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   People say that dreams are colorless.  But Carolyn Connelly knew that was a lie.  Night 
after night, her dreams were filled with such strong colors, noises and smells that the images 
made her dread the setting sun.     
                                                                                                                                        
   As darkness pressed against the window pane, she lay motionless between the sheets of 
her bed, muscles tight and joints stiff.  Quiet and still, she barely inhaled so the rise of her chest 
was indiscernible. The dream watched and it waited. It perched above her like a vulture in the 
timid shadows, ready for the moment when she finally gave in to the fatigue.  A twitch of an 
eyelid meant sleep was near, and it smiled, knowing her defenses were surrendering to sleep. In 
that place between awake and imaginings, the dream dredged up the silt of her unconsciousness, 
releasing memories to float to the surface.          
 
        It began with the red, worn upholstery in her old car that smelled faintly like the 
cigarettes from the previous owner.  The pine-scented fir tree hanging from her rearview mirror 
didnÕt cover the odor. With the stench of nicotine filling her nostrils, and the back of her thighs 
sticking to the plastic upholstery, sheÕd drive through the city streets to her small apartment.  An 
old, familiar tune played on the radio, one that her mother sang to her as a child. When she took 
her eyes off the road to turn up the volume, something flashed in her peripheral vision.  
 
   She slammed the brakes, but it was too late.  The thud of soft flesh on steel filled her ears, 
followed by silence.  Lowering her head to rest on the steering wheel, she hoped that whatever 
sheÕd hit would still be alive.  Maybe it was just some stray chasing her bald tires and could still 
be saved.  At the very least, she hoped that it would crawl in some back alley so she wouldnÕt 
have to watch it die.  
 
   Trembling, she got out to search.  One look at the crumpled body that lay twisted in the 
street, and she knew exactly what sheÕd done.  Death stared out from wide-open eyes in a young 
face that hadnÕt quite reached adulthood. A blonde wig pulled off to reveal a childÕs blank stare.  
Bright red blood mixed with the pink baby-doll lipstick that ran down her cheek. There was no 
question that death had knocked her out of her five-inch stilettos.     
 
   She bent over the body, and vomit pushed out of her stomach into her mouth.  She 
swallowed it down hard, feeling the acid burn its way back down her throat. Her vision blurred 
and she fell to her knees, trying to control the panic oozing out every pore.  It was then that she 
noticed them Ð little business cards covering the street like flower petals.  She picked one up and 
read a name, Daisy, and all the things this young girl promised to do for $40.   
 
   Numb, Carolyn looked at the card with its smiling face, and then back to the loss spilled 
out on the asphalt. At that moment instinct took over.  Self preservation told her to run, and run 
she did - to the familiar smell of nicotine and the red plastic seats.  Eager for distance, she 
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pressed the accelerator and left behind the blood, the body and her sanity on the street just two 
blocks from her home. 
 
   It was this dream that repeated itself each night.  Like a horror movie that looped over 
and over, the monotony sucked the life out of her.  A shell remained that arose each morning to 
look at her reflection in the mirror - the same mirror where DaisyÕs flowery business card was 
taped to the frame. 
 
   For days after the accident, Carolyn read every newspaper she could find.  There wasnÕt 
any mention of a hit-and-run death.  In fear, she refused to leave the confines of her bedroom to 
return to her job and her classes at the local university. The same instinct that told her to run, 
now told her to hide.  Keep those memories under lock and key, it whispered, and forget the 
accident ever happened. She tried to follow the advice.  But that moment changed things; it 
changed her.  Penance was a weight she now carried as a burden. Atonement was the only 
solution, she reasoned.  In college, she changed her major from business to social work.  After 
graduation, she took a job with a local not-for-profit just a few blocks from her apartment.  It 
barely paid the rent, and it kept her hungry.  But it was the only thing she could think of to make 
her life right again.  
  
   Weeks turned into months.  Carolyn grew accustomed to the new, do-gooder pattern of 
her life.  One day she looked up from her desk and saw a little girl struggling to open the door of 
the agencyÕs office.  She was a skinny thing with bony knees sticking out from a dress she had 
already outgrown.  She fought hard, squeezing herself between the heavy door and the frame 
until there was just enough room to slip inside. 
 
   Carolyn watched as she made her way across the room.  The child took in everything, 
from the torn edges of the linoleum to the cheap posters covering the walls.  She crawled into a 
chair positioned directly in front of the desk, and stretched up as far as she could until she could 
meet CarolynÕs eyes. 
 
   ÒI want a big sister,Ó she proclaimed. The words made Carolyn smile.  
   
   The little girl noticed and was encouraged to continue.  ÒSomeone told me you have big 
sisters, and I want one.Ó 
 
   ÒWell youÕve come to the right place.Ó   
 
   The little girl looked around the room. ÒWhere is she?Ó she asked, suspecting an 
imaginary stash of big sisters in the closet from which she could choose. 
 
   ÒWeÕll get to that later.Ó Carolyn wondered why any parent would let their child roam in 
this dirty neighborhood.  It worried her.  ÒWhatÕs your name?Ó  
 
   ÒMy name is Tracey Miller, and IÕm eight years old.Ó 
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   ÒWell, Tracey,Ó Carolyn coaxed.  ÒI am glad youÕre here.  But whereÕs your mother or 
father?  Before we get a big sister for you, we need to get permission.Ó 
 
   ÒMa is working at the hotel down the street.  She said to go outside and play, and I saw 
the word Ôbig sisterÕ on your store. The man outside said that you give kids big sisters.Ó  
 
   It started to make sense. ÒYou know, I bet your mother is probably wondering where you 
are.  Why donÕt we go find her, and see if she would like for you to be a part of this.Ó 
 
   ÒMa wonÕt care,Ó said Tracey matter-of-factly. ÒSheÕs workinÕ.Ó 

   Carolyn picked up a program application and made her way to the door. ÒItÕs time to talk 
to your mother.Ó    
 
   The child followed. ÒAll right, but Ma donÕt read good, so donÕt bother bringing those 
papers.Ó 
 
   They walked side by side toward the hotel. Many of the buildings in this neighborhood 
had lost their paint.  It dropped off in patches, leaving homes and businesses looking exposed 
and vulnerable.   They walked past a group of men sitting on the corner curb.  Jobs were scarce, 
and the missing teeth and stench of unwashed bodies dissuaded any potential employers.  The 
men gave empty stares to Carolyn, wondering what this woman in her khaki slacks, sensible 
shoes and starched, buttoned-down shirt was doing here. 
 
   Tracey led Carolyn behind a cheap hotel.  She opened the back door and made her way 
up the stairs filled with trash. This section of the hotel obviously wasnÕt used much.  The smell 
of urine followed them. Carolyn hoped that Tracey was long gone before darkness fell on this 
place. 
 
   They continued through a maze of dimly lit hallways until the mechanical drone of a 
vacuum cleaner drifted out of one of the rooms. A woman ignored their approach.  
 
   Standing in front of the vacuum, the child motioned for her mother to stop. ÒThis lady 
wants to talk to you.Ó 
 
    The woman was clearly irritated Ð if only she had enough energy to scold her little girl.  
She bent down and turned off the machine.  
 
   Carolyn rushed forward extending her arm for a handshake.  ÒHello, Ms. Miller.  My 
name is Carolyn Connelly, and I met your daughter today.Ó  The lady took her hand and gave it a 
limp tug. 
 
   ÒPleased to meet you, maÕam,Ó she whispered and then looked down to the thread-bare 
carpet. 
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   The womanÕs tired small talk made her nervous. Carolyn swallowed hard and jumbled 
her words. ÒTracey came into my office today. IÕm just up the street not far from here.  Anyway, 
Tracey would like to participate in this youth program.Ó 
 
   Ms. Miller stared straight ahead; not bothering to take the papers from CarolynÕs 
extended hand. She kept looking at the door as if expecting someone to walk in and order her to 
get back to work.     
 
   ÒMa, this lady has big sisters, and I want one,Ó interrupted the little girl.  
 
   Those words produced a spark. ÒIÕm sorry Tracey took up your time today, Miss. She 
already has a big sister, and she donÕt need another.Ó 
 
   Tracey looked as if she had just been slapped.  ÒShe donÕt come home anymore.  She 
donÕt want to be my sister.Ó 
 
   The room was silent.  Carolyn looked around uneasily.  It was time to go.  
 
    ÒMs. Miller, hereÕs some information.Ó She placed the brochure on the dresser as she 
made her way out the door. ÒIÕd like for you to stop by and see me when you have the time.Ó 
As Carolyn exited, Tracey began to cry, so softly it was barely audible.  Her mother turned on 
the vacuum and continued her work. 
   
   On the back stairwell, Carolyn sat on the steps, breathing in the mold and dust. The 
encounter had reinforced just how unprepared she was for this job. Deep inside, the dream took 
notes knowing it could use them later when the moon pulled the memories out of their hiding 
place. Carolyn felt the dream watch her struggle.  That fact made her lift her head and walk back 
to her office to wait for Ms. Miller.  Three weeks passed before it happened.  Ms. Miller came 
alone.     
 
   ÒHello, IÕm glad to see you. Please have a seat.Ó 
 
   TraceyÕs mother sat on the edge of the chair, not allowing herself to feel the support of 
the arm rest or the back cushion. ÒI looked at the papers you left.  What can you do for Tracey?Ó 
 
   Carolyn smiled.  Curiosity was a good first step. 
 
   ÒOur organization pairs young children with adult volunteers. We can help your daughter 
by giving her some one-on-one attention.  There is a woman out there who would love the 
opportunity to get to know Tracey. You know - be a friend.Ó  
 
   Ms. Miller eyed Carolyn suspiciously.  ÒHow do I know this person would be good to my 
daughter?  What if someone hurt her?Ó 
 
   Trust was going to be an issue.  ÒWe make sure all of our volunteers have a thorough 
background screening.Ó 
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   Ms. Miller didnÕt even blink.  ÒThatÕs all well and good.  But it donÕt mean nothing.  ItÕs 
just a piece of paper.  People change all the time.Ó 
   Carolyn waited.  She didnÕt know what Ms. Miller was asking.  She didnÕt have to wait 
long.  Ms. Miller got right to the point. 
 
   ÒI want you to be TraceyÕs big sister.Ó Ms. Miller looked around the office, careful to 
check for something amiss. 
 
   Her intensity made Carolyn squirm.  ÒIÕm not sure that would be possible. A committee 
of very qualified members from the organization makes those selections.Ó  
 
   Ms. Miller stood up and turned to leave.  ÒItÕs you Ð or nobody. I donÕt want somebody 
for Tracey who thinks theyÕre doing her a favor just because sheÕs poor.   I want somebody 
whoÕll stick with her, even after the new rubs off. Besides, I know you, and I know where to find 
you when something goes wrong.Ó She turned and looked back as she left.  ÒIÕll tell Tracey we 
talked.Ó 
 
   Carolyn had to give Ms. Miller credit.  She was stronger than she looked, and for some 
reason, Carolyn didnÕt want to disappoint her. 
 
 

Tracey 
   A few weeks later, Carolyn and Tracey sat across from each other having lunch at a local 
restaurant.  ÒI liked the seals the best,Ó said Tracey as she tried to catch a french fry with the 
same skill she had seen the zoo animals use earlier that day.  
 
   Carolyn laughed, ÒIÕm glad youÕre not a seal because youÕd starve.Ó 
 
   Tracey stopped the show.  ÒWhatÕll we do next week?Ó 
 
   ÒI think the library would be fun.Ó 
 
   Tracey wrinkled her nose.  ÒNo, letÕs go to the park.Ó 
 
   ÒI think we need to check out some books to help your reading. Your mother showed me 
your report card. Do you want to talk about it?Ó 
 
   Tracey shook her head, and then turned away with a sigh. It was fun to have someone to 
take her places and do things Ma never had time or money to do.  But she knew this Big Sister 
thing was fake.  Carolyn wasnÕt anything like her big sister.  She didnÕt know the things a big 
sister should know - like the fact that report cards donÕt mean a thing.   
 
   Tracey knew the teacher didnÕt care about her.  She was in the redbird reading group, and 
the teacher didnÕt really like any of the redbird kids.  Instead, the teacher preferred the bluebirds.  
They wore pretty clothes and came to school with their homework neatly folded inside colorful 
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backpacks.  When they walked by, they smelled nice, just like teacher.  When their homework 
was handed out, gold stars and happy faces lined the top margins of their papers.   
   The stomachs of the redbirds growled each morning as they got off the bus.  Their names 
were never mentioned during roll call when the teacher collected lunch money, but they still got 
to eat.  Sometimes, theyÕd wear the same clothes all week, and most never bothered with 
homework.  There were other things to think about when they got home. 
 
   But when it was the bluebirds turn to read their chapters, TraceyÕs lips moved as she 
followed along.  One day, the teacher noticed.  She invited Tracey to join the bluebirds.  During 
reading time, the little redbird didnÕt miss a word under the shining attention of the teacher who 
hovered over her.  From that moment on, the bluebirds hated the budding valedictorian. At 
recess, they followed her, whispering that she was ugly and stupid.  The next day during reading 
time, Tracey pretended she didnÕt know the words.   The teacher was confused, but sent her back 
to the comfort of the redbirds. During recess, the redbirds played jump rope together.  They kept 
a place for each other in line at the water fountain.  
 
   Tracey thought that a big sister should know about things like redbirds, and how 
important it is to stay with your own kind.  Her real big sister used to talk about it.  SheÕd been a 
redbird too, and knew how it worked. The fact that Carolyn pushed, thinking the flaws were 
within Tracey, let her know that something was terribly wrong.  The big sister invitations kept 
coming, and the child accepted every one, but deep inside, she wondered when this lady would 
stop coming back. 
  
   One January day, when the weather was clear and cool, they made their way to the park.  
Tracey loved the swings, pumping her legs to go higher and higher.  Suddenly, her shoe caught 
the sandy dirt and skidded to a stop.  
 
   ÒTamara!  Wait! Tamara!Ó She bolted out of the swing, pushing other children out of the 
way. When she reached her destination, she buried her face in the long-lost lap.  
 
   ÒTee, I knew youÕd come back.Ó   
 
   The feel of an unfamiliar hand rested on her shoulder.  ÒSorry, baby.  I think youÕre 
confusing me with someone else.Ó 
 
   The joy on the childÕs face was replaced with fear, and then the steely glare of anger. 
 ÒYouÕre not my sister.Ó 
 
   The stranger removed her hand from TraceyÕs grasp.  Embarrassed, the tall, blonde 
woman got up and moved to a bench on the other side of the park. Tracey watched, wondering 
when it happened.  When had she forgotten what her sister looked like?  Sadness filled her, and 
she was too young to know how to carry it. 
 
    Carolyn caught up.  ÒDonÕt ever do that again,Ó she scolded.  ÒYou scared me to death.  
DidnÕt your mother teach you to never talk to strangers?Ó 
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   ÒI thought she was Tamara.Ó 
 
   ÒWho is Tamara?Ó asked Carolyn. 
 

The little girl shrugged her shoulders.  ÒMy real big sister.Ó Tracey got up and made her 
way to CarolynÕs recently purchased, old green Chrysler. ÒBut she never comes home.  She hates 
me.Ó  The child fastened her seat belt, and her lips with one swift movement. 

 
   Carolyn followed, hoping this might be the time for the child to begin to trust. ÒHow long 
has Tamara been gone?Ó  
 
   Tracey stared out the window.   
 
   ÒLetÕs talk about it,Ó Carolyn persisted, knowing this was the place that needed healing.  
 
   But Tracey wouldnÕt say another word.  They drove in silence back to the hotel where 
Ms. Miller continued cleaning up the messes that people had left for her.  
  
   Some people say that dreams are colorless, transparent as the wings of a dragonfly.  
Tracey knew that was a lie.  Her dreams were filled with the smiling face of her sister, laughing 
behind her as they ran through the park. She was determined to keep the memory locked up tight 
so no one could steal it away. 

 
Ms. Miller 

   The next day, Ms Miller found Carolyn inside her office.  She closed the door, hoping for 
some privacy that would isolate the words soon to follow. 
 
   ÒItÕs time we talked,Ó the childÕs mother began.  
 
   Carolyn looked at her, noting the dark circles carved under her eyes.  They matched the 
blue-black color under hers. ÒTracey told me about her sister,Ó she volunteered. 
 
   ÒI knew she would some day.Ó 
 
   Have the police been contacted with a missing personÕs report?Ó   
 
   Ms. Miller looked at this young woman impatiently.  She had so much to learn.  ÒYes, the 
night Tamara didnÕt come home, I called the police. I begged for their help. They told me to wait 
24 hours.  I went down to the station and filed a report.  They said theyÕd look for her, but I 
havenÕt heard anything.Ó It was a struggle to keep her voice from wavering.  Thoughts of Tamara 
so close to the surface always made her cry.  
 
   Carolyn felt the words throb.  She couldnÕt meet her eyes, thinking of the card taped to 
the mirror next to her bed, and a mother, somewhere, still mourning a girl who called herself 
Daisy. Keeping her distance, she said, ÒI havenÕt seen a news story about the disappearance.Ó 
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   Ms. Miller never had the luxury of anger.  It was an emotion wasted on people who think 
their tempers held the power of change. ÒShe is my girl, and IÕll do whatever it takes to bring her 
back.  But this ainÕt high class.  Tamara isnÕt the daughter of some family with lots of money 
vacationing in Aruba.  In this neighborhood, our daughters donÕt get their photos on television 
when they donÕt come home.  We donÕt make the news.Ó 
 
   The lump in CarolynÕs throat refused to move. Two words slid out. ÒHow long?Ó   
 
  ÒEighteen months, three weeks, two days,Ó Ms. Miller could even tell the hours and minutes, 
but it seemed too pathetic so she dropped it. 
 
   CarolynÕs head pounded.  ÒI have a contact at the police department.  May I ask a few 
questions to get an update?Ó 
 
   ÒYeah,Ó said Ms. Miller.  ÒSee if theyÕll listen to you.Ó  Reality was something Ms. 
Miller knew all about.   Reality said that the Miller family was poor, and world doesnÕt listen to 
poor.  Poor was almost invisible. On pay day, she would go to the check cashing store, and then 
the grocery store to buy food for the week.  People would turn their faces away because the 
mother smelled like sweat, bleach and dust.  She didnÕt care.  Life was a fight, and it meant she 
had to fight dirty.  It would be the most important lesson she could teach her daughters.  
 
   She was ready to turn around and go home when she noticed Carolyn fidgeting. 
 ÒSpeak up,Ó said the mother, used to handling petulant little girls with a firm hand. 
 
    Carolyn stalled. It had to be said, but the words were harsh. The pressure of her 
relationship with Tracey was getting to be too much to bear.  The dream had lost its fear of 
daylight. Right now, it perched on the back of her chair, drooling in anticipation.  
 
   ÒIÕve been meaning to talk to you about something,Ó she said.  ÒI think Tracey needs to 
talk to a counselor. SheÕs closing off her feelings about her sisterÕs disappearance, and thatÕs not 
good.Ó She pushed a white business card in Ms. MillerÕs direction. ÒHere is the name of a good 
counselor who offers free services. IÕve told her to expect your call. ThereÕs really nothing more 
that I can do to help.Ó 
 
   Ms. Miller sighed.  Would this woman ever learn?  She looked straight through her.  ÒI 
see.  YouÕve had enough of us.Ó  She sighed, ÒYou got Tracey leaning on something, depending 
on someone, and now youÕre gone. You wanna watch her fall?Ó 
 
   ÒNo, I truly want the best for her.  The best isnÕt me.Ó 
 
   The mother straightened her shoulders. She was used to begging, but she refused to do it, 
not in front of this woman. 
 
   ÒYeah, I thought so,Ó said Ms. Miller.  ÒThe first time I saw you, I knew you werenÕt 
strong enough for my baby.  But you were persistent, and my girl took a liking to you, so I hoped 
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for more.  But IÕve learned the world ainÕt going change just for my little girl. ThereÕll always be 
someone letting her down. SheÕll have to learn those lessons just like everyone else.Ó 
 
   Ms. Miller left. As she walked home, she looked at the face of every young girl she 
passed.  She had once heard that people think dreams are colorless, a vapor that vanishes into 
nothing. But she knew that was a lie.  Dreams lived and breathed, ready to plant to the seed of 
hope deep inside unsuspecting victims.  The na•ve would be tempted to nurture it.  But they were 
fools.  If left unchecked, those hopes and dreams would grow so big, they could eat you alive.  
Ms. Miller steeled herself for this possibility, and refused to let the hope that her daughter would 
come home consume her.  If it did, she would never be able to make it back to the land of the 
living.  
 

                     Carolyn    
   The next morning, Carolyn walked to the police department and pulled up a chair next to 
the detective she had met on several occasions.  Lt. Dan Laramie opened his file cabinet and 
leaned back in his chair with a heavy sigh.  ÒYeah, I remember this case.  Tamara Miller had 
dropped out of school.  She had two arrests for drugs.  Her last arrest was for prostitution.Ó 
 
   Dan pulled out a flyer from the girlÕs file. ÒThe mother made posters and plastered them 
all over the streets.  Gave out her phone number to anyone who might have information.Ó  
 
   ÒWe couldnÕt do much,Ó he continued.  ÒTamara had run away before Ð three times Ð and 
her mother kept dragging her back. If she doesnÕt want to be found, thereÕs not much left for us.Ó 
   CarolynÕs voice started shaking.  ÒYou can do more, we all can.Ó 
 
   Dan leaned over and opened one drawer in a long line of files.  ÒThese cabinets are filled 
with young girls who need help.  ÒI donÕt want to give up on any one of them, but Tamara Miller 
doesnÕt want our help.  Let it go.Ó 
 
   Carolyn shook her head. ÒIf you ever get a lead on Tamara, if you hear anything, call 
me.Ó  The door slammed behind her more forcefully than she intended. 
 
     From there, life settled into an all-too-familiar routine. During the day, she stayed in her 
office as much as she could, closed off inside her tight, little world. She spent her evenings 
looking at DaisyÕs card to find a Miller family resemblance.  At night, she lay still waiting for the 
punishment certain to come. 
 
    Days turned into weeks.  As Carolyn worked on some new social work cases, the call 
came.  It was Dan.  ÒYou better get over to the hotel.  WeÕve just got a call from the manager.  It 
doesnÕt look good.Ó 
 
   ÒWhat happened?Ó 
 
   Dan was hesitant. ÒI canÕt say Ð but you need to be here for Ms. Miller when she gets off 
her bus.Ó 
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   Carolyn ran. As she approached the hotel, police cars lined the streets, lights flashing and 
sirens blasting.  More cars formed a circle in the back, orange tape outlining the scene. Carolyn 
spotted Dan. 
   ÒOkay, tell me,Ó she said. 
 
   Dan was all business.  The lines in his face were deep as if the scene before him aged him 
by the minute.  ÒA young female approximately 18 years of age was stabbed to death in the 
abdomen.  Gauging from the body temperature, we believe it happened around 2 a.m. It appears 
the knife hit a major artery.  She only lasted a few minutes.Ó 
 
   Lying in a dark, red pool of blood was a woman who looked so much like Tracey that 
Carolyn knew it was Tamara.   
 
   Dan continued with his cold, impersonal report.  It was his coping mechanism for dealing 
with the tragedy before him.  ÒProbably drug related from the look of the veins on her arm.Ó 
 
   ÒWhy?Ó stupid as it sounded, it was the only thing Carolyn could think of to say.  
Questions formed her head, but they were confused.  SheÕd lost the ability to arrange them in 
sentences. 
 
   Dan shrugged. ÒWhat you need to do is meet Ms. Miller at the bus stop and take her to 
my office.  She doesnÕt need to see this.  Tell her that weÕll have a body to identify in a couple of 
hours.  She needs to wait there until I call.Ó 
 
   Carolyn stepped away, her stomach ready to turn inside out.  Somehow her legs kept 
working, even though her mind was blank.  She sat down on the bench, waiting for the bus, 
knowing she would never find the words to explain. 
 
     As the bus came into view, Ms. Miller stepped off and Carolyn reached for her hand. 
ÒCome with me,Ó she said. 
 
   Ms. Miller didnÕt question.  She just followed.  In her heart sheÕd known that her little 
girl was dead the night she never came home.  This was the day she had been dreading Ð the day 
that proved she was the poor, weak woman everyone else saw.  She was too poor to give her 
daughter anything better, and too weak to stand in the way when trouble came to find her.  
 
   On the day of TamaraÕs funeral, Carolyn sat in the church, not sure if she belonged, but 
unable to release her grip on this little family.  Carolyn didnÕt know how to reach Ms. Miller in 
the place where sheÕd gone to hide since Tamara had died.  The mother retreated far inside of 
herself, as if fear and grief sat on her shoulder like a scavenger just waiting for the final gasp so 
it could begin its feast. 
  
   After the service, Carolyn accompanied them to their small apartment. Tracey fell asleep 
on her bed, exhausted from the emotions of the day.  Ms. Miller sat on the couch, alone, ignoring 
the gifts of food and the expressions of sympathy from friends and family.  It took all of 
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CarolynÕs courage to sit down next to her. ÒIf only IÕd done better, my baby would still be here,Ó 
the mother murmured. ÒToo many mistakes, all piled up.Ó 
   Carolyn knew words wouldnÕt help.  Instinct pushed her to take the mother in her arms 
and rock her back and forth like a small child, patting her head and murmuring soft, soothing 
words in her ear. Their tears mixed together in salty pools in which they almost drowned. 
 
   Time passed, but it didnÕt heal all wounds.  Physically, Ms. Miller did the things she was 
supposed to do.  She got Tracey up in the morning for school.  She went to work.  She bought 
groceries on Friday night smelling like sweat, bleach and dust.  But that was all. It was as if the 
air suddenly became too heavy to breathe, and the force of gravity had doubled.  Watching her, 
Carolyn grew to understand.  Forgiveness was difficult to capture, almost impossible to claim.  
Without it, guilt could take hold, feeding the illusions that robbed peace of its rightful place. 
 
   In the end, Carolyn knew of no secret words, no formula that would cure what ailed 
them.  Forgiveness, like many things in life, is an act of will Ð the ultimate human decision.  For 
some people, self-forgiveness can be the most difficult choice of all.  It was a clumsy action that 
required skillful balance, letting go of the leash of guilt with one hand while grabbing for hope 
with the other.   
 
   One morning, Carolyn didnÕt go to the office. The doors remained locked, and people 
stared in the window wondering what happened to the young woman in her starched khakis and  
buttoned-down shirt.  They wouldÕve found her a few blocks away, knocking on the detectiveÕs 
door at the local police department.   
 
   Lt. Dan Laramie was surprised by his early morning visitor.  
 
   Carolyn Connelly placed a tattered, tear-stained business card on his desk.   
 
   ÒI want to report a hit-and-run.Ó 
 
 


