin' me own way, so he left! There! You lot happy, now? Are
yeh?"

Norah's head fell dramatically into her
hands. She was indeed upset, but something felt very weird. I
couldn't put my finger on it. I needed to know more, so I asked
more questions.

"But what about how happy you both
were?"

"Oh, Chloe child. Mr. Norah left me
shortly after we came to see you and your Mama before you went to
university. He said I always had time for everyone else, but not
'im. I guess he was right. Now, I've got all the time in the world.
Alone," Norah cried, convincingly, into her napkin, "But I don't
even have that much time left. I'm near 80 years old. What's going
to happen to me when I can't take care of meself? I'll die alone in
me flat. I just know it," She looked around the table at everyone
looking at her. "I don't mean to push, but are you sure you don't
need another pair of hands 'round here?"

Her voice was so frail. I didn't like
it.

Indigo got up, walked over to Norah,
and put her arms around her shoulders. She looked down into Norah's
red, swollen eyes.

"You know, I think I will be needing
someone to help out around here. Would you be up for the
job?"

In one sentence Indigo had forgiven
Norah's beastly behavior, forgiven herself for over-reacting and
made everyone at the table feel so loved and welcomed into their
new home. Indigo was such a saint.

"Oh, dear. Yes. Yes! I am up for it.
Thank you, and bless you, Indigo," She patted Indigo's hands
repeatedly, crying joyfully all the while. "Bless you!"

We retired to the front room. Everyone
calmed down as we sat in front of the gently glowing fire. No one
needed to say much. It was one of those evenings you never felt the
need to revisit once it happened. All was seemingly good and Papa
had come home. Nothing more needed to be said. We often did talk
about that chocolate cake, though. It was certainly worth
revisiting! And so it was. Many, many times over.
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Eleven






"What the bloody hell do you people
know about literature? Have you even read the assignments,"
Professor Rosemont rubbed his balding, frazzled head. "If you took
the time to read the material, you could begin to understand the
material. Please. Someone tell me what the poem means."

He waited for a reply, but got none.
Not even from me. I was dumbfounded by his actions

"Anyone," He grimaced. "It can't be a
wrong answer. Just tell me what you got out of it. What does it
mean to you?"

He waited again. On the edge of
screaming, he decided to count to ten. As he counted in his head,
but still moved his lips, he dragged his tired feet, carrying his
frumpy frame, to his chair. He sat down with a large thud and
leaned way back in his chair. He just sat there, looked at all of
the blank faces staring back at him with nothing to say, and
managed a large sigh whilst shaking his head. I looked at him hard
and saw he wasn't just angry. He seemed hurt as well. Heartbroken,
in fact.

I raised my hand to speak, but he
wasn't looking. I gathered up my courage and began to
speak.

"Sir?"

His head was hanging downward and he
slowly lifted it to meet my gaze.

"Well, do you want to share what the
poem means to you Miss—" He looked at the roll sheet to find my
name.

"It's Chloe, sir. You can just call me
Chloe." I quietly stated, and not with much confidence.

"OK, then. Chloe. Please tell me
something that this poem gave to you. I'd really love to know." His
voice nasty, much like his disgusted expression.

"Well, sir, I thought that the male in
the poem seemed distant and didn't really love the female. He made
her think he loved her. But, really, he loves another. He can't
have what he really wants, so he's settling for a like. Not a
love."

The whole class waited for a response
from him. It seemed to get quieter and quieter in the room until I
could hear my own heart beating, ferociously. Boom, boom, boom!
Then, he quietly uttered a few words. He seemed more genuine now,
and less harsh and sour.

"He doesn't love another. He loves no
one. He's in love with the idea of love, and that is, ironically,
his true love."

His words were so calm. So clear.
Everyone else in the class seemed to perk up. Someone else raised
their hand.

"Yes. You there. In the back. Did you
want to share something?"

He anxiously rubbed his forehead,
hoping for a good reply.

"Yeah, um, if he didn't love the woman,
and he couldn't get love, how could he love love itself? Wouldn't
that make him very jaded?"

"Well, yes. I suppose it would. Do you
think that, maybe, that's the point? This man can never have what
he wants because he's to blind to see it. Too selfish to deserve
it. Too worn out from the endless search. Therein lies the tragedy
of this poem. He can never have what he wants, so he settles for
less at the expense of his own happiness, and the
woman's."

He took a deep breath, exhaled and
pulled himself more upright. He balanced himself on his tip toes,
and looked around at his batch of new students.

"You see. That's all it is. If you get
anything out of my class, understand this. No poem is ever wrong.
Oh, it can be bad. Certainly! There are plenty of bad poems out
there. But, wrong? Never. No feeling anyone has can ever be wrong.
These poems are the feelings of the people who wrote them," He
paced back and forth, looking everyone intently in their eyes. "I
believe that this is true with poetry more than any other form of
literature. Such a precise, often cryptic, feeling with such a
small amount of words. , Truth be told, I've gotten more from a
poem than an entire novel. Some poets are so good at what they do,
they don't even need more than 6 or 8 lines. Why, look at Mr.
Langston Hughes! Some of his poems are so short, you wouldn't think
they could be called poems. So much soul. So much pain. All said in
a few short lines."

Professor Rosemont took a step back and
then proceeded to bow to us.

"Good work, my future writers. A real
breakthrough today," He allowed the applause that ensued, but he
did seem a tad uncomfortable with it. "Since we're at such a good
point, let's stop for the day. Go enjoy a moment for yourself
before your next class and I shall see you all tomorrow. Again,
good work!"

He walked back to his desk and began to
gather his things. He didn't have a class after ours on that day.
Just the one. I sat and watched him for a moment and realized how
much more at ease he was. I wouldn't have called him happy. But, a
much better mood.

"Professor?"

"Oh, yes Miss...Miss—"

"It's Chloe, sir."

"Sorry, dear. I did try and remember.
Please do forgive me."

"Oh, no matter, sir. With so many of
us, I'm sure it's hard to keep track."

"Well, yes. Yes, my dear. It can be,"
He chuckled. "But, what was it you were going to say,
Chloe?"

"Well, Professor, I just wanted to
thank you for today."

"Well, we have much more work to do yet
in this semester. You young writers need to learn how to interpret
through your own feelings. Figure out how to imagine you are the
poet. Imagine what they might have been thinking at the time, or
what they just went through to tell a certain story," He was so
animated, talking with his hands. "You did a good thing speaking up
today, Chloe. I want to thank you for breaking the ice off of this
cold class! I hope to hear more from you in the future. I hope to
hear more from all of you. But," He said with a long pause. " I
think I'll be hearing from you more than others. You've got the
spark, dear. Now," he paused again and then whispered, "Let's light
a fire!"

I was so overwhelmed, but in a good
way. He really seemed to love poetry, writing and everything to do
with words. I felt I was going to learn a lot from him.

"You go and enjoy a moment. I shall see
you tomorrow. Good work, dear."

He lowered his head back down, toward
his papers and tattered briefcase, and went on with his
work.

I didn't have another class until the
next day. So, I took the Professor's advice and gave myself a few
indulgent moments to just be with me. I wandered the grounds, went
to dinner at my now favorite cafe and read more poems with my
endless cups of tea after dinner. I read the poems he'd assigned
for the week and really got into them. I read and re-read them many
times that night. I had so much excitement for poetry and the
people telling the stories. I had always thought poetry was less
exciting than say a novel or a short story, but I was dead wrong.
Poems were just as important as the most acclaimed novel out there.
Just like Professor Rosemont had said. Oh, I loved a great novel,
too. I just had a new found appreciation for the art of the
poem.

I sat up late that night, in my room,
alone, reading. I was so enthralled by the words, the rhythm, the
lack of unnecessary words. That was one of the big things that I
learned that made me a better writer. I had to make myself get rid
of all of the extra buts, ands, and everything in between. Those
words added bulk. Not emotion.

I finally succumbed to sleep around
midnight. Words collided in my head like drunken sheep stumbling
over a fence again and again. They clumsily kept appearing. They
tortured me. I tossed and turned and finally got to sleep around 2
AM.

The next morning, I was not a happy
student. But, I tried to be kind to others despite my foul mood.
After all, it wasn't their fault I couldn't sleep. It was the fault
of dead poets!

I went to professor Rosemont's class
first thing in the morning. I had so many fresh thoughts of the
assignment in my head and thought I would be able to express my
thoughts freely. However, the lack of sleep had really taken its
toll on my brain. I sat there, in a sleep-deprived daze, trying to
understand the words coming out of the Professor's mouth. But, I
got nothing. I could hear him, but I couldn't understand him. My
focus was nil. Then, he looked in my direction.

"Chloe, are you in this class with us
today? Or, do you think we'll do all of the work for
you?"

His foot tapped nervously at my side.
He looked down at me with slight disappointment and then waited for
me to reply.

"Sorry, sir. Bad night. Did you ask me
a question?"

I looked up into his rather stern face,
mustering a half-grin, and felt like a kid waiting for a
punishment.

"Oh, dear. We'll have to do something
about this lack of attention. I'll speak with you after
class."

He paid no more attention to me during
the class time. He went on with his lecture and the new students
were really giving him what he wanted: their thoughts. People were
really loving him. Once they understood him a bit, they realized
they didn't have to be geniuses to understand poetry. They only had
to express how it made them feel. That's all.

I sat quietly at the end of class as I
waited for professor Rosemont to attend to me with his concerns. He
did, eventually, come and sit near me. He took a deep breath,
crossed his arms and began to question me.

"OK, Chloe. Why did you have such a bad
night? Nothing the matter, I hope."

"Oh, no, nothing like that. Honestly, I
had been up all night reading poetry and the words just wouldn't
leave me alone! I tried and tried to sleep, but they kept coming
back to me in waves. I just couldn't settle down and the sleep
wouldn't come to me. I am sorry that I was in such a daze. I
apologize, sir."

His gaze seemed so calm, relaxed. I was
expecting much more of a stormy hand-smack from a monster, but I
got a gentle giant instead.

"Oh, I'm not that worried, my dear.
Just making sure you were OK We just can't have you and your
brilliant mind asleep when I count on you for great responses! So,
you might say that I am guilty of being selfish with your thoughts.
You're a bright girl, Chloe. I think you have a great mind for
poetry, as well as other literary things. I know we've only just
met, but I feel we will get along splendidly."

I was a bit in awe and disbelief. Was
he really complimenting me after I just completely zoned out in his
classroom? I couldn't believe I didn't get a punishment, an extra
assignment. Nothing. I didn't know how to react. My amazement must
have been showing all over my face.

"Thank you, sir. I appreciate your
understanding very much. I won't let it happen again. I'll try and
get to sleep before 11."

"Oh, please don't feel you have to be
so formal with me, Chloe. Please. You may call me Professor
Rosemont, Sir," He let out a hearty laugh. "No, really. You may
call me Frederick, if you like."

He placed his hands into his deep pants
pockets and stepped back, as if to say,"You may get up
now."

"Thank you, sir. I mean
Freddie."

"Freddie? Well, I never thought of
myself as a "Freddie". But, I suppose that's OK, too."

"Ooops. I didn't even mean to call you
that. I'm sorry."

"You know, I rather like it. Feels like
a secret code of sorts."

We smiled at each other and I got the
warmest feeling from him. I just felt he really wanted the best for
me. And for all of his students. He seemed such a genuine person
underneath his sometimes necessarily sour facade. He had to appear
a bit harsh to get respect from some of the other Professors at the
University. If they knew he was just a big girl's blouse, they'd
never let him hear the end of it!

After our chat, I went on to my next
class for the day. Math. Oh, dear.






*****






Twelve






"Oh, Miss. He sounds just so wonderful!
I can see why you became so close so quickly."

Indigo sat with her arms neatly folded
on her lap. She looked up at me with those big brown sleepy eyes
and a single tear danced down her beautiful face.

"Oh. Why the tears?"

"Nothing bad, Miss. It's just such a
sweet thing you and Freddie had. I just don't understand what went
so terribly wrong?"

"You know, Indigo, I wonder that
myself. But, that's a story for another time. It's a rather
confusing, draining story that needs a lot of explanation," I felt
the knot in my stomach tighten as I spoke. "Perhaps if I told you
the story, I could help myself slow down and figure it out. But, as
I said, another day. I'm quite tired now, so I think I'll be off to
sleep soon."

I looked out the window and felt the
high moon shining down on my face. It felt as if Freddie was there
with me. Telling me everything was OK. Then, I realized Indigo had
said something and I hadn't heard her. I was so far
away.

"Miss," Indigo grabbed my attention.
"You in there, Miss?"

"Sorry, Indigo," I took her hand as she
stood beside me. "I'm just thinking."

"It was a beautiful beginning, Miss.
Thank you for sharing it with me," She leaned down and kissed my
forehead. "You don't give yourself a break, do you Miss? Whatever
happened, it wasn't your fault. You're a beautiful person,
Miss."

Indigo left me to get ready for bed. I
was doing more and more on my own, and it felt good. With Papa and
Norah staying with us, I didn't want them thinking Indigo had to
spoon feed me every little thing and dress every portion of my
weakened body. So, I got myself ready and got all cozy on my usual
pile of soft pillows. Indigo came in, tea tray in hand, and sat it
beside the bed. She didn't say much and she still had tears in her
eyes. So sweet, my Indigo.

"Good night, Miss. See you in the
morning."

"Good night, dear Indigo."

I slept and slept and had the most
wonderful dream. I dreamt I was in a field, running, and I found
Freddie by a stream picking flowers. He had picked a bouquet of
yellow Daffodils and purple Hyacinths. I ran to him. I could feel
my bare feet on the cool, damp grass. I could almost smell the
green. So dewy and alive. The closer I got to the stream—to
Freddie—the more everything was just bursting with
color.

"For you, Chloe." Freddie said. He
stood there, but he wasn't all there. He had no feet. The tall
grass merged with his long legs and he wasn't so much standing as
he was floating. I took the flowers, smelled their sumptuous
perfume, and felt myself sink softly, warmly into the damp earth. I
wasn't afraid. I went to take Freddie's hand, but before I could,
he said "I'm OK, Chloe. I'm OK." and he ascended up into the sky. I
didn't want him to go. I wasn't ready. I didn't get to say goodbye.
I looked at him floating carelessly away as long as I could—trying
desperately to grab his hand before he became one with the clouds.
My sadness over not saying goodbye to Freddie began to cease. I
felt myself lie back into the grass. It was cool, damp and smelled
like sweet, sweet flowers. I then began to fall asleep in my
dream.

I woke in my bed the next morning. I
had spilled tea on the duvet in the night. No wonder everything
seemed so damp in my dream. Fascinating! My spilling tea made my
dream that much more real.

As I became more and more awake, I felt
calm and happy. I only hoped Freddie really was OK—wherever he
was.

I did nearly everything myself that
morning. I bathed, did my hair, put on my clothes and felt so
accomplished it was ridiculous. When I had all of my faculties, I
didn't think twice about daily things such as washing and dressing.
Just goes to show you. Here today, gone tomorrow. But, I kept on
trying to get little pieces back when I could. It felt
marvelous!

"Oh, Miss. Don't you look smashing this
morning! Do you need any assistance?"

She didn't want to make it appear that
I needed help. She was very good about never making me feel
incapable.

"Just need a little bit of help with my
shoes, Indigo. I just can't quite make it that far south
yet."

"All right, Miss. What shall it be?
What shoe speaks to you today?"

Such a whimsical tone she had that
morning. I loved it.

"Oh, I think the patent leather, black.
Yes. That's it. I do adore those."

"They're beautiful, Miss. You don't
wear these ones all that often. Feeling special today then,
Miss?"

"Why, yes. I am, in fact. I feel better
than I have in quite a while. No reason. Just feeling
nice."

Indigo began dressing my petite feet in
the shiny black shoes. She was so good at not making me feel the
least bit uncomfortable while dressing me. I never felt exposed or
downright naked. Indigo was, in herself, a very modest person. She
treated me the way she would want to be treated. She was so demure,
and it showed.

Indigo sat herself on the edge of my
bed and said, "Thank you, Miss. For yesterday. I've so been wanting
to get to know Freddie. Even a little. I only know the small amount
you and your Papa told me long ago. The pier and..." she stumbled,
emotional. "Well, I've always wanted to know the man who affected
you so, Miss. I know it sounds nosy. I just can't help
myself."

"I understand. I do. I wish everyone
could know Freddie. He was so special."

I sipped my first sip of tea for the
day and the subtle notes of the Darjeeling tea soothed my parched
throat. Tea was definitely a cure-all for me. I couldn't do
without.

"Actually, I dreamed of Freddie last
night."

"Really, Miss?"

"Yes. It was beautiful, Indigo. So
colorful. So, so... Well, just so Freddie. It was one of those
dreams I can't really explain. He was there, but he wasn't. He did
say something I've been craving to hear for years. He said, 'I'm
OK, Chloe. I'm OK', and I just remember feeling a huge weight leave
my entire body. Oh, and I could walk again!"

I didn't realize I had began to cry
while telling Indigo the dream. I looked over and Indigo was
crying, too.

"Indigo? Why are you
crying?"

"Because you are, Miss. It's such a
beautiful dream. And you know, you may walk again one day. Perhaps
he was telling you it's not far off?"

"Oh. Nonsense. These old stumps will
never walk again. Don't be so silly."

"Now, Miss. You don't be so silly. I
know you could do it, if you had a mind to. You're stronger than
you think," She wiped her weeping eyes, "And now look, Miss. Me.
Crying in the morning. What a way to start the bloody day, ay
Miss," she laughed through her tears. "I swear. If Freddie has this
much power in memory, I can't imagine how full of life he was in
reality!"

"Ah, yes. Powerful is one word for him.
But, he had his own tragedies in his life, too."

I paused and went far away for a
moment. I thought to myself "Oh, Freddie. I hope you really are
OK."

"But, there it is. Enough for today.
Another day, another story."

I sat up as straight as I could and got
myself into the chair, with Indigo's assistance.

"What's on the agenda today, Miss?
Anything special you want to do?"

"I want to go out today. You pick a
place and we'll go!"

"Really, Miss? With so much housework
for me to do?"

"Oh, piss on the housework. We need to
have some fun!"

I took my wheels in my hands and spun
around and around in circles. Indigo laughed out loud and danced
around with me. We were laughing, dancing and having a grand old
time and then Norah burst in.

"What the bloody hell are you two
doing? Stop this nonsense!"

Indigo didn't quite know how to
respond, so she said nothing. She looked down at me and seemed so
caught. Poor thing was so scared! I didn't think she needed to
apologize for anything. Norah clearly felt differently.

"Oh, Norah. Leave dear Indigo alone.
She's what keeps me young. Stop bullying her and mind your own
business!"

"Mind me own business," Norah blurted
out. "Now you listen to me, Chloe! What gives you the liberty to
talk to me like that? I'm only being cautious for your
health."

She huffed and puffed as she stormed
her way toward me, wagging that sausage-like finger all the while
in such a disapproving manner.

"That's the problem, Norah. That's
always been the bloody problem! People think because I have a few
things wrong that I have to be coddled and babied. Well, enough is
enough! You want to get mad at me, get mad! You want to love me,
love me ferociously! Whatever you want to say to me, SAY IT!! Stop
using Indigo as a springboard and face me yourself," I paused
realizing that Papa had now come to see what all the fuss was
about. "Oh, and that goes for you too, Papa! This is my house, my
life and I'll do things my way!"

I was exhilarated!

"Now then, Chloe. You mind who you talk
to like that," Papa spoke calmly, but sternly, as he leaned in
close to me. "We're all here in this house together now. Some
things are going to have to change. It doesn't mean we are trying
to take over. It just means we all have to get along together.
Right?"

Papa had a point, but I wasn't going to
see it. Not today. I was too happy to give in to parental
guilt.

"Papa, I understand what you mean. I
do. But, you have to understand me, too. No one seems to want to
play by my rules. I just want to live my life, have a bit of
excitement, and feel good about myself. It's been so long since
I've even felt like going out. Indigo understands me better than
you or Norah. She's a young woman. So am I! I'm not one foot in the
grave. I'm just a little limp and need help getting started again.
I will walk again. I have to! Not for anyone but me. And, Indigo
truly believes that. She believes in me."

Indigo had even more tears running down
her beautiful face. She looked so proud of me. I stood up for
myself, not literally of course, and wasn't going to be the little,
moody, whiney, handicapped bitch any longer. I could be me without
alienating everyone else. Indigo helped me see that. I just had to
make them see it, too. In time, they would.

"Now, we're going out. Do you two want
to come with us? Or, do you want to stay here and get your rooms in
order, which is something you can do anytime?"

Papa and Norah had bewildered looks on
their faces. Papa asked Norah if she wanted to go and she
did.

"We'll go. But, where are we off to?"
Papa asked, although he was still a bit confused as to what had
just happened.

"It's Indigo's choice on where we go.
So," I looked up to Indigo, curiosity buzzing wildly in my mind.
"Where we goin', Indigo?"

I had such a sly grin on my face. I
really enjoyed this little moment of power! I hoped she'd say
something so extravagant, and she did.

"Oh, dear. I hadn't really thought
about it. Are you sure you want me to decide, Miss?"

She looked a bit panicked, poor thing.
I think Norah really shook her up.

"Well, Indigo. What have you not done
in ages that you'd like to do? Anything come to mind?"

"Well, I haven't been to the city on a
long time."

Norah's head spun horrifically around
to Indigo. She gasped and folded her flabby arms
harshly.

"Oh, surely you're not suggesting we go
off to London?"

"You know, what? Yes! London sounds
smashing!"

Indigo smiled and fidgeted with
happiness. She was literally dancing in place with delight! I was
so happy. What a great start to the day!

I shouted out, happily, "Right, then.
It's settled. We're all going to London!!"

This of course meant we'd have to spend
a night, or two. London wasn't exactly right next to Worthing. It
took a little while to get there. Especially with the four of us,
and not all of us totally functioning! So, we took the train. We
got there late that afternoon and went to the nearest luxury hotel.
I wasn't exactly poor, thanks to my writing, so we could afford to
stay in nice places. Why we hadn't gone out and about more often, I
didn't know?

"Well, la dee dah! Just look at this
place," Norah hadn't been in what she'd call "fancy places" all
that much in her life. "Oh, it's quite posh, inn'it,
Eli?"

"Oh, I'll say it's nice!" Papa
added.

"Well, go on then. Say it!" I
chuckled.

Papa re-iterated, "It's
nice!"

"Oh, Miss. You are a cad!" Indigo
squealed.

Her face was absolutely lit up. She had
just arrived and was already so happy to be anywhere but the South
Shore. She loved being with me, but she craved adventure every now
and again, too—just like I did. As we all did, I imagined. We were
a good match, Indigo and I.

As it happened, the only available
rooms were the top notch suites. One suite for Indigo and myself
and one for Papa and Norah. There were four beds, so no one had to
want for anything. It was a beautiful hotel. Right on the Thames
and in plain sight of Big Ben. Marvelous!

Our suites were the only rooms on the
floor. We had an entire floor all to ourselves. Smashing! We kept
the door open and went back and forth to see each others' rooms. I
was so glad we all decided to go on that trip together. The train
ride allowed us all to air any issues and arrive to London free of
arguments. There weren't many. But I set the record straight
between Norah and Indigo. I hoped they'd be thick as thieves. No
ugly business with who is higher on the perch. We were all equals.
I'd have it no other way.

Indigo had some concerns that Norah was
hiding something about my past. She asked her on the train, to my
surprise, and Norah said outright that she wasn't hiding anything.
Sure, she may have been. I knew Norah wouldn't give in to
questioning in one session. Even if she did know something, could
it have been that important? I knew most of the details about my
brief memory loss after the accident. And, besides. It was the
past.

I rolled myself into Papa and Norah's
room. I had to see if they were anywhere near being ready for
dinner. I knew I was. I was absolutely starving!

"All right, then. Who's ready for
dinner?" I shouted as I entered Papa and Norah's room.

"Oh, child. I know I am." Norah said in
her old familiar tone.

She seemed more herself now, too. Since
the train conversation. She even gave me a cute little
smile.

"Right, then. You choose where we go to
eat. Anywhere you fancy! You think on it for a moment. Then, let's
roll," I headed back to my and Indigo's room. "Indigo. You ready
for din din, darlin'?"

Indigo came out of the bathroom looking
so fine, and so happy. "Oh, I could eat a whole bleedin' cow, Miss.
I'm ravenous!" She rubbed her non-existent tummy,
greedily.

"Excellent! Norah's choosing the place.
Shall we go see if she's decided?"

"Why certainly, Miss. Shall I escort
thee?"

With a bow, the best I could muster for
a bow anyway, I said "Why thank you, Miss. I'd be honored,
Miss."

I held out my arm for Indigo to take
ever-so-gingerly. We pranced across the hall and had such fun
playing the royal couple. Indigo took tiny, snobbish steps toward
the open doorway. I called for Papa, but got no answer. Indigo
continued on to bow to everything. She bowed to the table, the
chairs, the mirror and was having such silly fun. She was, after
all, my silly girl.

"Papa," I called out, "Papa, where are
you?"

I got a little worried when I didn't
find him right away. Just then, I realized the door to his balcony
was open. The air was so cool and mild. There he was—my beloved
Papa—leaning against the iron of the balcony. I went to meet
him.

"There you are, Papa. You ready for
dinner? I think we're all about ready to eat the blankets, we're so
hungry," My mood was so light until Papa turned around. "Papa.
What's the matter?"

I went and held his hand in
mine.

"Oh, I'm just a bit melancholy. Missing
your sweet Mama. She would have loved this. I'm not upset. Just
thinking of my dear wife and how happy we used to be. That's all.
I'm OK."

"Are you sure, Papa?"

"Yes, sweet pea. I'm OK. Really. I'm
OK."

I instantly flashed on my dream of
Freddie. Funny how those words came back to me so quickly after
that dream. I couldn't help but feel a little strange after he said
that. I decided to ignore the sadness and just go on with our fun,
silly mood all night. We all gathered and headed to Norah's
restaurant of choice.

Papa recovered and we all had a
glorious dinner. Norah picked a great place! A full 5 course
dinner, complete with wine service and dessert. Brilliant! We
certainly weren't going to go hungry on this trip. It was so
lovely, The best part was that we were all happy, and all together.
We needed that night. All four of us.

The long, fabulous night was full of
entertainment, We stayed up chatting after dinner until about 2 AM.
But, finally, we gave in to sleep. Papa and Norah in their suite,
Indigo and I in ours. No one had any trouble sleeping that night.
We got to experience the full amenities of the hotel. Everything
was so plush, opulent and grand. I must admit, it was heavenly.
But, even then, I found myself missing my own bed, my own things,
and my own bedroom window. Something about it just relaxed me so
much. To be able to look out into the night, say hello to the moon,
and then go to my bed and think and dream. But, I'd have that back
soon enough. Time to just relax and enjoy being spoiled. Everyone
else certainly did. I was happy to give them that. They deserved
it. As we all fell into slumber, I said a silent prayer for
Freddie. And, for Mama.

We went out and about town the next day
in true London style. We went to museums, saw all the sights, dined
in a grand tea room—even though Indigo's tea time treats still were
much better—and had a glorious day. Then, we reluctantly took the
train back home. A very needed, very fun adventure that was enjoyed
by everyone. It wiped our slates clean.

When we got home, things fell back into
normal mode. But, we made efforts to have more fun in our daily
routines. No more strict rules. If I felt like dancing in my chair,
I would. No one was going to say I couldn't. I felt stronger by the
day. I didn't know if it was the trip to London that did it, my
dream about Freddie, or the fact that everyone was getting along so
well. But, I felt amazing.

Then, one morning, I asked Indigo to
come to my room. As she opened the door, she got the surprise of
her life. There I was, standing face to face with her.

"Oh, Miss!! You're
standing!!!"

I wasn't bothered at all by the sound
of the tea pot breaking. It was the sweetest sound I'd ever
heard.






*****






Thirteen






"I swear, Doctor. I saw her right in
front of me, standing! Bloody standing!" Indigo shouted in
excitement. "I popped round to the kitchen to get her tea and tell
her good morning, and when I opened the door, she was standing
right there. Sure as I was, she was standing!"

The doctor just looked at Indigo and
noted what she had said on my chart.

"Is there anyone else who can say they
saw Miss—" He stopped to look up the patient name, callously. "Ah,
yes. Here it is. Miss Adair. Did anyone else see her
standing?"

He fiddled with his glasses, void of
any expression.

Indigo didn't like his attitude one
bit. She slammed her hands down, hard, on his desk and shouted,
"Her name is Chloe. Chloe Adair, doctor. You seem to have
forgotten. The patient you've been seeing for twenty years name is
Chloe Adair," she shouted louder, "Chloe Adair!"

She was livid. Not only did the
so-called-doctor not believe her, he didn't remember his long-time
patient's name.

Papa came around the corner into the
office where Indigo was. He saw, and heard, that she was getting
very upset and tried to make her calm down.

"Oh, it's all right, Indigo. Miss Chloe
is fine. I'll take you to her if you like." He spoke gently to
Indigo. "Thank you, doctor."

He glanced over, quickly, and tipped
his hat to the man. He respected him as a doctor, but he never
really liked him as a person. He was very cold, my doctor. That was
always more than apparent. But, he was the only neurological
specialist in the area. I often wondered if I needed a second
opinion.

I heard Indigo's footsteps coming
quickly down the long hallway. I swear. I thought she'd never get
to my room! But, she did. Papa, too.

"Oh, Miss! How are you now? I'm so
sorry I didn't catch you when you fell. I'm so sorry, Miss. I'm so…
So…"

Indigo tried so hard not to cry. But,
there we were, the three of us—myself, Indigo and Papa—crying
together in a cold hospital room. Indigo leaned down to hug me and
I reached to hug her back. I tried to tell her that it was OK and
that I didn't hurt myself too badly. I had only scraped my knee on
the broken teapot shards. But, I just kept crying instead. She knew
I didn't hold anything against her. It was just one of those things
that no one could help. I mean I did shock the poor girl by
standing in the first place. She was only reacting to
that.

"All right, then," I wiped my eyes.
"When do I get to leave this meat locker and go back
home?"

They both looked down, then at each
other, then back at me.

"Well, sweet pea, the doctor thinks you
should have another round of tests. He wants to make sure that the
fall didn't further damage the nerves in your back. Indigo here
tried to tell him you nearly walked, but he doesn't seem to want to
believe her. You know I believe you, don't you sweet
pea?"

"Of course, Papa. I should think all of
you believe me, and Indigo. Why would we lie about such a thing?" I
asked with such inquisitive eyes.

"Who knows what your doctor is on
about. I think he's a dreadful man," Papa said sternly. "But, maybe
we can find someone else. Someone better who knows more about your
condition."

"Papa, I was thinking the same thing as
I sat in here on my own. You are bound to know more about my case
than anyone. Even Dr. Wonderful in there! Do you remember how
everything happened? I need to know if your memory of the incident
is clear. Maybe a new doctor will believe me. I did nearly walk,
Papa. I did."

A tear fell from my face onto my hand.
Papa wiped it away.

"There, there, sweet pea. I'm here.
It's all going to be all right. We'll figure it out together.
Besides, we've got old spitfire girl here now. She's gone all tough
on us! I nearly had to pull her off of the doctor!"

Indigo held her hands up like a boxer,
"I sure gave him a what for, Miss. You'd have been so proud! He
shouldn't treat you, or any of his patients, in such a
disrespectful way. I don't think you should see him anymore. Find a
better doctor. The best there is!"

"You're right, damn it! Why have I been
so nonchalant about this whole thing? It's my bloody health we're
talking about here. Why shouldn't I be seeing the best of the
best," I was more than a little angry with myself for not doing
something sooner. "I can certainly afford it! Right?!"

I sat bolt upright in my bed, swished
my legs around the side of the bed, hauled myself into my chair and
started to roll myself down to the doctor's office. Papa and Indigo
didn't try to stop me. They just followed me with huge smiles on
their faces and couldn't wait to see what I was going to
do.

We got to the doctor's office door and
I put my hand on the door knob.

"Excuse me, miss. What do you think
you're doing?"

The secretary spoke to me in a tone
that suggested I was about 5 years old. I responded
accordingly.

"Well, dear, I believe I'm going to go
fire my doctor and tell him where to stick his stethoscope! This
man shouldn't be anyone's doctor. And, from now on, he won't be
mine."

I went to open the door, but it was
locked. I knocked on the door. Nothing. Papa tried to see inside,
but it was dark.

"Excuse me again, miss," She continued
to speak in a sickly sweet tone, "He's gone to lunch. I think you
should go back to your room now."

She went to grab the back of my chair
with her cold hands. I wheeled around and stopped her from touching
anything.

"What in the hell do you think you're
doing, Madame? You have absolutely no reason to touch me," Oh, I
was more than angry and it showed! "I am perfectly capable of
wheeling myself. Did you not see me flying down this
hallway?"

Her bright pink, crusty lips spoke with
such cynicism and cruelty.

"Why yes, as a matter of fact, I did.
Everyone in the hospital heard you coming. If you ask me, I think
you are a crazy person who needs to be locked up in a padded
room!"

Her mouth pursed tightly around her
long, yellow teeth.

"Ah, you see. But I didn't ask you a
damned thing," I rolled closer and closer to her. "You need to take
your anxious little hands, put them in your pockets, and keep them
to yourself," My mouth wouldn't stop, nor would my chair. "Shut
your big, loud mouth, go back to your shiny desk over there, sit
your fat ass in your cozy chair and SHUT THE HELL UP! "

Her large bottom landed with a thud on
her stout wooden chair. She said no more to me, Indigo or Papa. I
must say, I did rather leave her breathless!

"Oh, sweetheart," I paused. "Do me a
favor, would you? Just tell the beloved doctor I will release
myself from this poor excuse of a hospital and I no longer require
his, ahem, services. Thank you, miss. Good day!"

I went to put my hands on my wheels and
felt like I just suddenly took off down the hallway. I felt the
force of Indigo push me hurriedly toward the exit. Papa ran along
side us, gasping with glee. It was great! We were all so giddy we
could hardly stand it. I had taken a stand. Not only to the doctor
and his secretary, but to this blasted nerve damage. I could feel
my legs again. I really could. I was well on my way to walking. I
just knew it!

"Oh, Miss! You were magic! I can't
believe you said she had a fat ass, though. That was quite
cheeky!"

Indigo was laughing so hard. It was a
wonderful sight. Papa had gone to retrieve the car and he came up
to meet us. I got into the car by myself, Indigo put my chair in
the trunk and just before we went to drive off, a nurse came to
say, "You can't leave with hospital property!"

I turned, looked around and couldn't
see anything I had that was hospital property.

"What are you talking about? I don't
have anything."

"Your gown, ma'am."

She was right. I didn't need the gown.
I took it off, naked as a Jay bird underneath, and flung it at her
out the window.

"Here! Now I can leave!
Toodloooooo!!"

The nurse gasped in horror at my
nakedness, and my blatant rebelliousness. She waved the gown at me
in disapproval as we took off.

Papa sped off. It felt good to be so
careless. But, it was winter time. I suddenly realized how cold I
was and felt a bit regretful. Indigo must have sensed this. She
threw a blanket up into the front seat.

"Here you go, Miss," She helped me wrap
it around myself. "This ought to make the twins
happier!"

"Thanks, sweetie! I needed that. All of
it!"

I shivered with excitement, amongst
other things. I was bloody well cold!

"Could you imagine if Norah had been
there, too," Papa wondered. "Oh, she absolutely would have loved
it! You just wait until we tell her. I can't wait!"

He just kept smiling and driving as
Indigo and I chatted away. I didn't feel sick, weak, in pain or
anything negative. For the first time, in a long time—longer than I
care to remember— I just felt alive.

"That was the best hospital trip I've
ever had," My tears of joy still streamed down my face. "I don't
even care that I left my clothes in the room. Nothing I can't live
without. Now, we have a quest to fulfill. Finding my new doctor.
Any ideas, Papa? Is there anyone you now from the old days that
could help?"

Papa just drove and kept quiet. I
wondered if he had heard me. I waited for another moment to see if
he'd respond. He didn't.

I asked again, "Papa? Did you hear what
I asked you? Do you know anyone—"

"I heard you, sweet pea. I heard you.
I'm just thinking. I'll have to go look in my old things and see if
I still have all the numbers."

He rubbed his chin—another of his
nervous telltale signs—and gave me a gentle look. I instantly saw
his eyes change. I didn't like that. He then put his hand on my now
blanketed leg.

"I love you, sweet pea. We'll get all
this sorted out. Don't you worry." He smiled, seeming more
himself.

"I'm not worried, Papa. Not when I have
you, Indigo and Norah at my side. I feel I could do anything right
now."

I knew it was a bit over-confident, but
I didn't want him to know that I felt weird. Why did he change like
that? I had all sorts of thoughts and then, as if out of nowhere, I
remembered… the boxes. I bet Mama's boxes would tell me something
about that time period. I just wish I knew where they were? I'd ask
Indigo, later. I didn't want to add fuel to the fire with Papa. He
had already been so strange. Plus, I just wanted to get home and
put some clothes on. That blanket was a bit thin!

We pulled into the driveway and were so
excited to be home. I felt as though my life was only just
starting. I was going to walk again and get to the bottom of my
problems. At least, that was my hope.

"Oh, Norah. You wouldn't believe us if
we told you. But, guess what happened?"

"I know all about it. The doctor called
in a panic afraid something might have happened to Miss Chloe. He
was beside himself with grief!"

"Oh, bollocks," I threw my hands up in
a rage. "He couldn't give two shits about me. The old sod couldn't
even remember my bloody name, Norah! He's just putting on a caring
attitude for you. As far as I'm concerned, he can just piss off!" I
adjusted my blanket so my secret thoughts wouldn't show.

"Well, child. How do you really feel,"
Norah winked. "He sure put on a good show. I'd have believed him.
So, what happened? And, why are you in nothing but a blanket,
child?"

She had one hand on her hip and the
other holding a spoon. She came flying out of the kitchen when we
arrived. She had been cooking and forgot to put the spoon down. We
explained everything and Indigo was quite excited to re-enact her
little scenes of fury.

"Oh, you should have seen me, Miss
Norah! I was loving it!" Indigo screamed.

It was so cute. She had really come out
of her shell since our trip to London. I was happy to see
it.

Eventually, I put some clothes on. I
spent a few moments alone in my room thinking of what had just
happened. I think my days of being taken care of, physically, could
be far behind me soon. Dare I have any hope of having my legs back?
Was I absolutely sure I was going to walk again? I wasn't sure of
anything other than the fact that I wanted to walk again. Honestly,
that was enough for me. I decided to try a little bit of walking on
my own. I only walked from the bed to the toilet. But, I did it. I
had done it!

"SOD YOU, DR. WONDERFUL!" I screamed in
absolute ecstatic joy in my bathroom.

Indigo, Norah and Papa all came rushing
in to my room and found me standing.

"See. I told you she stood. I know she
can walk again. You can, Miss. You can!"

Indigo jumped up and down with glee and
then came to be at my side. Just that little bit of walking made me
tired. Indigo could see my tiredness, and she wanted to be near
me.

"Oh, bless us! Bless us to bits!" Norah
cried.

She fell to her knees and put her hands
on her heart. She was crying with joy. Papa just stood
there—looking at me rather disconcertingly—and didn't know what to
say. He just stood there. I walked over to him, slowly, and with
the support of Indigo's arm, and gave him the first standing hug in
over 20 years. I was face to face with my beloved Papa. I wanted to
stay standing, but my legs were still quite weak. I enjoyed every
second of that hug with Papa. And, before I sat down, I hugged
Norah and Indigo, too. I just couldn't resist! Indigo put me in my
bed. All of that standing just wiped me out completely.

I fell asleep for a couple of hours
before dinner and dreamed a wonderful dream.






*****
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In the cold mist of the morning, I
slowly walked to the English department. The morning air was so
different when I was on my own. It felt so much more invigorating.
Something about it made me yearn for knowledge. "What was I going
to learn today?" I'd often think. I wanted to learn. I wanted to
understand. Everything. I blamed my newfound thirst for the unknown
on the foggy, mysterious morning air. Yes. That's what it
was.

I had three classes that day, the first
being with Freddie. I had gotten quite used to the rhythm of
school, and being away from Mama and Papa. Unbelievably, I still
had no roommate. I just kept to my own side of the room just in
case they were ever to show up. I always liked to be prepared for
what may happen next. I suppose, from taking care of Mama all those
years, I learned to expect the unexpected. So, that's what I did.
Always on my toes. Always aware that things may change.

Freddie's class flew by, as usual. The
students, and myself, were in good form. We discussed a few poets a
week. And usually one poet a day. But, today, we discussed
two.

Freddie divided us into two parts. One
poet per part. Then, we had to discuss things from the poet's
perspective and try to justify what they had written and why they
had written it a certain way. Then, we compared poems that seemed
so similar at first and discovered they were entirely different.
Only Freddie would come up with such a weird, interesting way to
compare poems. It was brilliant. The students loved how
unpredictable he was, as did I.

"Professor Rosemont?" One student shyly
inquired.

"Yes, uh," Freddie regretfully looked
down at his roll sheet. "Mr. Gregory, is it?"

"Yes. Uh, I can't see what the poet is
saying. Not to sound too daft, but I don't get it?"

I see, Mr. Gregory. But, I think you
are trying to interpret the poem a bit too literally. Don't look
for the poem to tell you everything up front. It won't. Imagine, if
you can, that you are that poet. You are those lines of poetry,
trying to escape from the page. Then, act as an interpreter. What
it is trying to say? What does it make you feel?"

Freddie spoke with such confidence. He
was more happy than I'd seen him since we met. I think when he got
through to his students, he was most happy.

"Oh, I think I get it." Mr. Gregory
tried to sound so confident in his statement.

Mr. Gregory leaned back in his chair
and pondered what Freddie had just said. His brow furrowed so
harshly. He put his pencil in the corner of his mouth and began to
twirl it around. His eyes fixed on the far side of the room. He was
really thinking of the poem. Freddie could see this, and I saw him
muster a sort of smile. He caught me looking at him smiling, winked
ever-so-slightly, and then looked more serious. So silly, that
Freddie.

"Now, people, let's take a break and go
back to our regular seats. I have a new assignment for you and I
think you'll like it."

He drew papers out of his bag and
handed them out to each of us, blindly. He even had them face down
so he couldn't see what poem he had. We all thought, "What's he
doing now?" and couldn't quite figure it out. When he was done
passing the papers out, he went to stand at his post at the head of
the room.

"What I want you to do is the exercise
that we've just completed. Get inside these poems and try to figure
out where they came from. This isn't just a test for you, it's a
test for me as well. I need to see if I can guess what poem you
have simply by your interpretation of the poem. So, feel free to be
as descriptive as you can. Really look. Really feel what the poet
is saying. I think you'll be surprised. Your assignment will be due
in three weeks. I'm giving you more time because this assignment is
not an easy one."

Freddie stood there, at the helm of his
smoothly running ship, and steered us all into a direction we
hadn't gone in before. It wasn't just an interpretation. It was
becoming that poet and feeling what made them write their poem.
Much, much easier said than done!

I was so lost at first trying to get
inside. It was like being dropped into a blank, white desert and
having to find the first little sign of character or weakness in
order to move forward. So many questions went through my head as to
why. That's the main question. Why? A tiny word with so much
weight. It's always the first question people ask no matter what
has happened. Why?

I looked around the room at the other
students and their poems. Some of them were a few lines, and some
took up an entire page. I didn't know how this would end, but I
thought it was a brilliant experiment.

"So, with this assignment, I'll leave
to you your day. In addition to this, please study the next chapter
in your poetry books. Sylvia Plath is a very important part of
literature. She needs a bit of extra time to get to know. As
always, read carefully. Class dismissed."

He walked to his desk, gathered his
things and gave me a subtle nod as he headed out the door. He was
nothing if not full of mystery.

I prepared myself for my next class and
went on with my boring day. I came to really enjoy going back to my
room and doing the Freddie assignments. I dug right in and got very
excited about what I might find. But, that night, I'd get nowhere
with my poem. I simply couldn't figure out how to get inside. The
poem seemed to be about so much of nothing. Just observations,
descriptions of a landscape and the way the sky kept changing.
Another thing about our assignment was that we, ourselves, didn't
know who wrote the poem. We weren't allowed to know until the
end.

I wandered around that cold evening and
made my usual rounds. First, it was off to the cafe followed by
walking around the school grounds. I saw some of my fellow students
doing some rather strange things. They were truly "getting inside"
their poems. One classmate found herself up a tree with no way
down! She cried for help, and a group of us went to her rescue. She
found herself quite embarrassed and went quickly back to her room.
Poor thing. She was already timid. That incident didn't help her
out. But, other classmates found themselves lying in the grass,
looking at statues for hours on end and really just observing their
surroundings. I supposed that all of those observations would make
for some very interesting comments when the project was due. It
excited me to know how much everyone loved Freddie's class. It was
unlike anything I'd experienced in my life so far.

I went back to my room, post-dinner and
walk, and began on the Sylvia Plath assignment. I wasn't all that
familiar with her work, so it was a brand new adventure. I got very
immersed in her words and found myself sinking further and further
down into my covers.

I woke with a jolt as someone came
crashing through the door.

"Hello? Is someone there?" My
sleepiness rendered my tongue nearly powerless.

"Oi, just me, mate. I'm yer
'roommate'," She quoted in mid-air. "Name's Lola."

She was a very skinny thing with a very
loud voice. I didn't quite know what to make of her, being that I
was so rudely awakened at 3 AM!

"Uh, um... Chloe," I managed to get
out. "I'll talk to you more in the morning. Good Night."

"Mornin'? I don't fink so, mate. I
ain't gonna be 'ere. Jus' puttin' me fings away so the
administra'ah finks I'm 'ere. You ain't gonna rat on me, is
ya?"

She aggressively chewed her gum as she
stood right over my head.

"No, Ma'am. Not me. No worries…
mate."

I sunk back down under my covers and
waited for her to leave. Good lord, what a fright!

"Roight, ven. Lay'ah… 'Mate'!" She said
with a harsh 'T' on the end.

All she left behind was a bag of
clothes, a duvet, a pillow and a teddy bear. I thought the bear was
a bit out of place, but who was I to judge? What a puzzler. I
didn't see her again that semester.

I went back to sleep and woke at my
usual 7 AM. The bag, bear, duvet and everything Lola left was still
on the bed. I thought maybe it had been a bad dream. No. It wasn't.
Just a rude awakening.

No classes taunted me that morning, but
I still liked to get up and be ready for the day. I went to the
cafe and had my breakfast. As I sat there, drinking my tea, in
walked Freddie. He looked around to find the waitress and saw me
sitting on my own. He motioned to me, as if to ask if he could sit,
and I motioned for him to come on over. He sat and waited for the
waitress. He ordered tea and a "Full English" breakfast. He
certainly had the build for the full english. He must have had it a
lot.

"How are you this fine morning, Chloe?
See, I do remember your name!"

"Oh, just fine, Freddie. And
you?"

"Never better, dear. Never better.
Could do with a bit of sunshine, but a grey day is always nice,
too. Keeps the sunburn away," He offered a slight giggle. "Not that
any English person I know has ever had sunburn. It certainly won't
happen in this neck of the woods! Don't you agree?"

"Oh, I agree. Completely. I think this
is the greyest part of England I've ever been in. But, I've gotten
so used to it now. I find the sun bothers me more," I took a sip of
tea and noticed he was a bit fidgety in his seat. "Is the seat
uncomfortable for you, Freddie?"

"What? Oh, no. I'm all right, dear.
Just giving the old bum a secretive scratch! But, now I've gone and
given away my secret!"

I nearly spit out my tea from laughing
so hard.

"Oh, Freddie! Now I know what you've
been doing in your chair in class! Norty boy."

"That's me, dear!"

We both enjoyed a very hearty laugh as
he settled into the cafe surroundings.

The lovely waitress brought his huge
plate of food and he dug right in. I sat there, nibbling on my
toast and drinking my tea. It was weird that I didn't feel weird. I
felt like I'd known Freddie all my life. Just one of those special
people that I never had to try to be friends with. It was just
always there.

"So, Freddie. Where are you from?" I
leaned on my elbow and looked him right in the eyes.

"Well, dear. I'm from a lot of places.
But, I was born in Wales. Both my parents are Welsh, therefore, I
suppose I am as well. I've lived in England mostly, though. Since
about the age of 4. That's why my accent is more English than
Welsh. Never really grew up around the Welsh."

He took a large drink of tea and didn't
say anything after that. Just looked at me so friendly and kept
eating.

"So, didn't your parents' accents
transfer to you? Wouldn't that be what usually happens?"

"Normally, I suppose. But, my parents
didn't raise me."

He kept eating and drinking his tea. He
sat there just smiling away and enjoying his morning. I wondered if
I should ask anymore questions and then he asked me one.

"So, dear. Where are you
from?"

"Oh, America, originally. But, we moved
here when I was about 8 years old. Father got a job, moved the
family. That sort of thing. So, I've been here over half my life
now. Do I still sound American?"

"Definitely, dear! But, that's not a
bad thing. You've picked up a lot of English speech. It suits you.
I think it's lovely."

"Thanks!" I smiled a bit and pushed my
plate aside.

The waitress came and took my empty
plate and my nearly empty pot of tea. Before she walked away I
said, "Could I—"

Before I could finish, she said,
"Coming right up, luv."

As she walked away, she turned back at
me and smiled. She was always so friendly. I just wish I knew her
name! They didn't wear name tags, and I wasn't bold enough to ask.
I guess she knew from day one that I was a tea-a-holic. I'd never
gone a day without it.

"You were saying, Chloe. About your
family and about your move here…"

He motioned with his hands as if to say
"and, and." So I went on.

"Well, as I said, we moved here when I
was eight because of my Father's work. Mama didn't work. I sort of
took care of her the last few years. She's not all that
well.

"Oh, Chloe. I'm sorry."

There was so much sweetness behind his
eyes. He understood me.

"Well, we do what we have to, don't we,
Freddie."

"Yes. That we do. It's not always easy,
is it?"

"No. It most certainly is not. I had a
lot of guilt about even coming to school. I felt like I was leaving
my family behind."

"Well, if I may be so bold, I think
they'd want the absolute best for you. And, school is a very
important thing. Especially for someone as creative as you. You
need to learn how to mold your craft. They knew this, so they let
you go."

"I suppose. But, it still doesn't
change my guilt. Maybe, someday, I'll feel guilt-free.
Someday."

"Well, now, guilt is never an easy
thing to just get rid of. It takes a lifetime of allowing oneself
to become what they need to become. Guilt just goes with the
territory, unfortunately. Believe me. I have my own guilt I have to
contend with," He looked down at the floor for a brief moment. "We
all do."

He shared so much with me that morning.
He also made me see that I wasn't alone in my guilt. Everyone had
to deal with it however they could. And, eventually, it would
lessen. He was right. Although, it twas taking a lot longer than I
would have liked.

"Well, my dear. I think I'd best be
off. Got a few of the old bits and bobs to deal with today. It was
absolutely lovely chatting with you. Perhaps we can do it again
next week?"

His excitement about meeting again was
more than apparent. He had enjoyed our chat. That made me so
happy.

"Absolutely! I'm here every morning.
So, whenever you fancy a morning out, I'll be here. Just me and my
tea." I smiled.

Freddie reached down, as he was
standing and I was sitting, and shook my hand.

"It was a pleasure, dear. Really. You
have a great day!"

With that, he paid his bill and left.
What a wonderful start to a day off.






*****
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"The problem isn't in the nerves in
your back, Miss Adair. The problem with your inability to walk is
in the muscles of your legs and back. Atrophy, for lack of a better
word. Years of not walking have made you unable to walk. But,
presently, I see no nerve damage at this time."

The middle-aged doctor spoke kindly
from behind his modest desk.

"Are you absolutely sure, doctor?" Papa
asked, confused.

We'd always been told my damage was
permanent and couldn't be restored. To hear anything that suggested
otherwise was a bit of a shock to the both of us. Especially
me.

The doctor continued, "I suppose there
could be the most minute chance we are wrong, but I really can't
see any sort of neurological problems. I did see evidence of
damaged tissues from the initial injury, but they have healed. Scar
tissue is present—which can often times cause a swelling—which in
turn leads to a sort of temporary nerve damage. But, no swelling is
currently present. Your lovely daughter should be able to walk very
shortly."

I sat there, amazed and happy, and
didn't say anything for a long time. Papa and the doctor both said
my name multiple times before I heard them. I was so far away
thinking of the day when I'd really be walking again. I couldn't
believe it!

"Chloe! You in there, sweet pea," Papa
said gently. "The doctor is talking to you."

"Oh, I heard you. I heard you both. I'm
here," I nervously shook my head, "I can't believe this news. I'm
really going to walk again," and then I believed it. "I'm really
going to walk again. I'm really going to walk again!"

I leaned over and hugged Papa once
more. I turned to the doctor and thanked him over and over again.
He just smiled and nodded in such a friendly way.

"I'm so happy for you, Chloe. And, if
you follow the exercises, you'll walk better and stronger than you
did before. But, you have to stick to the exercises and not try and
walk too much all at once. OK?"

"Yes, doctor. I will certainly
try."

"Well, that is all I can ask of anyone.
Seems the more I tell my patients to do, the worse they get at
times. Everyone is impatient, don't you think?" He grinned such a
boyish, mischievous grin. "But, I can't blame you for wanting
something you've been without for so long. Unnecessarily at that.
But, trust me, Chloe. You will be well again. Completely
well."

I sat there listening to him—teary eyed
and happy—and I realized what a good doctor he seemed to be. I
never trusted anyone completely at first, but he was a good
candidate to start with. I looked into his eyes, and they were
looking right back into mine. That was my big test to see if I
could trust someone. If they constantly look away, I instantly knew
they may be hard to trust. But, he was good.

He pulled out pamphlet after pamphlet
as he told me things I could do to improve my body, my walking, and
my general health. Despite my fierce will to pay attention, I found
I had drifted off again. It was so easy for me to do with such
great news. I kept seeing myself walking in the park with Indigo,
Papa and Norah and just enjoying a walk on my own. Then, I
realized, he'd asked me another question. Oh dear!

"I'm sorry, doctor. Did you ask me
something?"

"Yes, Chloe. I did. Do you know what I
asked you?" He grinned.

I looked at the ground and replied
softly, "I'm so sorry, doctor. I have no earthly idea what you
asked me."

"I asked if you were ready to go home
now, dear. You're free to stay and get comfortable with some
exercises. Or, you can give the instructions to your in-home
companion and if she has any questions, she is more than welcome to
call me. The decision is completely yours. Whatever you are most
comfortable with."

"Are you sure you're really a doctor,
"I blurted out, haphazardly. "No doc I've ever had thinks it's my
decision to do anything. They always admit me and put me in a
bed."

"Well, we don't need to go that far.
You are in such good health otherwise that you are already well on
your way to a full recovery. Putting you in a bed will only make
you worse at this point. So, I want you to be comfortable in your
decision. If you need a bit of a slow start, stay. If you want to
get going on this, go home! It's really your decision."

"Well, when you put it that way, I want
to bloody go home!"

All I could do at that point was keep
smiling. My cheeks were beginning to hurt!

The doctor smiled back."That a girl!
Now, off with ya!"

He came over to help me stand. I took
his hands, found my stable position in my feet and began to rise
up.

"You see, Chloe, if you imagine you are
being pulled up by a rope, it's much easier to envision yourself
standing. So, from now on, pretend Im trying to pull you up. You'll
be amazed at how well it works. Sit down and we'll try it again
with the visualization."

His enthusiasm was more than apparent.
The good doctor was actually helping me, and he wanted to do so.
Not to mention, his eyes weren't at all bad to gaze
into!

"OK. We'll go for it again. Find your
feet, imagine the rope and now up we go."

It was incredible! I could almost feel
the rope pulling me up! I started to scream with excitement as the
doctor held my hands strongly.

"Oh my goodness! This is incredible,
doctor! What a difference!"

He smiled so widely with happiness for
me. This man, this doctor, was truly a gift to any patient he
treated. He had a gift.

"Great job, Chloe. You know, you're
even more beautiful when you stand. It not only lifts your body, it
lifts your spirits!"

I was a bit taken aback at the comments
he made. Was I beautiful? I never really took the time too look in
the mirror much. I knew I must have been red as a beet with
embarrassment.

"Oh look, doc. You made me little lass
blush! Not many folks can make 'er do that these days! Good on ya,
doc. Good on ya!"

Papa watched gleefully from his chair
in the doctor's humble office. So proud. So relieved. I would swear
he lost ten pounds of worry during that visit. He looked lighter.
Happier.

I sat back down and had actually worked
up a sweat. "Wow, doc. That's how many times a day?"

I was red from more than just slight
embarrassment. It was quite a workout for muscles that hadn't moved
in years.

"Well, you need to exercise like that
about three times a day. Once in the morning, once in the
afternoon—either before or after tea—and evening before dinner.
Don't try and do too much after 6 or 7 pm. It will make you
restless."

"Oh, geez. I don't need anything else
to make me not sleep. I haven't slept all that well in
years."

"Really? How often are you
sleepless?"

"Well, I think I get about three good
nights in a week. If I don't sleep, I just lie there, thinking and
such."

"Well, is this something you want to
look into? Or, do you think with the exercises you'll be more
exhausted at night and be able to sleep?"

"I certainly hope I can sleep after
doing all that work in a day! I think a big part of it is just my
mind trying to keep me entertained and not focus on bad
things."

"I see. Well, if you find you're still
not sleeping after a couple of weeks. Would you call me?
Sleeplessness isn't something you want to hold on to for a
prolonged period of time. Bodies and minds need rest every day.
You'll do better if you sleep. But, I'm sure you know all of
this."

He spoke in such a carefree way as not
to make me feel like a child. So many people did just that. I must
look the eternal child. Helpless in my wheelchair. Even at 50 years
old! I was glad for someone who respected me.

"Yes, doctor. I do know that about
sleep. Thanks for asking. I'll just see how it goes over these next
two weeks and I'll report back to you. How's that?"

"Sounds great, Chloe. I know you'll do
very well. Most people in my office can't do what you've
accomplished today alone. You're very strong. Remember that," He
looked at me kindly and then at Papa. "I hope you have a great trip
home. Good to see you again, Eli. Been a long time now. Don't be a
stranger, ay?"

Papa and the doctor shook hands, but
Papa cut it rather short. He looked very uncomfortable. Why didn't
Papa tell me that they knew each other?

"Oh, you two know each other?" My query
stunned Papa.

Papa fidgeted about and replied, "Oh,
yeah. I knew him when I worked for that American outfit, when we
first moved here. He was the doctor for a lot of the folks over
there."

The doctor looked at Eli with much
confusion. His brow furrowed. He walked over to open the door for
us. He remained very kind toward me.

"Well, you call me in two weeks, Chloe.
I'm so excited to see how well you'll do," He patted me on the
shoulder as I wheeled myself out the door. "Bye, bye,
now."

"Sweet pea, I'll be right there. Just
have to ask the doc something. I'll only be a moment."

Papa and the doctor looked at me in
such an odd way as the door closed. It was a solid wooden door, so
I couldn't see what was going on. Indigo rushed over as soon as she
saw me come through the door. She asked me all the questions that I
knew she would. But, I still tried to overhear them talking in the
office. I was quite puzzled. Why did the doctor look so concerned
by Papa's comment? What else was Papa hiding? I knew Papa was
Mama's doctor, and I tried not to think about it too often. I also
knew he tried very hard to find a good doctor for me. I never did
ask how he found Dr. Sienna. Oh, dear. More questions.

Indigo was rambling on and on with her
inquisition, expectedly so, when I managed to overhear a tiny bit
of what the doc was saying. I heard something like:

"You mean she still doesn't know? Eli,
how could the woman not know? Do you plan on telling—"

And then the door opened and Papa came
out.

"Thanks again, doc. We'll chat with you
in a couple of weeks, yeah?"

Papa smiled a transparent smile at the
doctor, waving as he exited. Papa shut the door quickly behind him.
The door did not open again.

We stayed in London for the rest of the
day after my appointment. There was absolutely no rush to get home,
so why hurry? We just lazily roamed the London streets, having tea
and some very lovely treats. I even managed to do my exercises with
Indigo quite successfully. She was such a great help. She
understood everything Dr. Sienna explained to me. She was good like
that. Never a need to explain something more than once to her.
Indigo was so intelligent.

I can only imagine what was said on
that day in the doctor's office. I often sat and thought about it.
There was always something hiding from the past that I never knew
about. A lot of things, in fact. I tried not to think of it, but I
often felt I needed to know. Even if it was bad, it might have
helped me to unlock my future. You see, those were the things that
kept me up at night. I wondered so much about everything. No wonder
I never slept. A sense of wonder isn't always a good thing. Wonder
can lead to tragedy just as easily as it can lead to something
wonderful. Huh, wonderful. As in "full of wonder". You got that
right!






*****






Sixteen






"Miss, it's been a month, Don't you
think you should call Dr. Sienna?"

"No. No I bloody don't think I should
call him. He said I'd walk again. Why am I so tired and not able to
walk for more than a few steps? I don't understand it? See. This is
what happens when you trust someone you hardly know. They always
lie to you. Always!"

"Oh, come on now, Miss. You don't mean
that. How can he know you're not walking if you don't tell him? He
wouldn't have told you that you'd walk again if he didn't think you
could. Now get up, walk over to that phone and call the sodding
doctor! I'm fed up with your temper tantrums. You want help, call
and get it yourself!"

I heard her crying as she ran to the
other side of the house. She ran to her room. She never ran to her
room. Good lord. I'd done it again. My mean old temper had come out
and bitten the hand that feeds me! I wouldn't be at all surprised
if she wanted to leave. I hoped to all that is good in this world
that she didn't.

After I realized I had, yet again, been
a brat, I did in fact walk to the phone and call the doctor's
office. It rang and rang and finally, someone picked up.

"Dr. Sienna's office. This is Margret.
May I help you?"

"Hello. My name is Chloe Adair. I'm a
patient of Dr. Sienna's. May I speak to him please?"

"Oh, I'm sorry, miss. He's out until
next week. Would you like the on call doctor? Dr.
Fielding?"

"Oh, well, I don't know Dr. Fielding.
So um. I'll just try to call him back next week."

"All right, dear. I'll write down that
you called. Is it of any urgency, miss? Can I help you at
all?"

Her voice was so hauntingly sweet. So
familiar. It threw me.

"Oh, thank you. But, I'm afraid I don't
even really know why I'm calling. I'm just not walking as soon as I
thought I would. And I haven't been sleeping either. He told me to
let him know if I didn't sleep well."

"Oh, I see, dear. Well, you know it
does take a lot of time for one to walk again after not walking in
a while. I know all about that. Just try to relax about it all,
miss. I'm sure you'll be running before we know it."

"Yes. I suppose you're right there.
But, if you would please just let him know about the sleeping. He
did want to know that."

"I'll certainly do that for you,
dear."

I calmed down after hearing her voice.
I didn't know why, but it was so familiar. From the sound of it,
she was an elderly lady. I didn't remember seeing an elderly lady
when I was there the first time.

"If that's all, I shall let you go now,
dear. I'll let the doctor know you called."

Just before she was about to hang up, I
asked, "Excuse me, Ma'am. But, were you in the office a few weeks
ago? On the 17th?"

"No, dear. I wasn't here until this
week. Why do you ask?"

"Oh, I just thought I recognized your
voice for some reason. I guess not. But, thank you for calming me
down. I do feel better now."

"Oh, good. I'm glad you're feeling
better. Sometimes we just need a friendly voice, don't you
find?"

"Yes. That we do. Thank
you."

"You're welcome, dear. Bye
bye."

"Bye."

My voice was sorrowful. For some
reason, I just didn't want to let her go. It was ridiculous! I
didn't even know this woman.

I walked slowly back to my room and
Norah was there waiting for me. She did not look happy.

"What do you mean in making Indigo
upset like that, Chloe girl? I thought you loved her like your
own?"

"I do. I'm always losing my temper and
she often gets the brunt of it. I don't mean to—"

"Oh, pish tosh, don't mean to. You know
bloody well you'd upset her when you said what you said. I think
the poor girl needs a rest from you. Honestly."

"And what will I do for
help?"

"Help your bloody self! We all know now
that you ain't got no problems with your nerves. I'll help you with
your exercises for a while and Indigo needs to take a vacation. A
vacation from you, from us, and from this chilly, big, old house,"
Norah was so angry at me, and it showed, "She's a young lady and
needs things a young lady needs. Like a young man, for instance!
She'd never fess up to wanting a vacation, so we should just give
it to her. She'd do anything for you. That's the problem. You know
she would. I know you love that girl and I know I sure have grown
to love her a great deal," Norah's sausage fingers pointed at me so
disapprovingly, "But, you sure don't show it sometimes. You go back
and forth with your kindness when it suits you. Well, we've all got
tempers too, and you certainly push us to the edge. You expect the
world of us, and now, we'll expect it right back from you. Time for
you to grow up and stop acting like such a spoiled
brat!"

As much as I hated this little speech,
every word of it was completely true. I took advantage of
Indigo.

"Well, to quote you, how do you really
feel, Norah?" I blatantly gave her a slight smile.

Head turned sideways, which was not a
good thing, Norah charged at me, "Oh, don't you smile at me
girl."

She, too, was starting to smile, much
to her dismay. Then, we both burst out laughing. In came Indigo
quite confused, and asked what was going on.

"Oh, lass. Your Chloe here is finally
seeing what a nightmare she really is. There's a beauty in knowing
you're a great pain in the arse!"

I tried, in vain, to apologize to
Indigo. But, this time, I don't think she was up to forgiving
me.

"I know I've said this more times than
you'd like to hear. But, I'm sorry, Indigo. I took your advice,
called the doc myself and then walked all the way back by myself.
You getting mad at me was the best thing for me. I still rely on
you two way too much. Time I start doing more for myself—even
though I thought I was—and accepting responsibilities around
here."

"I couldn't agree with you more, Miss,"
Indigo still wasn't smiling. "You have no idea how you make me feel
sometimes. I love you, Miss, but you can really be quite
cruel."

"I know, and I'm—"

"You're what? Sorry? Always bloody
sorry," She sighed deeply and hung her head low. "You know there
are so many times I could have left you, but I didn't. I want to
see you get well and live your life. I love my life here with you,
on the good days, and don't want to leave. But, if your temper
flares at me too many more times, I'm honestly not sure if I'll
stay."

Norah and I were a bit shocked at how
forward, and angry, Indigo was. I knew she'd be a bit upset, but I
didn't realize that I'd really, truly hurt her. No one was
laughing, nor smiling, anymore.

Norah went to her and tried to comfort
her. Indigo pulled away. She sat on the chaise and just started
crying. Norah and I were dumbfounded and didn't know if we should
speak or not. We decided to be quiet for a moment and see if Indigo
said anything.

"It's not just that you always get mad,
Miss. It's the fact that you know I'll always be there to rescue
you. You completely take me for granted."

Indigo dried her eyes and sat more
upright on the chaise. She took one deep breath after another,
exhausted. I saw so much pain in my dear girl. How could I have
been so horrid to the person I love so dearly? And, most
importantly, was she going to leave me because of it? I went to
speak, to say what I don't even remember, but she stopped me with
one look. She had more to say. Much, much more.

"Please don't take this to mean
anything other than what's intended, Miss. I think I'm going to go
away for a while. I need a break."

There it was. The words I dreaded
hearing for so long. She couldn't leave, just like that. She just
couldn't!

Indigo's eyes met mine, and I could see
she really meant the words she'd said. There was a wall in front of
her. A wall I had put there myself.

I managed to stay strong and not cry. I
wanted to, but I didn't.

"Indigo, you know I don't hold you
prisoner here. If you want to go away for a while, you know you
absolutely can."

"Thank you, Miss," Her words came out
slow and cold. "I will be leaving in the morning, and I don't know
when I'll be back. I just need to figure out where I factor in to
your life. Sometimes I really think I hinder more than help you. I
don't want to feel like this anymore. I want to feel happy.
Useful."

She walked to me, took my hands, and,
despite her best effort not to, began to cry. In a very weird way,
this made me feel better. It meant that she didn't hate
me.

"I will be back, Miss. That is, if you
still think you'll need me. But, I won't know how to feel until I
have a bit of a break. You do understand, Miss. Don't
you?"

"I do," My heart sank with fear. "I
really do."

"Well, no one asked me how I felt about
this whole thing! I don't know why you two can't just make up and
go along with things as they are. Why do you need to leave, Indigo?
Why?"

"Because, Norah, I just feel so
exhausted from all of this. Miss Chloe is doing very well with her
exercises and I know she'll be walking in no time at all. I
wouldn't leave if things were worse. I hope you know that," indigo
tried to comfort Norah, but she wouldn't have it. "It just feels
like now is when I should go. I feel like it may be my only chance.
Besides, I may only be gone a couple of days, or it may be longer
than a couple of weeks. I don't know yet? But I do know it needs to
happen now. I need to rest and come back stronger. Don't you ever
just want to go be on your own, Miss Norah?"

Norah finally saw the emptiness in
Indigo's eyes. It used to be so full of youth, of life. At that
moment, she realized Indigo was right. The poor girl did need a
break, and she'd just said those very words herself. She'd thought
so for a long time now. The fact was she didn't want to lose Indigo
either. Norah had her sly little quirks, but she adored Indigo as
much as the rest of us. That was a constant within us
all.

"You go, dear. You deserve it. Go and
do whatever you want to do for however long you need to. Bring that
spark back to those big, brown eyes of yours. I can see that you
are sad, and I'm sorry if it has anything at all to do with me or
Miss Chloe. You know we don't mean to be cruel if we are. I think
it just happens in such close quarters. We all need breaks," She
looked around to both of us. "All of us."

Indigo cried on Norah's shoulder.
Before long, we were all crying together. We knew things would get
better. Change almost always had a way of making things better, not
worse. Change made people stop and take stock of life. If we hadn't
done so on that day, who knows what may have happened? Indigo may
have grown to hate me more and more every day. That would have been
the worst thing I could think of.

Morning came and we all gathered in the
front entry to see our Indigo off properly. No sadness. No tears.
Just a hearty bunch of hugs and kisses to keep her company on the
road. We all had our brave faces on. Even Papa.

"I'll write to you when I get to where
I'll be staying. I don't exactly know where that is yet. It's
rather exciting," She looked at all of us, holding back any and all
tears, knowing that this wasn't goodbye. "You be good, the lot of
ya's! Do your exercises, Miss. And you be sure to try and walk as
much as you can, Mr. Adair. It's good for you! And, Norah… well,
just keep on being Norah! No one does it quite like
you."

She gave us all one more big hug and
she was off. She never said goodbye. She only said, "See you soon."
I hoped she would. More than anything, I hoped she
would.






*****






Seventeen






I was enjoying my breakfast in the cafe
one Saturday morning, and in walked Freddie. We had been enjoying
breakfast together about three times a week and we had both gotten
very used to it. We never planned it. It just happened when it
needed to. I had gotten to know him a bit, and he had gotten to
know me quite a lot. He had one of those magic personalities that I
just fell into. I could tell Freddie anything, as long as I didn't
expect him to offer the same information in return. I really had to
dig to get the knowledge that I had, which wasn't all that much
given the time we'd spent together.

I remember one day, in an oddly heated
discussion on bread, I finally got out of him that he had two
sisters. He was raving about French Baguettes, and how that was the
only real bread, he mentioned his sister loved them. I said "Oh, so
you do have a sister then?" He replied, "Yes. I have two sisters.
Both older than I. I didn't grow up with them, unfortunately, so I
don't really know where they are now. Or, if they are." And that
was the entire story of him and his sisters. He didn't not tell me
things because he didn't want me to know, he just didn't enjoy his
family life and where he came from and he didn't want anyone else
to have to hear about it either. The thing is, he'd talk until he
was blue in the face about everything but family. He was never at a
loss for words, he just chose them carefully.

That particular Saturday, however, was
a little different. I found out some very unusual things
indeed.

"So, dear. How are you coming along
with the poem project? It's nearly due, you know. Next week, in
fact!"

"Well, I'm doing all right, I suppose.
Trying not to over-think it and make myself look foolish in front
of everyone."

"You'll find, in life, that when you do
look the fool is when you learn the most about yourself. It's not
always pleasant, but often, it is necessary. You are right to
approach it with a carefree attitude. That will take you
far."

He sipped his coffee—a little change
from the usual tea—and didn't seem to have much of an appetite that
morning. That was a bit on the unusual side for him. He always ate.
Always!

"Anything on your mind today, Freddie?
You seem a bit far away."

I approached him inquisitively enough
to let him know I was concerned, but not too eager to make him
aware of my nosiness.

"Well, yes. I do feel a bit out of
sorts today. Nothing in particular that's bothering me, per se.
Just having one of those days where I don't really feel present. Do
you ever feel that way?"

He had such a gracefulness about him as
he chatted that morning. An odd charge of fire kept threatening to
pop out of his eyes. Something was different.

"Oh, goodness yes. I often feel that
way. I felt like that all the time when I first got here. But, I
soon found myself having a good time and learning my surroundings.
I always felt that when I did feel that way, best not to think
about it. Just try to go on with the day and maybe something will
lift it off of my head."

"Off of your head? What do you
mean?"

Freddie's face was consumed with
wonderment. He put his hand under his chin and leaned in closer to
me.

"Oh, I dunno. I just feel that when I
get like that, there's something, or someone, hovering over me,
pushing me down further into myself. Like something is supposed to
be shielded from me on that day and I'm not supposed to be aware.
I've never found it to be true, but that kind of helps me to get
over that feeling. I pretend it protects me rather than hurts
me."

Freddie took a long pause and I could
tell he was really processing what I had said.

He finally replied with, "So,
something's on your head then? Holding you down?"

He mustered a giggle and sat right back
in his chair. He folded his arms and looked down at the floor.
Then, he looked up at me, quizzically.

"Good lord. I have on two different
shoes!"

We both howled with laughter
uncontrollably.

"Perhaps your someone made you
senseless enough to put mismatching shoes on your feet then, ay?
I've never seen you make that mistake before."

"I don't even remember getting dressed
this morning, to tell you the truth."

He tried to laugh again, but his
laughter quickly turned into something else. Something sad. His
eyes suddenly got all teary and he folded his arms upon himself
tighter and tighter. I really started to worry and felt bad for
laughing.

"Freddie? Are you OK?"

I got no response. He looked at me, but
he didn't say anything.

"Freddie! Freddie can you hear me?" I
asked again and again.

I wasn't to the point of yelling, but I
was very concerned. This was all too familiar to me. Finally, he
said something.

"I think I'd better go now, dear. See
you again soon."

"But you haven't even finished your
breakfast yet. You want me to walk with you?"

No response again.

Reluctantly, I yelled, "Freddie!! Come
back! Are you OK?," and he walked out the door.

I quickly paid the bill and then went
out the door to try and follow him. I hadn't seen which direction
he had gone. I thought he might go home, so I tried his house a few
blocks away. I rang the doorbell, but got no answer.

A dreadful angst rose from within my
chest. I tried to calm myself and decided to sit on his front steps
for a while to see if he came home. I didn't want to be nosy—I
really didn't—but I was very concerned. What if he'd had a stroke?
What if he'd been ill and never told anyone? There were so many
"what ifs" and I didn't know what to do next. Just when I was about
to get up and go check at the school, the front door opened. It was
Freddie.

"Oh, Chloe dear. Why didn't you ring
the bell?"

I was flabbergasted,"Freddie! Why did
you run away so quickly? Are you OK now?"

How could he not have any memory of our
morning together? Oh, I didn't like this one bit!

"OK? I've been just fine this morning.
Just had some breakfast and was about to go do the shopping. How
are you today?"

Sure enough, he had no memory of our
morning together at all. This was most disturbing to me. He seemed
a bit sad in the cafe, but he didn't seem that out of sorts. Had he
really forgotten everything we talked about?

"Freddie," I stammered, gobsmacked,
trying to find my words. "Do you remember what I said about the
something or someone pushing me down?"

"The something doing what? What are you
talking about, dear girl? I haven't seen you yet this morning. I
was going to stop in at the cafe later to see if you were there.
Thought we might have a coffee together."

He stood there, looking his usual self,
and seemed fine. Totally fine. Why didn't he remember being with me
at the cafe? Something was clearly wrong here. Should I say
anything to him about this? Or, do I wait and see if it happens
again? I really didn't know what to do. I decided telling him might
make him feel bad, so I waited. He did seem OK now. Perhaps it was
just a fluke. Maybe he was sleepwalking?

I thought I might have had a long pause
of silence—due to my obsessive over-thinking about this whole
situation—so I quickly responded.

"Oh, yes. That would be lovely. I'll
meet you there in a couple of hours."

"Right, then. I'll see you
there."

He turned back toward his front door
and walked back inside. He closed the door and that was
that.

I walked away, wondering what in the
world had just happened, and took a long walk. I went to one of my
favorite places, the cemetery, and thought of Mama. She often had
episodes like that where she'd forget days and days on end. I
didn't want my beloved Freddie to succumb to the same fate as Mama.
She never got better. She only got worse. Surely, in my life, I
wouldn't be doomed to see two people in my life suffer in that way.
Surely not?

I sat in the cemetery, thinking and
worrying, and quickly got up to go meet Freddie. I only hoped he'd
remembered and was actually going to meet me!

I went to my usual seat by the window,
the waitress brought my tea and she asked if Freddie was OK She was
there when he ran out before and she was worried. I told her I
didn't know what happened, but that he didn't remember anything. I
told her I thought it best not to mention it. She agreed. She was
so lovely. Never a harsh word and always so kind.

Right at that moment, Freddie walked
in. His shoes matched once again. I looked to make sure.

"Hello, dear."

"How are ya, Freddie? Get your errands
done then?"

Playing coy was not one of my strong
suits then, not ever. I was so sure he could see the concern all
over me.

"All done." He replied,
cheerfully.

He sat down and leaned way back in his
chair. The waitress came over to us to get Freddie's
order.

"Could I have a coffee dear?
Thanks."

"Anything else? Something to
eat?"

"No, I think I'm just in the mood for a
coffee just now. But, I shall let you know the moment I get
peckish!"

"Coming right up, luv."

She turned to me, winked and went to
get his coffee.

Freddie seemed perfectly fine while we
waited for his coffee. I wouldn't have known he had anything happen
to him earlier. It seemed to me, in his mind, he didn't have any
knowledge of the event. So, naturally, he was totally
fine.

"You all right over there, Chloe?
You're not saying much. That's not like you."

"Oh, just thinking, you
know."

"Why, yes dear. I do. You know I wonder
how easy it is to be so cruel sometimes."

"What? Whose been cruel?"

I was so puzzled by this comment from
him. Then, suddenly, he looked down at his feet, looked right in my
face and said, "Look. My shoes match now!"

His eyes were so alight with
mischief.

I got up from my chair to smack him
with my napkin and shouted at him, "Freddie Rosemont!! You mean
little dog!"

He was absolutely howling with
laughter, as was the waitress, and he could hardly
breathe.

"You soddin', cheeky monkey! That was
indeed a cruel joke! I was really worried about you," I had so much
fire in my words. "I thought you were going mental!

" Freddie simply replied,
"Gotcha."

He looked over at the waitress, she
winked and he looked back at me.

"She was in on the whole thing! Life
ain't no fun without some jokes, kid. Don't take school too
seriously. Just wanted to teach you that early on so you didn't get
muddled in with the sad sacks and their mid-term depressions. You
have got to laugh. Just a gentle, somewhat cruel, reminder of that.
No hard feelings, right?"

I sat there, seething, and realized he
was right. It was funny, once I knew he was OK. The whole
incident—or, joke, as it were— just reminded me of Mama a bit too
much. I decided not to tell him about that and enjoy the
joke.

"Just don't do it again, ay, " I felt
my hands shaking, I hoped he hadn't noticed. "Find another way to
be funny. I don't ever want to think you're not well when you are.
OK?"

I looked into his face and he could see
the panic he had instilled. His face dropped back down to normal
and he realized he made me panic a bit too much.

"Oh, I am sorry dear. I didn't realize
you'd get that upset. I won't pull that kind of joke on you again.
I promise. But, I can't say I'll never pull a joke on you again.
That's just unfair."

His smile was so gentle. He was really
apologetic. Freddie never meant to scare me that much. I think he
felt bad.

A few moments passed, along with them,
the tension. I eased up about the incident and came back down to my
usual Freddie level: happy and contented. There, that was much
better.

All in all, I was just relieved Freddie
was indeed OK. I never want any harm to come to him.
Ever.

We continued with our visit. Him with
his coffee. Me with my tea. We discovered more and more about each
other that afternoon. I discovered Freddie was not above a joke. I
also discovered I didn't like jokes. Oh, dear. What a
pair.






*****






Eighteen






The day of the poem project had
arrived. I thought I had a good grip on my poem and was eager to
get in there, go first ,and be done with it. You'd think I had a
bit of an advantage knowing Freddie so closely, but we rarely ever
talked shop at our morning teas. He would just occasionally ask how
I was doing with assignments. He never offered any advice or
anything of that nature. Professor Rosemont in class was a
different person than the Freddie I knew at tea.

Freddie stood at the head of the class
awaiting the arrival of all of the students. He was just as excited
about the project as they were. I remember him standing there,
ferociously tapping his foot.

"So, my lovelies, let's get this
literary show on the road! Any volunteers to go first?"

He looked around the room, ignoring my
hand waving near the front of his vision, and he chose a person who
appeared to be trying to hide behind the classmate in front of
them.

"Ah, Mr. Gregory, why don't you come on
up and be our first sacrificial lamb. Don't be shy. It'll only hurt
for a moment, dear boy."

Freddie, that is Professor Rosemont,
looked so enthused about everything. Mr. Gregory, we all knew him
as Bradley, went slowly up to the head of the class. Freddie stood
near him and asked him a round of questions about his poem. Freddie
wasn't aware of who had what poem, so it was a huge test for him as
well.

"OK, dear boy, first question. Is your
poet male or female?"

Bradley, shaking and sweating, offered
the reply, "I believe the poet is female."

"Why do you think this?"

"Well, Professor, I think because the
poem talks so much about betrayal and loneliness. In my
experiences, and my family's experiences, it has often been the
male to do the betraying and the females left to suffer and be
lonely. So, that's why I think the poet is a female."

"I see," Freddie pondered Bradley's
justifications quizzically. "So you think no females have ever
betrayed anyone?"

"No sir, I didn't mean that. I believe
females can be just as mean, cruel and vicious as any man. I just
felt it was written by a female because it was more gentle than I'm
used to reading from a male perspective."

"Well now, that does make more sense
than your first explanation. I agree that it is a more gentle poem,
if it's the poem I think you have."

Freddie paced back and forth for a
moment before asking Bradley to read the poem out loud. Bradley
read very expressively, beautifully. Everyone in class was quite
taken with his reading. We were all surprised by the guy who didn't
understand any poetry at first. Honestly, it made me a bit nervous
to read in front of everyone. Reading aloud had never been a huge
treat for me. I stumbled on my words, even though I knew them, and
gasped for air. I was more like a dying fish out of water than a
public speaker. Thanks a lot, Bradley!

Before we knew it, Bradley was done
with his reading. Freddie took it all in and kept his eyes closed
for quite a while. Finally, he spoke.

"Excellent reading, Mr. Gregory. I
think you have a pretty good grasp on this poem. You get an A. You
may take your seat."

"Thank you, Professor Rosemont,
sir."

Bradley looked so pleased. Pleased, but
exhausted. He was done. All he had to do now was sit back and enjoy
the rest of our public tortures. Lucky him.

Freddie asked who was next, and all of
the hands in class flew up into the air. One after one he picked
everyone but me and they all seemed to understand their poems very
well. All students received an A and then, it was finally my turn.
Dead last, and dead scared.

"Ah yes. Miss Adair. I do believe
you're the last woman standing. Please come forward."

I walked right up next to Freddie and
he gave me that gentle look that I saw on the first day of class. I
wasn't afraid to read anymore. I stood up there, answered Freddie's
questions and read the poem. I really thought I knew what it was
about. I went on and on, carelessly giving opinions on why I
thought they wrote the way they did, and I realized Freddie did not
look pleased. I wrapped up my thoughts and stood there, nervously,
waiting for the verdict.

"Very good, Chloe," His voice exuded no
enthusiasm at all. "While I do admire your interpretation of the
poem, I'm not entirely sure you got as into it as you should have.
Your explanation is a bit juvenile and not very expressive. Don't
misunderstand me. I don't think you are wrong, as I don't think any
interpretation can be wrong, but I don't feel you got out of the
poem what was intended so obviously by the poet."

"Well, what was so obvious that I
didn't get?" My voice bit hard, sarcastic.

"Oh, now, Miss Chloe, I'm not punishing
you. I just want you to see what you didn't pick up on. Now, in the
poem, the poet says, 'on the bridges, one can only see the path. On
the ground, one can only see the ground.' What does that mean to
you?"

I callously replied, "I thought I
already made that clear, Professor. I took it to mean that you
can't go forward without looking at where you come
from."

"Yes, yes, that is good. But, it also
means that one shouldn't look ahead when one hasn't figured out
where one is. The poet mentions nothing about a journey, so it is
seen as the poet is sitting still. No movement is
happening."

I did understand after he'd explained
it. Shamefully, I hadn't really absorbed the poem entirely until
that very moment. But, I was stubborn, young and a bit bull-headed,
and my reply came off as a bit bratty and gross.

"I reckon to the older eye, it would
seem that way. Maybe you didn't understand the poet from your
perspective. Is that possible, Professor?"

Freddie had a long pause of silence as
he tried to remain calm. He was not at all happy with me. He
continued on by saying, "All right class, I think we're done here.
Good job. You deserve a big hand."

Everyone was clapping and Freddie was
giving me a look I'd never seen. As the class room emptied, I sat
still. Still as stone. I knew I was getting a talking to. I knew I
deserved one, too.

I felt Freddie's gaze on me getting
heavier and heavier as he got closer to my seat. He did, however,
still manage a slight grin.

"I do hope you aren't taking our
friendship for granted, Miss Adair. I don't show preferential
treatment to my friends. I hope you know that for any future
outbursts in my classroom."

"I'm sorry, Freddie. I guess I just
spoke the way I'd speak if we were in the cafe."

"No you didn't. You've never
disrespected me in such a way on our own. Why would you do that
here? Do you want to be a big bully in front of everyone? Is that
what you were trying to do? If that was your intention, young lady,
you've certainly accomplished that."

Oh, geez. I got a "young lady"
scolding. I hadn't had one of those since I lived at home! I must
have been worse than I suspected. Oh, dear.

He walked to his desk and kept his back
to me for a moment. I didn't say anything because there was really
nothing I could have said. I didn't even know if I passed or
failed. I assumed I had failed due to my smart mouth.

"Chloe, I want you to think about what
I said in the cafe… about fools. I hope this is the first and last
time I'll need to refer to that moment in time. You receive an A
for your project, as it was not possible to fail. But if you every
act that way in class again, I will dismiss you. I'm not angry, I'm
disappointed. I hope you never take our friendship for granted in
this classroom again. You need to learn to listen," He nodded his
head slightly. "You may go."

Freddie sat down at his desk. He
seemed, from the outside, to be happy as a clam while he graded
some papers. I sat there for a little while thinking about what he
had said. He knew I was there, watching him, and he looked up at me
and winked. I gathered my things and headed to my next class. I did
terribly in history that day. My head was a mess.

I got through my busy day of classes
and longed for my bed and a cup of tea. But, before I got to my
room, I saw two people standing at the bottom of the main hall
stairway. I was coming down the stairs, so I only saw their backs.
The lady turned around and it was Mama.

"My little Chloe! Helloooooooo!" Mama
screamed, climbing the stairs two by two. She got to the top of the
landing, where I was, and hugged me so tightly. It was so
wonderful!

"Mama! When did you get here? Papa? You
down there, too?"

"I'm here, sweet pea! Papa's here,
too!"

Papa raced up the stairs and met Mama
and me. Saccharine as it was, we all embraced in a family hug. It
was so incredibly lovely to see them. I had no idea they were
coming up for Christmas. Granted, Christmas was a week away, so
that made it even more of a surprise.

My bad day quickly dissolved over
dinner with my family. We went to a fancier place than the cafe for
dinner. Papa wanted us to have a lovely dinner at a restaurant in
the next town over. The campus was great for daily stuff. But, to
treat yourself, you had to go outside of campus. We went to a
lovely French Bistro and I even had a glass of wine. For the first
time, I didn't think it was terrible. I wouldn't say I loved it,
not at first, but that evening started a life-long friendship
between myself and the lovely French wines. I still think of Mama
when I have wine today. Then again, I was always thinking of
her.

We talked and ate and drank until about
10 o'clock at the restaurant. We finally left and I went back to my
room. Papa and Mama stayed at the little Bed and Breakfast on
campus. Not 5 star by any means, but it was quaint and clean. A
good combo.

I went to bed happy and had a great
sleep. The next day was the last day of classes until January, so I
only had one day to not be with Mama and Papa. They went walking
around, had breakfast at my cafe, and just enjoyed their day
together. I, however, had to deal with Freddie and my foul mood
from the previous day.

"Good morning Professor Rosemont, sir"
I said, coyly, as I entered the room.

"Good morning Chloe. How are you today?
More chipper I hope." His arms folded, hugging his
cardigan.

"Yes. Much more. Much more silent
today, too."

"No need for silence. Just think before
you speak from now on. Understood?"

"Yes, Freddie. I'm very
sorry."

"I accept your apology. Now that that's
over, we can move on."

We didn't speak much that day. I knew
we were OK though. It took a lot more than that to keep Freddie
mad.

The classes plodded along that day,
slowly but surely. I wanted to be done so I could be with Mama and
Papa. I had so many questions for them. I'm sure they had questions
for me as well.

After classes were over, I quickly put
my books in my room, changed clothes, and then went to Mama and
Papa's room to meet them. They greeted me with hugs and kisses, as
usual, and showed me their lovely little room. It had a small
kitchen, so they didn't have to leave for a cup of tea and some
scrambled eggs. They were right by the little grocery shop, too. A
nice place for a short-term visit.

"So, Chloe, how are your classes?" Papa
casually inquired.

"Over for right now. Thank
goodness!"

"Seriously sweet pea. Are you doing
well? Any problem classes at all? Math? Psychology?
Anything?"Fatherly concern was all over his face.

"No problems that I can think of. I'm
just having my usual problems. Arithmetic is not my strong point.
I'm fine with words, just not numbers. All of my professors, as you
don't call them teachers anymore in university, are good. One in
particular that is becoming my friend. He's my Literature
Professor, Mr. Frederick Rosemont. I call him Freddie… outside of
class, that is." I said, quite happily and smiling.

"Friend? This older man is your
friend?" Mama said in a most disgusted way. She seemed very
uncomfortable, and very concerned.

"It's nothing untoward. We just clicked
one morning as he stumbled upon me having my tea in the cafe. We
got to talking and discovered we made good friends. Nothing wrong
with that." I was more than a tad defensive.

"I wasn't suggesting anything like
that," Mama paused to reassure me. "You just don't often hear of
older professors being just friends with their young, smooth
students."

"Mama! Freddie isn't like that. He'd
never… ewww… Mama!"

"I'm sorry Chloe. It's just a bit odd
to me. That's all. I'm sure he's a perfect gentleman."

After my gross shivers wore off, I
asked them to meet him with me for a pot of tea at my cafe. Gladly,
they said yes.

"You can meet him tomorrow if you'd
like. I'm sure he'll come to the cafe in the morning. We always
meet on Saturdays. I've told him all about you. I'm sure he'd love
to meet you."

"Well, sweet pea, sounds great to me."
Papa said, cheerfully. "I'd like to meet anyone that makes you
smile so much. He's already got my vote!" Papa laughed. Oh, how I
had missed that laugh of his.

"Yes, Chloe dear. I'd love to meet your
Freddie." Mama said, apologetically.

"Oh good! I know you'll love
him."

I hugged them both in appreciation. I
just knew they were going to love Freddie. They just had
to.

After all of the school/Professor
business had been discussed, we enjoyed a lazy day of chatting,
sipping tea and just filing each other in on what had been going
on. I could tell they had missed me, and they knew for sure I had
missed them.

"So, what made you come down for
Christmas? I thought you were going to stay home? Not that I didn't
want you to visit. It was just a surprise, that's all.

"Well, gee. We sort of missed our
daughter, oh what's her name," Mama feigned amnesia, "Ah yes.
Chloe! We wanted to see you, you silly thing. Why else would we
drive to London?"

"You drove all the way here from
Worthing? Why didn't you take the train? It's so much easier, and
less nauseating."

"Well, we may go take a trip into
London proper after we visit with you. I've never really been and
I'd like to go see where your father worked all those months." Mama
said, jabbing Papa in the arm with her elbow as she smiled at
him.

Papa sat there, looking a bit nervous,
"Yes. Dear old Claude has never been to the big city so I thought
I'd treat her to a lovely stay."

Something seemed off. They were hiding
something. But, what?

"Well, why don't we all go together and
then you can bring me back here on your way home?" I insisted in a
not-so-subtle manner.

Mama's eyes lit up at that thought and
she turned to Papa and said, "Oh, yes Eli! Why didn't we think of
that? It's not far from here… just under an hour or so
away."

Papa reluctantly agreed to take me with
them. He did seem rather disappointed, though. I didn't know why. I
felt like my heart had been slapped around. It seemed he didn't
want me to go with them.

"Well, if you'd rather me not go, Papa,
I'll just stay here and get some school stuff done before classes
start back up in a few weeks. I don't mind. I just thought I'd get
to see you more before you left."

"Eli. There's no reason Chloe shouldn't
go with us. I think we can tell her now," Mama gracefully walked
over to me. "We're going to see a new doctor for me in London,
sweet pea. I've been having no luck with my current medication and
there may be a new treatment for us to look into."

"Well, what kind of treatment is it? Is
it a new medication?" I was wide-eyed and scared. "You're not
getting worse, are you Mama?"

"Not that I'm aware of, sweet pea. Just
a new idea that the doctors thought might help me a bit more. It's
partly medication and partly a shock treatment."

"Shock treatment? Why the hell do you
need that, Mama?" I screamed, scared by what she was telling me.
"How do they do that anyway?"

Tears began streaming down my face. I
think I even stopped breathing for a moment or two. It was all too
difficult to hear.

"Calm down, Chloe. It's OK. It's a very
mild electrical current that they run through the front part of my
brain."

"Through your BRAIN? Mama!"

"I know it sounds bad. It sounds really
bad, actually. But, a lot of people have had good luck with it and
felt tons better and more able to function on a daily
basis."

I was defiant. I did not want Mama to
go through this. Why would Papa let her do such a thing?

"I don't want you to do this, Mama," I
wiped my tears and grew more stern and strong, "Papa, why would you
want her to do this? To make your life easier? Don't you want her
to be herself anymore?" I screamed so loudly, angrily, at
Papa.

Papa quickly replied, "Now, sweet pea.
Don't think like that. I want whatever will help your Mama feel
better and more like herself. It's just that nothing is working
medicinally, so they want to try something else."

"Well, why can't she just stay like she
is? It's not that bad, is it?"

"I think we need a walk for some crisp,
winter air. Come on, Chloe. Let's go for a walk. Just you and me,"
Mama put her coat on and handed me mine. "Come on then, sweet pea.
It'll be dark before we know it."

"Mama. It's only 2 o'clock. How far do
you want to walk anyway?" I managed a giggle.

"Ah, that's my girl. Maybe we can have
a cuppa at the cafe in a bit, too. My treat. As cold as it is,
maybe we'll go through a whole potta!"

Mama glanced over at Papa and blew him
a kiss as we left. We walked out the door, coated and very
ladylike, and enjoyed a long walk as mother and daughter. That was
one of the last times we ever got to do that in Mama's life. I'm so
glad she made me get up and go for that walk.

On the walk, she explained how she was
feeling—as a woman and a mother—and how if she didn't find
something to help her, she didn't know what else to do. She felt if
she at least attempted this treatment, something would change. She
didn't want to feel trapped inside her own mind anymore. She needed
a way out. If I had known then what I discovered later on, I never
would have let her go to that doctor. Never!

Papa stayed behind and rested. He would
always sleep when he was upset, or confused, or anything
uncomfortable. That was his way of pushing it aside. In truth, he
never really dealt with things at all. He always avoided them
instead. As loving as he was, he didn't offer much in the way of
taking care of people. Sure, he could provide for them, but that's
a totally different thing. I'm sure he did what he could when I
left. I never thought he'd do as much for her as I did. Mama later
told me I was right. He just didn't have a good bedside manner in
him. I love him, as did Mama, but he is a selfish man. He is more
likely to take care of himself than others. His comfort came
first.

After our cold, two-hour walk, Mama and
I stopped in to the cafe. We ordered a large pot of Assam tea and a
few biscuits to go with it. Sometimes, tea without biscuits was
just a sad thing. We had enough sadness to deal with, so we wanted
biscuits!

"Oh, I want the coconut one!" Mama
shouted, childlike and free.

"Mama! There's plenty. Besides, I
wanted the coconut one!" I laughed.

We giggled like two little school girls
and thoroughly enjoyed our tea time together. We used to have
little tea parties on her good days at home, before I left for
school, and we'd kill entire days with tea, cakes, biscuits and
breads. No wonder I loved the way Indigo pampered me with tea and
food. It reminded me so much of Mama. Perhaps that's why I slept
better then, too. All those sugary cakes and breads put me into a
tea and sugar coma!

We played school girls for a bit longer
and then the conversation turned back to the inevitable discussion
of Mama's health. A much more important conversation, but one we
both didn't really want to chat about.

"So, you're going to a new doctor in
London then, Mama?"

"That's right. He's a specialist in the
shock therapy field and he's rated as the best in
London."

"OK, but is there an even better person
somewhere else? Like America? France? Anywhere?"

My concern was growing more and more.
There had to be another way. My mind just wouldn't submit to this
therapy. I did not like it.

"Chloe. We've inquired everywhere we
can think of and it just so happens my best choice is here in
London. Believe me. We've been looking for years. Well before you
were even set to go to school. We've only just now decided to try
this route. It was last on the list for a reason. It does come with
a bit more complications if it were to go wrong. But, it won't go
wrong. This doctor is the best. The best, Chloe. I promise
you."

I tried not to cry, but hearing how
risky it was just made me so sad and angry. Why had it come to
this?

"Mama. Can I be with you in the
doctor's office when they do it?"

"I don't think so, sweetie. I think
it's too risky. But, you can stay I the waiting room, or hallway,
or outside. Wherever you want to be to send me your good thoughts
and know I'm thinking of you, too. I know it won't be easy for you,
Papa, or even me. But, I have to try. Do you
understand?"

We tried, in vain, not to appear too
obviously upset to the other customers. I think we even made other
people cry as they heard part of our conversation. It's always sad
to hear something like that about anyone. Let alone my own mother.
I couldn't even imagine what Mama must have been feeling deep
inside that she didn't share with me. I knew she'd always put on a
brave face so I wouldn't be scared. I often wished she'd just tell
me everything she felt.

We held each other's hand on the table
and managed a sip of tea. She quickly patted my hand and sat
upright. She was done with her sadness and just wanted to have fun
with me.

"Look at this chocolate one, ay Chloe?
Wanna split it?"

"Sure, Mama. Let's split
it."






*****






Nineteen






Mama, Papa and I awoke early that
morning. We were all excited to meet Freddie at the cafe. Mama was
less enthused to meet him than Papa was. In all honesty, they
thought it was a bit weird for Freddie and I to be so close so
quickly. To them, at that point, he was just an old professor that,
for whatever reason, took a liking to me. Perhaps it was because
they knew I didn't get close to people very quickly, if at all.
They assumed he must be either really odd himself, or something
else that they just didn't understand. I never had many friends
over my young years and even fewer as I got older. But, the
friendships I did make, I made for life.

"Claudia. You nearly ready, dear? I
think it's nearly 10:30. Time to be off very soon." Papa kindly
rushed Mama, even though he was still getting ready
himself.

"I'm just putting my sweater on now,
Eli. And, how about you? Are you ready to go this minute?" Mama
asked in her sweetly sarcastic way that told us both that she was
feeling well.

"Just tying my last shoe now. I am
officially ready to go!"

"Oh, and don't you look the charmer
today. You gonna let Freddie know who the boss of your daughter
is?"

"Well, clearly you don't know by now
that the only boss of our daughter is the daughter herself! No one
bosses her around. I'm sure it's no different with Freddie. Give
the poor man a chance before you go and hang him," Papa's head
comically disappeared and re-appeared from behind the closet door ,
"He may be a wonderful man. I'm sure he is if Chloe likes him.
She's a picky girl! We'll find out what kind of man he is in just a
few moments," he walked over to Mama, stood in front of her, and
kissed her on her slightly rose-colored cheek. "Where's your scarf?
You'll need it. It's a bit nippy out there!"

"Oh, I think it's in the bedroom. I'll
just go and get it."

Mama gave Papa "that look" that they'd
been sharing for many years now. I knew when they looked at each
other like that that all was well. They weren't arguing, sad or
anything negative. I wished they would always look at each other
like that.

I waited for them in the little cozy
nook by the front window as they scurried around and gathered their
things to go all of three minutes away on foot. I swear. They
weren't exactly quick about leaving. One of the little things that
bugged me then, but I missed it more and more after they were gone.
I'd give anything to have Mama be late rather than not show up at
all.

Papa came gleefully around the corner,
"OK, sweet pea. We're finally ready! Someone lost her scarf and
just can't leave without it."

"Oh, you little devil. You suggested I
wear the old, tatty thing."

"I know, Claude. But you make it look
so much nicer. It's such a charming thing on you. You make
everything look special."

"Oh, come on you two. Freddie is a
prompt man. I don't want to be late. Especially with the fact that
you are literally only across the street from the bloody cafe! Now,
come on!" My parental skills were shining through as the two kids
followed my lead.

"Coming, Mum." They said in
unison.

We walked over to the cafe, and before
we got there, I could see Freddie already seated and drinking from
his cup. "Oh great!", I thought to myself. But, I'm sure he wasn't
bothered my our lateness. I think it bothered me the
most.

We walked into the cafe and greeted Mr.
Rosemont.

"Freddie. I'd like you to meet my
parents. This is my father, Elijah."

"Hello, Elijah. Lovely to meet you!"
Freddie gave Papa a firm handshake.

"And, this is my mother,
Claudia."

"Oh, my. I now see where Chloe gets her
beauty from. No offense, Elijah. But, my word! Is it legal to sit
with such a disarming beauty? We should be so lucky, don't you
agree, Elijah?"

Freddie had taken Mama's hand and shook
it ever-so-softly. He was really quite taken with her beauty. She
never acknowledged how beautiful she really was.

Mama blushed to a bright hue of scarlet
red. Papa was relieved. Freddie had softened "Claude the Cynic" in
one fatal blow. He gave her a compliment which was something she
was never able to recover from quickly. She'd never admit to it,
but she did like a compliment once in a while. Good move,
Professor! Good move.

"So, Chloe tells me that you are only
in town briefly. She wasn't even expecting to see you this
Christmas, but she was ecstatic to find out you had arrived. She
called me near midnight, and told me you were here and that you
three had had a wonderful day yesterday. I'm so glad you could see
how well she's doing and visit the campus."

Freddie had that captivating way about
him that my parents seemed to really like. He had total control of
the table.

Papa began his conversation by saying,"
Well, I must say it isn't exactly what I was picturing. It's much
better, thank goodness," he, along with the rest of us, laughed.
"Most of these old campuses aren't kept up very well. It's nice to
see this place still has a charming factor going for it. It hasn't
become a sterile environment that only the students of science can
appreciate. I know. I used to work in a chemistry lab long
ago."

"Oh, really? Chloe has never mentioned
that."

"Well, it's not a career that I look
back on with great achievement. More like great failures and
heartaches."

"Oh I'm so sorry. Well, let's not focus
on that then."

Freddie had a look of such sweet
sympathy on his face. He looked over at Mama and found her smiling
in his direction.

He held her gaze for a moment before
she said, "Oh, Freddie. I'm so glad our little Chloe has you as a
friend. We must admit, or that is I must admit, that I found it a
bit odd that Chloe said her only friend up here was a much older
Professor. So, I apologize for thinking it odd," Mama stirred her
tea, clinking the tiny spoon delicately in the porcelain cup, "I
can see now what a wonderful person you seem to be. Thank you for
befriending our little girl. I think she'll need you up here." Mama
was teary-eyed and happy.

"It's been such a pleasure getting to
know your daughter. And, she's great at the whole writing business.
Best student in class."

Papa's ears perked up when he heard
that, "Oh, really? Well, I never had any doubt, but it's always
nice to hear. What are you studying at the moment?"

"Oh, a bit of the old tried and true
poets mixed in with a bit of the more rebellious ones. Langston
Hughes is a big topic of discussion lately. People really have to
open their minds about how people choose to write. Isn't the beauty
of life that we're all so different?"

I watched Mama as Freddie spoke. She
was enamored. Not romantically for herself, but more for me. With
her health being the way it was, I think she was so relieved that I
had someone to depend on while I was away from home. It took a huge
weight off of her mind. I could almost see it float away. All of
her doubts about my older friend had gone, completely. And, Papa?
Well, he was loving Freddie. Those two wouldn't shut up!

"So, do you know London pretty well
then, Elijah?"

"I wouldn't call her a stranger to me.
But, I haven't been there in a few years. I'm sure things haven't
progressed all that much. I'd still know my way around." Papa
smirked, strangely.

"I used to work in London myself, many
years ago. I worked for a publishing house as an intern while
studying for my teaching degree. I now know the ins and outs of the
writing world on both sides, but I never wrote anything worth
publishing myself. This one, however, she's going to write her way
to a lucrative career." Freddie nudged me on my
shoulder.

I honestly didn't know he felt that
strongly about my writing until that very moment. I think that's
the way it has to be. If you know how good someone thinks you are,
you may not feel you have to try. He never said anything about it
again for the rest of the day.

Mama was so excited to read something
of mine, but I was just too nervous about it. I wasn't ready yet.
Then, without my knowing, Freddie pulled out some of my classwork
to show them. He knew I wouldn't agree, so he did it on his own. I
cried out, "Freddieee!!! Nooo!" and tried to keep him from handing
it to Mama. But, he won. Mama happily had some of my writings in
her hands. She began to read. I sat there, parents and friend in
view, and watched as Mama read a short story of mine. It wasn't
about anything of much value. Just a quirky tale with fictional
characters.

"Oh, sweet pea. It's so," Mama's brow
creased with curiosity, "Bizarre. I love it," she was smiling so
big and was truly excited about the story. "Can I have a copy of
this?"

"Well, I had a feeling you may want to
read some of Chloe's work, so that's yours to keep. And, these are
nice as well."

Freddie pulled out a notebook full of
my writings. I put my head in my hands and was slightly
embarrassed. I wanted my parents to read my good stuff. Not
everything I've written. As anyone who writes knows, it isn't all
good. But, that's the curse of being a child. You're never really
out of the embrace of your parents. That's OK, too.

"Thank you very much, Freddie. I'll
cherish these! I'll be needing something to read in the hospital
when I go in to London tomorrow."

Mama realized what she had said and
then began to sink into her seat. She had just met Freddie, but
felt she could say anything in front of him. She didn't even think
twice about the whole mental illness thing and the need to hide it
from him.

Freddie looked at me and then at
Papa.

"Yeah, our little Claudia has a few
problems that won't seem to go away. Don't ya, Claude?" Papa said,
holding his wife's hand on the table.

Mama took a deep breath and then
replied, "Yes. I do. You see, I have a mental disorder and we've
just never really been able to cure this blasted nuisance. I've
tried drug after drug, followed by phases with no drugs, therapy.
The whole lot. And, to all of our disappointment, nothing has
worked. So, I'm going in to London to try something
new."

I could tell Freddie wanted to know
more, but it wasn't his style to pry.

"Well, my dear. I'm so sorry. Chloe has
never mentioned it. She said you'd had some depression in the past,
but that's all that was said about it. Anything I can do to
help?"

Freddie looked at my parents and truly
wanted to be able to do something to help. He was the most genuine
person I'd ever met… well, with the exception of Indigo, years
later.

Papa was so touched by Freddie's
offering of help that he began to cry.

Mama held his hand, "Sshhh, sshh. Eli.
It's OK, luv." she paused to calm Papa down for a moment. "You are
such a kind man, Freddie. No wonder Chloe took to you so suddenly.
You must have a ton of friends and family."

"Actually, I don't. Your daughter is my
current 'circle' of friends. No one else has the patience for me,
nor I for them. But, I saw something very special in your daughter.
A spark. A truth, A mystery. Not everyone gets a chance to have a
friend like her. We're a good team, the pair of us. I'll cherish
any time I have with her as my friend. That said, whatever helps
you, helps Chloe. You just say the word when you need anything. I'm
happy to do whatever I can. Truly."

Papa and Mama were astounded at his
friendliness and generosity. They could only reply with a soft
"Thank you." from the both of them. No more words were needed.
Freddie changed the subject.

"Claudia? Have you ever read any poetry
by Edna St. Vincent Millay? I think you'd really like her. Perhaps,
before your trip, I can find you some books to take with you? Not
too many," Freddie smiled. "Don't want to overload your
cases!"

"That would be so lovely, Freddie.
Thank you. Have you got any Louisa May Alcott?" Mama's eyes widened
with a sense of urgency.

"Only the entire catalogue. We're not
venturing into her this coming semester, so I'll lend you whatever
you like."

"That's so generous of you, Freddie.
I'll think about the ones I like and then you can be the judge.
I'll even do a book report for you!" Mama laughed.

"That would be lovely. I'd actually
love to hear a true lady's perspective on one of the most beloved
writers in literature."

"Hey. What am I," I pouted. "I'm a
lady!"

"Oh, Chloe. A lady doesn't pout,"
Freddie unfolded my arms, putting me to rights, "A lady stands up
and does what she has to do. So do women and girls, but a lady does
so with the utmost grace and elegance," his focus shifted back to
Mama. "You, dear Claudia, are a Lady. Not many of you left. Chloe's
got potential, but she's also destined to be a rebel. If she can
pull off being a rebellious lady, then she's even more brilliant
than I give her credit for!"

"Here, here!" Papa shouted as he stood
up to cheer. He sat back down and looked lovingly at his wife.
"He's right Claude. You are a Lady. My Lady."

They shared a small, innocent kiss and
Freddie looked at me as if to say "You've got some good parents
there, kid."

I wanted to lift the mood a bit more,
so I went up to the counter and asked the lovely waitress to bring
a full tea service to us. Mama and I had indulged the day before,
but who says you can't indulge everyday?

"A large pot of your finest tea and a
full tea tray for my table please, miss." I whispered to the lovely
waitress with no name.

"Coming right up, luv," She whispered
back. "I'll make it special for your Mum."

She walked to the kitchen, opening the
door with her backside, and looked toward me and smiled. She was so
sweet. She must have heard a bit of the conversation and wanted
Mama to have a nice day before going to the hospital.

I walked slowly back to the table and
found everyone laughing heartily at a story Papa was telling. It
was such a beautiful sight. I was so glad that Freddie and my
parents got along. I think they more than got along. Freddie had
made two new friends.

We chatted away, somewhat unaware of
our surroundings, and then we heard a squeaking sound getting
closer and closer to us.

"What in blazes?" Mama curiously rose
to see what was going on.

There, on a squeaky tea cart, was a
grand tea feast headed straight for us. It was complete with
flowers, candles and a linen table cloth. The waitress gave us all
a delicate bone china tea cup and saucer. She placed napkins on
each of our laps and then proceeded to pour our tea for us. She was
exquisite. I knew she was nice, but I didn't know she could pull
all of that out of her hat. I mean, it was a nice cafe, but this
was the quality of the Ritz! We were all overwhelmed with glee.
Then, she came over to place a large vase of pink Tea Roses in the
center of the table. Mama's eyes welled up with bittersweet
tears.

Mama looked up at the waitress and
simply said, "It's beautiful. Absolutely beautiful. Thank you, my
dear."

The waitress stood beside the cart,
bowed to us all, ever-so-slightly, and said "You are all more than
welcome. Please, please enjoy your tea. It's on the house." With
that, she quietly, gracefully, went back to the kitchen.

"Chloe! Did you pay for all of this? Is
that what you were doing?" Mama asked.

"No. I just asked for the tea and a tea
tray. I had no idea she was going to do this! It's absolutely
stunning. Almost too pretty to eat."

Freddie chimed in, "Well, it's not too
pretty to eat. Am I right?"

Papa turned to Mama, "Ladies first, my
sweet." and Mama had the first petit four. It was rich, yet
delicate. Just like Mama. We all joined in and ate ourselves silly.
The pastries and confections were savored, the tea was sipped and
the mid-morning soon became early afternoon. We could have stayed
all day, and would have, but we had things to pack and Freddie
wanted to gather some books for Mama. We all went to our respective
rooms and got all of our things ready to go. Mine was easy. Just
one bag. Freddie, however, went on a hunt for books for Mama. He
had a large list but narrowed it down to his absolute favorites. He
dropped them off at their room later that evening.

In the midst of gathering my things, I
heard a knock at the door. It was the only knock on my door I ever
had. No one ever graced my door. Well, there was that one time.
Lola. But, she wasn't exactly the knocking sort.

I opened the door and found Papa
standing there.

"Hi Papa. What are you doin' over
here?" I bustled about, continuing to pack.

"I just wanted to see where my Chloe
was living while she wasn't at the cafe or in class."

"Well, I can tell you I don't exactly
live in this room. I sleep here and that's about it. I get most of
my work done in the classrooms or at the cafe. I swear, the cafe
has really become my second home. Isn't it great?"

"It is a cute little cafe, sweet pea.
And the waitress is such a nice lady. I enjoyed myself today.
Freddie is a lovely man. I'm glad, and a little more than relieved,
that he's your friend."

"So am I, Papa. He helps me out a lot,
and he makes me think. Who'd have thought I'd like someone making
me think?"

"Funny what we grow into as we get
older."

He sat at the foot of my tiny bed and
carefully inspected the room. He came to Lola's bed, and teddy
bear, and said "Who is your roommate, then? I haven't heard you
mention anyone?"

"Technically, her name is Lola. She's
been here once, to give me a rude awakening, and just left a bunch
of her stuff and that was it. I haven't seen hide nor hair of her
since about two months ago. She came like a thief in the night.
Only, she left stuff rather than stealing it!" I
chuckled.

I noticed Papa wasn't really laughing,
nor was he paying attention to what I had said.

"Papa? You OK?"

"I'm so scared, Chloe. Tomorrow.
London. The therapy. I hope it works. I want only the best for your
mother. I've wanted to just break down and cry all day, but I want
to be strong for her. I can't tell her how I feel when I'm supposed
to be the one being strong for her. It's so horrid, sweet pea. How
do I handle this?"

I must admit, I felt more than a little
shaken by Papa's words. I liked that he could tell me how he felt,
but what was I supposed to do to help him? I'd never seen him like
that before, so I just offered my shoulder and hoped for the
best.

"I'm here, Papa. And, I'll be with you
both at the hospital. I'm glad I can come along and be there with
you both. I think we'll all need each other. Three hearts are
better than one, right? Strongest when all together. That's what
we'll be."

I sat beside Papa and he broke down
crying. I held him so tightly as he cried on my shoulder. It was
weird, but it felt good to be able to do that for him. I was
usually the one crying on his shoulder. For the first time, I could
be there for him as a daughter, and as a friend.

"She'll be OK, Papa. She has to
be."

I said the words, but I didn't believe
them. Deep down, I knew he didn't either. We didn't know what to
believe. We just didn't understand how a wonderful person like Mama
could be made to suffer through her entire life. Was there anything
that could make her better?

Papa sat up straight again, wiped his
eyes, and sighed a sigh of relief. "Thank you, sweet pea. I needed
that. A good cry is highly underrated."

"I agree. Plus, it's better to get it
out than have it stay inside. No good comes of that. Let's see… who
was it that taught me that? Oh yes. It was you, my Papa. You taught
me that."

I smiled at my dear Papa and knew at
that moment that he was just a small child inside. Just like me.
Just because someone is a certain age doesn't mean they have
different feelings now that they've grown up. The reverse is true,
too.

Papa took another deep breath, "Thanks,
sweet pea. I feel much better," he scanned the room for a mirror.
"Are my eyes red?"

"A little. But, it's so cold they'll be
red for a different reason by the time you get back to your room,
"I held Papa's face in my hands. "You won't even be able to
tell."

I hugged Papa again before he left my
room. As he went to close the door I said, "See you bright and
early. You guys be on time!"

"Good on ya, Chloe. Right!" He joked,
saluting me like a soldier.

I saluted back, "Right!"

He'd be OK. He just needed some time to
deal with things. Whether Mama got better or not, she would always
have our love. She always said that that was all she needed. It
wasn't until after I'd been away from home that I fully understood
what she meant.

Our departure time was early in the
morning. We all needed to get some sleep and face the morning with
a well-rested sensibility. Rest always helped me see things more
clearly. I hoped that was going to, once again, be true. I did, in
fact, sleep well and woke up ready to get going. The sooner we
left, the sooner we could find out what was to happen. I could only
imagine how Mama felt.






*****






Twenty






Mama kissed Papa's hand as they led her
into the therapy room. He was not allowed to go into the room with
her, just as I wasn't. So, Papa and I waited for what seemed an
eternity together in a long, dark hallway of the London Medical
Center. It was early morning, but you couldn't tell from deep
inside the concrete chambers below the ground. All thoughts were on
Mama. How would she handle this if it did work? How would she
handle it if it didn't? And, how would Papa and I handle it with
her? There were so many questions and no answers. It was all about
if at the moment and none of us liked that at all.

Poor Freddie really wanted to help, but
there was nothing he could have done at that time. I appreciated
him offering to help—as did Papa and Mama—and told him I was sure
I'd need his shoulder when I got back to university. There was no
doubt about that.

Freddie, true to his word, gathered the
books for Mama and met us bright and early to help load everything
into the cab earlier that morning. It was a nice send off. He
wanted to come along for support, but he knew that was stepping a
bit outside the boundaries of such a new friendship. Besides, there
was nothing to do but wait, and he didn't want to add any undue
stress to everyone. I must admit, I'd sure have loved him to talk
to during all of that waiting.

So, Papa and I waited and waited in the
hallway. Papa paced and I sat thinking of all the things Mama may
be able to do post-therapy. I knew it was asking for heartbreak,
but I wanted to try and send her as many good thoughts as I could.
Being down about things would only make me feel worse. Sure, the
darkness crept in a bit, but I quickly turned the light back on so
that I could really see Mama as she should be.

A door opened at the far end of the
hallway. A woman in a long white coat came to the door where Mama
was. She seemed in a bit of a hurry, and Papa turned to me with
such worried eyes.

"Oh, Chloe. What is it? Something's
wrong. I just know it."

Papa came to sit beside me. I went to
speak, but he stood back up to begin pacing again.

I got up, caught up with him, and
whispered, "Oh, now Papa. Don't go straight for the bad. We have no
clue why she went in there? Maybe she had a message for someone? It
may have absolutely nothing to do with—"

The woman came out and looked right at
us before I could finish my optimistic speech. She seemed a kind
person despite the news she delivered.

"Are you Chloe and Elijah Adair?" Her
concerned face was most distressing.

Papa could barely stand now, let alone
speak, so I spoke up.

"Yes, we are. Is everything all right
in there?" My heart trembled. Something definitely felt darker now.
Things didn't feel at all right.

The woman, who turned out to be the
doctor, took her glasses off, sat down beside me and took a deep
breath. Then she spoke.

"I'm afraid there's been a
problem."

Papa began to cry immediately and I
tried to hold his hand. He snatched it away and turned his back to
the doctor and me.

"Please. Go on." I said
softly.

"Apparently the strength of the therapy
was a bit too much for Claudia to handle. It was one step up from
the lowest level. She did very well at first but quickly spiraled
downward and—" She put her fingers at the bridge of her nose and
shook her head. "And, I'm very sorry to say this, but we can't seem
to wake her now. She appears to be in, what seems to be, a mild
coma."

I sat there, crushed, with tears
flowing down my face. Papa was in so much pain. He was screaming
like a wild animal. It was dreadful. He was crying so hard that he
nearly hyperventilated. He just kept saying over and over again,
"Why didn't she listen? Why didn't she listen?"

I tried so hard to compose myself as I
blundered through my gratitude toward the doctor.

"Thank you, Doctor. Can we see her now?
Maybe if she hears us, she'll wake up?"

"She's not ready for you to see her
just yet, but she will be very soon. Keep in mind that this coma
may be temporary. It is a reaction not often experienced by other
patients, but she's certainly not the first that this has happened
to. The trouble is that it's such a tricky therapy that one doesn't
know how everyone will react. I know this isn't the news you were
hoping for, but please take comfort in the fact that she isn't in
any pain. In fact, she was so calm during the entire thing. It was,
actually, quite odd."

The doctor and I paused for a moment to
regain ourselves. Then, out of nowhere, Papa became completely
irate and aggressive. Even more so that before.

"I've loved that woman for over 20
years of my life! She is my life! What will I do without her?"
Papa's arms flailed about as he spoke. He was beyond
angry.

The doctor tried to calm Papa, but it
was no use. He stormed off and went out the double doors leading to
the stairs. His emotions had all gone wild.

"I'm sorry, Doctor. He's just so upset.
Please forgive him. I appreciate you telling me everything. Please
let me know when we can see her. I'll just go now and check on
Papa, but I'll come right back to this bench."

She tried to comfort me with a hug and
a pat on the shoulder, but she knew it didn't make things better.
Her eyes were so teary. She, too, was very saddened by Mama's turn
for the worse.

"I'll let you know as soon as you can
see her. Please tell your father that, too. Again, I'm so
sorry."

She went back into the room and I went
to look for Papa.

After searching for about ten minutes,
I finally found Papa crying beneath a huge old Oak tree. I
approached him, carefully, and he didn't try to get away from
me.

"Are you OK, Papa," I heard the words
come out of my mouth and knew the answer was, obviously, no. "I'm
sorry. That's a dumb question. I know you're not all right. I'm not
either. But, we have to be strong for her and for
ourselves."

"I know all that. You just don't
understand. You couldn't possibly."

"You heard the doctor. She said it may
be temporary. We just have to wait and see right now. I know it's
not what any of us expected, but it's what we've got to deal
with."

I waited for a response and then, in
the gentlest voice he had, Papa said, "She knew."

"What do you mean she knew? Knew what,
Papa?"

"She knew that this wouldn't work. She
kept asking to come and do this, but I kept telling her it wasn't a
good idea. She can't, or rather couldn't, deal with the agony any
longer. She did this because she wanted to die. The doctor was
right. She was calm because this is what she wanted. She put on a
brave face for way too long and she deserves peace. The problem is,
it's not what we wanted. It's not the way it should have been."
Papa was calm at first, but his anger quickly returned, "She didn't
stop to think what it would do to us. Our family. Our lives.
She…She…" but the words wouldn't come anymore. He was so deep in a
painful rage that he couldn't speak at all.

"Papa. I'm here for you. I'm always
here."

I put my arm around his shoulder. He
just leaned on me and cried and cried. I think Papa cried for the
both of us. I tried to cry, but only found myself completely numb.
I could function, but I wasn't really feeling what was going on.
Rather than be sad, I took on the facts and thought about what to
do next. I think I thought if I did that, I could help Papa get
through the misery. Mama, too.

Eventually, Papa and I made our way
back to the bench in the long hallway. We had only just got there
when the doctor came back out.

"There you are. I've come out a few
times now and figured you were locating your father. Glad to see
you've found him. Now, if you'd like to see her, come with me." The
doctor led us on to Mama's room

We walked for a long way down the
hallway and then went up a couple of flights of stairs. We then
went down another long hallway and then into a large room with tall
ceilings. Then, we saw her. Mama was lying in a bed, all in white,
and she looked so peaceful. The sun had come out and it was dancing
on her still so youthful face. To look at her, you wouldn't have
know that anything was wrong. She even wore a gentle smile on her
full, pink lips. Papa went to sit beside her. He sat on one side of
the bed and I sat on the other. We both took a hand and tried not
to cry. It was no use. We were both so upset and didn't know how to
handle it now. It didn't truly hit me until I saw her. It was all
real. My crying problem was no more.

The doctor was still in the room with
us, but we weren't aware of her presence until she
spoke.

"A bit of her brain wave activity has
returned, so this coma may very well be temporary. Talking to her
will help her to feel that she's not alone. It'll do you some good,
too. I'll leave you now. If you need anything, ring the nurses
bell."

I sat up straight, wiped my eyes and
said, "Thank you, doctor. Thank you."

I watched Papa as he stared at his wife
of twenty years. He looked so lost. I was afraid to look at her for
too long because it would give me hope that she'd return. Of course
I wanted her to return, but I didn't want to face it if she
didn't.

Hours passed and it was beginning to
get dark. Papa had managed to fall asleep in the chair next to the
bed and I was reading some of Freddie's books aloud to Mama. I
started to hear a sort of whining coming from her. I waited to see
if it continued, but it didn't. Her mouth fluttered and her eyelids
twitched, but that was all. The doctor told us that some movement
may occur, and not to be alarmed if it happened. The noises went
away and I kept on reading.

Later on, I was reading a short story.
The more I read, the more noises I heard coming from Mama. I read
more and more, she made more and more noise. I stood up and read
louder and louder to Mama. Sure enough, she got louder and louder,
too. I thought to myself, "Am I just imagining this? Or, is she
really responding?" It was hard to tell. So, I stopped reading for
a moment and Mama kept on making noise. The sound was undeniably a
loud crying in her throat. Almost like a whining dog or a baby.
Also, her brow was very furrowed and she got more and more angry
when I stopped reading. I decided rather than reading at her, I'd
talk to her.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/12674
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg





