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People say tha dreams are colorless. But Carolyn Conndly knew that was alie. Night
after night, he dreams were filled with such grong olors, noises and snells that theimages
made he dread the setting sun.

As dakness pressed ggaing thewindow pane, she lay motionless beween the sheets of
her bed, muscles tight and joints stiff. Quiet and gill, she baely inhded 0 therise of her chest
was indiscernible. The dream watched and it waited. It perched éboveher like avulture in the
timid shadows, ready for the moment when shefinally gave in to thefatigue A twitch of an
eyelid meant deep was near, and it smiled, knowing he defenses were surrendeaing o deep. In
tha place beween avake and imaginings the dream dredged up he st of her unonsiousess,
releasing memories to float to the surface.

It began with thered, worn uphostery in he old car tha smelled faintly like the
cigarettes from the previousowner. The pine-scented fir tree hanging from hea rearview mirror
didn®cover the odor. With the stench of nicotinefilling he nodrils, and the back of he thighs
sticking i the plastic uphoktery, shel@ drive through hecity streets to her small apartment. An
old, familiar tuneplayed on theradio, onetha he mother sang o he as a child. When shetook
her eyes off theroad to turn up thevolume, something flashed in he peripheral vision.

Shedammed the brakes, butit was too late. Thethud ofsoft flesh on sed filled he ears,
followed by slence. Lowering he head to rest on he steering whedl, shehopel tha whatever
she@ hit would gill bedive. Maybeit was just some stray chasing he bdd tires and could dill
besaved. At thevery least, she hopal that it would crawl in some back dley so shewouldn®
have to watch it die.

Trembling, diegotoutto sarch. Onelook & the crumpled body ha lay twisted in the
street, and e knew exactly what she® done Death gared outfrom wide-open eyesin ayoung
face that hadn®quite reached adulthood. Ablonde wig puled off to reveal achild@ blank stare.
Bright red blood mixed with the pink bay-doll lipgick that ran down he cheek. There was no
guestion tha deasth hal knodked he outof he five-inch dilettos

Shebent ove thebody, ad vomt pushed outof ha ssomach into he mouth. She
swallowed it down had, feeling the acid bumn its way back down he throat. Her vision blurred
and defdl to he knees, trying o control the panic 0oang outevery pore. It was then tha she
noticed them Blittle busness cards covering the street like flower pdals. She picked oneupand
read aname, Daisy, and all the thingsthis younggirl promised to do for $40.

Numb, Carolyn looked & the card with its smiling face, and then back to the loss spilled

outon theasphdt. At tha moment instinct took over. Salf preservation old he to run, and run
shedid - to thefamiliar smell of nicotine and thered plastic seats. Eager for distance, she
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pressed the accelerator and left behind the blood, he body and he sanity on he Sreet jud two
blocks from he hone.

It was this dream that repeated itself each night Like ahomror movie that loopel ove
and ove, the monobny sucked thelife outof her. A shdl remained tha arose each morningto
look & her reflectionin the mirror - the same mirror where Daisy@ flowery busness card was
taped to the frame.

For days after the accident, Carolyn read every newspaper she could find. There wasn®
any mention of a hit-and-run death. In fear, sherefused to leave the confines of he bedroomto
retumn to he job and he classes a thelocal university. The same ingina tha told he to run,
now told he to hide. Keep those memories unde lock and key, it whispered, and forget the
accident ever happened. Shetried to follow the advice. But tha moment changed things it
changed her. Penance was aweight she now carried as a burden. Atonement was the only
solution, fiereasoneal. In college she changed her major from busness to soda work. After
gradudion, $ietook ajob with alocal na-for-profit jus afew blocks from her gpartment. It
barely pad therent, and it kept he hungly. But it was the only thing e could think of to make
her life right again.

Weeks turned into months Carolyn grew accusomed to the new, do-goocker patern of
her life. One day shelooked up fom hea desk and saw alittle girl struggling to open the door of
the agency@ office. Shewas a skinny thing with bony knes sticking outfrom a dress she had
adready ougrown. Shefoughthad, squeezing heself beween the heavy door and the frame
until there was jus enoughroomto dip ingde

Carolyn watched as she made ha way across theroom The child took in everything,
from thetomn edges of the linoleum to the cheap poders covering thewalls. Shecrawled into a
char postionel directly in front of the desk, and dretched up & far as shecould unil she could
meet Carolyn@ eyes.

O want a big dster,Oshe prodaimed. Thewords made Carolyn amile.

Thelittle girl noticed and was encouraged to continue (omeonetold me you have big
sisters, and | want one.O

QVell you@e come to the right place.O

Thelittle girl looked aound heroom Where is she?Oshe asked, suspecting an
imaginary stash of big dstersin the closet from which she could choos.

Qvedl ge to that later.OCarolyn wondeed why any paent would let their child roam in
this dirty naghbohood It worried ha. QVha@ your name?0

My nameis Tracey Miller, and I@n eight years old.O
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Quell, Tracey,OCarolyn coaxed. Q am glad youde here. But where@ your mother or
fathe? Before we get abig gster for you, we need to g pamission.O

(‘NIAais working & the hotel down the street. Shesaid to go ouside and ply, and | saw
theword @ig dsterOon your store. The man ouside said tha you give kids big gsters.O

It started to meke sense. Orou know | bet your mother is probably wondeing where you
are. Why dor®we gofind he, and e if shewould like for you © bea part of this.O

Mawon®care, Osaid Tracey matter-of-factly. (8he@® workin(0

Carolyn picked up aprogram application and mede her way to the door. Ot@ time to talk
to yourmothe.O

The child followed. @l right, butMa don®read good, ® don©bother bringing those
pgers.O

They walked sde by sdetoward the hotel. Many of the buildingsin this neghbohood
had log their pant. It droppel off in paches, leaving hones and busnesses looking exposed
and vuheable. They walked past agroup d men dtting on he corner curb. bbswere scarce,
and themissing teeth and stench of unwashed bodees dissuaded any potential employers. The
men gave empty stares to Carolyn, wondeing what this woman in he khaki dacks, sengble
shoes and darched, butoned-down shirt was doing hee.

Tracey led Carolyn benind acheap hotl. Sheopened theback doar and mede her way
up the dairsfilled with trash. This section ofthe hotel obvioudy wasn@used much. The smell
of unnefollowed them. Carolyn hopel tha Tracey was longgonebeore darkness fell on tis
place.

They continued througha maze of dimly lit hdlways unil the mechanical droneof a
vacuumcleaner drifted out of oneof therooms. A woman ignored ther approach.

Standing in front of the vacuum, the child motioned for her mother to sop. his lady
wants to talk to you.O

Thewoman was clearly irritated Dif only she had enough @ergy to scold he little girl.
Shebent down and umed off the machine.

Carolyn rushed forward extending he arm for a handshake. (Hello, Ms. Miller. My
name is Carolyn Conndly, and | met your daughter today.O The lady took her hand and gave it a
limp tug.

(Pleased to meet you, ma@m,Oshe whispered and then looked down to the thread-bare
carpet.
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Theyvomanéti red small talk made her nervous Carolyn swallowed hard and jumbled
her words O'racey came into my office today. 10n just up hestreet notfar from here. Anyway,
Tracey would like to paticipate in this youth program.O

Ms. Miller stared graight shead; not bothering o take the papers from Carolyn®
extended hand. She kept looking & thedooras if expecting ©meoneto walk in and order her to
ge back to work.

Ma, this lady has big dsters, and | want oneQinterrupted thelittle girl.

Those words produced aspark. Qdn sorry Tracey took up yourtime todgy, Miss. She
already has abig gster, and $1e don©Oneed another.O

_ Tracey looked asif she had just been dapped. CBhe don®come homre anymore. She
don®want to bemy sister.O

Theroomwas slent. Carolyn looked around unesily. It wastime to go.

Ms. Miller, hee® some information.Gshe placed the brochure on the dresser as she
made her way outthe door. @@ like for you b sop by and e me when you have thetime.O
As Carolyn exited, Tracey began to ay, 0 ftly it was baely audible. Her mother turned on
thevacuumand continued he work.

On theback gairwell, Carolyn sat on he steps, breathing in the mold and dus. The
encounter had reinforced jus how unprepared she was for this job. Deep insde, the dream took
notes knowing it could use them later when the moon puled the memories out of ther hiding
place. Carolyn felt the dream watch her struggle. That fact made he lift her head and walk back
to he office to wait for Ms. Miller. Three weeks passed bdore it hgppened. Ms. Miller came
alone

(Hello, I@n glad to see you. Rease have a seat.O

Tracey® mother sat on the edgeof thechar, notalowing heself to feel the suppot of
thearm rest or the back cushion. @ looked & the papers you left. Wha can you do br Tracey?0

Carolyn amiled. Quriodty was agood frst step.

QGDur organization pars young tildren with ault volunteers. We can help yourdaughter
by giving he some oneon-oneattention. There is awoman outthere who would lovethe
oppotunity to ge to know Tracey. You know- beafriend.O

Ms. Miller eyed Carolyn suspicioudy. (ow do | know this person would begood b my
daughter? What if someonehurt ha?0

Trug was going  bean issue Ve make sure all of our volunteers have athorough
background sreening.O
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Ms. Miller didn®even blink. Gha®@ adl well andgood. Bit it don®mean noting. 3
just a piece of paper. People changeall thetime.O

Carolyn waited. Shedidn®knowwha Ms. Miller was asking. Sedidn®have to wait
long. Ms. Miller gotrightto the point.

Q want you © beTracey@ big dster.OMs. Miller looked around he office, careful to
check for something amiss.

Her intendty made Carolyn squirm. @®n not sure that would beposible. A committee
of very qudified members from the organization mekes those selectionsO

Ms. Miller stood up ad umed to leave. Ot@ youDor nobod. | don®want somebody
for Tracey who thinksthey®e doing her afavor just because she@ poor. | want somebody
who@ gtick with he, even dter the new rubsoff. Besides, | knowyou, ad | knowwhere to find
you when something goes wrong.Gshe tumed and looked back as she left. QQ) tell Tracey we
talked.O

Carolyn hal to give Ms. Miller credit. Shewas stronge than she looked, and for some
reason, Carolyn didn®want to disappoint her.

Tracey
A few weeks later, Carolyn and Tracey sat across from each other having lunch & alocal
restaurant. Q liked the seals the best,Osaid Tracey as shetried to catch afrench fry with the
same sKill she had seen the zoo animals use earlier tha day.

Carolyn laughed, Odn glad you@® nota seal because you@ sarve.O
Tracey stoppel the show. QVha @ we do next week?0

Q think thelibrary would befun.O

Tracey wrinkled he noe. Ao, let@ go b thepak.O

Q think we need to check outsome booksto hép yourreading. Y our mother showed me
your report card. Do youwant to talk aboutit?0

Tracey shook he head, and then turned avay with asigh. It was fun o hare someoneto
take ha places and do hingsMa never had time or money to do. But sheknew this Big Sster
thing wes fake. Carolyn wasn®anything like her big sster. She didn®know the thingsa big
sister should know- like the fact that report cards don®mean athing.

Tracey knew theteacher didn®care abouthea. She was in the redbird reading gioup, ad

the teacher didn®really like any of the redbird kids. Instead, the teacher preferred the bluebirds.
They wore pretty clothes and ame to school with their homework neatly folded insde colorful
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backpacks. When they walked by, ey smelled nice, jud like teacher. When thar homework
was handal out gold gars and hapy faces lined thetop margins of their papers.

The somachs of theredbirds growled each moming & they gotoff thebus Thar names
were never mentioned duing roll call when theteacher collected lunch money, butthey still got
to eat. Sometimes, they@ wear the same clothes all week, and nogt never bothered with
homework. There were other thingsto think eboutwhen they gothone.

But when it was the bluebirds turn to read their chapters, Tracey@ lips moved & she
followed dong. heday, theteacher noticed. She invited Tracey to join the bluebirds During
reading ime, thelittle redbird didn®miss aword unde the shining dtention of the teacher who
hoveaed ove ha. Fromtha moment on, hebluebirds haed the budding vdedictorian. At
recess, they followed he, whispering tha shewas ugly and gupid. The next day during reading
time, Tracey pretended she didn®knowthewords Theteacher was confused, butsent her back
to the comfort of the redbirds During recess, the redbirds played jump rope togeher. They kept
aplace for each other in linea the water fountain.

Tracey thoughttha abig dster should knowaboutthingslike redbirds and how
important it is to gay with yourown kind. Her real big dster used to talk aboutit. Shel® been a
redbird too, and knav how it worked. Thefact tha Carolyn pushed, thinking the flaws were
within Tracey, let her know that something was terribly wrong. Thebig Sster invitationskept
coming, ad the child accepted every one butdeep indde, shewondeed when this lady would
stop mming bak.

One Januay day, when the weather was clear and cool, they made ther way to the pak.
Tracey loved the swings punping he legsto go hghea and hghe. Quddenly, ha shoecaught
thesandy dit and «kidded to astop.

Oramaral Wait! Tamaral OShe bolted outof the swing, pusing oher children outof the
way. When she reached her destinaion, $iebuiied he face in thelonglog lap.

Oree, | knew youd come back.O

Thefeel of an urfamiliar hand rested on fer shoulder. CBorry, baby. |think you@e
confusng me with someonedse.O

_ Thejoy on te chjld@face was replaced with fear, and then the steely glare of ange'.
Of ou@e notmy sster.O

The strange removed her hand from Tracey@ grasp. Embarrassed, the tall, blonde
woman gotup and noved to abench on he other side of the pak. Tracey watched, wondering
when it hgppened. When had sheforgotten wha her sster looked like? Sadnessfilled he, and
shewas too young ® knowhowto carry it.

_ Carolyn caughtup. @on®ever do ha again,Gshescolded. (You ared meto desth.
Didn®your mother teach you © never talk to grangers?0
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Q thoughtshe was Tamara.O
QVho is Tamara?Oasked Carolyn.

Thelittle girl shrugged he shoulders. QVly real big sister.OTracey gotup and mede her
way to Carolyn(@@ recently purchased, old green Chrysler. But she never comes home. She haes
me.O The child fastened her seat belt, and he lipswith oneswift movement.

Carolyn followed, hophng this might bethetime for the child to begin to trugt. (How long
has Tamara been gore?0O

Tracey sared outthewindow.
Q et@ talk aboutit,OCarolyn peasisted, knowing this was the place that needed hedling.

But Tracey wouldn®say another word. They drove in slence back to the hotel where
Ms. Miller continued deaning up he messes tha people had left for her.

Some people say tha dreams are colorless, trangparent as thewingsof adragontly.
Tracey knew tha was alie. Her dreams were filled with the smiling face of he sster, laughing
behind he asthey ran throughthe pak. Shewas deermined to keep the memory locked up tght
SO no onecould dedl it away.

Ms. Miller
Thenext day, Ms Miller found Gxrolyn inade he office. Sheclosed thedoor, hoping for
some privacy tha would isolate the words soon © follow.

Ot@ time we talked,Othe child®@ mother began.

Carolyn looked & her, nating hedak circles carved unde her eyes. They matched the
blue-black color unde hers. Oracey told me about her sster,Oshe volunteered.

O knew she would ome day.O
Have the police been contacted with amissing peson@ report?0

Ms. Miller looked a this young woman impaiently. Shehad o much to learn. (Yes, the
night Tamara didn®come hone, | called the police. | begged for ther help. They told me to wait
24 hous. | went down to the station and filed areport. They said they@ look for her, butl
haven®heard anything.Qt was astruggle to keep her voice from wavering. Thoughs of Tamara
so dose to the surface always made her cry.

Carolyn felt thewordsthrob. She couldn®meet her eyes, thinking of the card taped to

themirror next to he bed, and amother, somewhere, gill mouming agirl who called heself
Daisy. Keeping her distance, shesaid, O haven®@seen anews story aboutthe disappearance.O
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Ms. Miller never had theluxury of ange. It was an emotion wasted on p@ple who tink
their tempers hdd the power of change Csheis my girl, and I@ do whatever it takes to biing he
back. But this @n®high dass. Tamaraisn®the daughter of some family with lots of money
vacationingin Aruba In this ndghbohood, ourdaughiers don®get their photos ontelevision
when they don®©come home. We don®make the news.O

Thelump in Carolyn® throat refused to move Two words did out GHow long

(Eighteen months three weeks, two days,OMs. Miller could even tell the hours and minutes,
butit seemed too pahetic so shedroppe it.

Carolyn@ head pounad. O have acontact a thepolice department. May | ask afew
guestionsto gd an updae?O

Oreah,Osaid Ms. Miller. CBeeif they@ listen to you.ORedlity was something Ms.
Miller knew dl about Reslity said that the Miller family was poar, and world doesn®listen to
poor. Poorwas dmog invisible. On pay day, shewould go b the check cashing gore, and then
the grocery sore to buy food for the week. People would turn ther faces awvay because the
mother smelled like sweat, bleach and dus. Shedidn®care. Life was afight, and it meant she
had to fightdirty. It would bethe mos important lesson she could teach her daughers.

Shewas ready to turn aound and go hone when shenoticed Carolyn fidgeing.
Cspesk up,Gsaid the mother, used to handling peulant little girls with afirm hand.

Carolyn dalled. It had to be said, butthe words were harsh. The pressure of her
relationship with Tracey was getting o betoo much to bear. The dream had lo4 its fear of
daylight Right now, it peched on heback of her char, drooling in anticipation.

OQe been meaning © talk to you doutsomething,Cshesaid. @ think Tracey nesdsto
talk to acounslor. She@ cdlosing off he fedlingsabout he sister@ disappearance, and tha@ not
good.Cshe pushed awhite busness card in Ms. Miller@ direction. ®lereis the name of agood
counglor who offers free services. IQe told he to expect yourcall. There@ really nothing nore
that | can do b hdp.O

Ms. Miller sghed. Would this woman ever learn? Shelooked draight through he. Q
see. YouWe had enoughof usO Shesghed, &fou got Tracey leaning on ®mething, dgpending
on meone and nowyou@e gone Y ou wannawatch he fal?0

No, | truly want the best for her. The best isn®me.O

The mother straightened her shoulders. Shewas used to begging, butsherefused to do i,
notin front of this woman.

Oreah, | thoughtso,Osaid Ms. Miller. (Thefirst time | saw you, | knew you weren®
strong exough br my baby. But you were pasistent, and ny girl took aliking © you, ® | hopel
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for more. But IQve learned theworld @n®going dhange just for my little girl. There@l dways be
someoneletting he down. Shedl have to learn those lessonsjud like everyonedse.O

Ms. Miller left. As shewalked hore, shelooked at the face of every younggirl she
passed. Shehad once heard tha people think dreams are colorless, a vapor tha vanishes into
nothing. But sheknew tha was alie. Dreams lived and breathed, ready to plant to the seed of
hopedesp ingdeunsuspecting victims. The nave would betempted to nuture it. But they were
fodls. If left undhecked, those hopes and dreams would grow so big, they could eat you dlive.
Ms. Miller steeled heaself for this possibility, and refused to let the hope tha her daughier would
come hone consume her. If it did, shewould never be able to make it back to theland ofthe
living.

Carolyn
The next morming, Carolyn walked to the police depatment and puled upa char next to
the detective she had met on svera occasions Lt. Dan Laramie opened his file cabing and
leaned back in his char with aheavy sigh. (eah, | remember this case. Tamara Miller had
droppel outof school. Shehad two arests for drugs Her last arrest was for progtitution.O

Dan puled outaflyer from the girlG file. CThe mother made posters and plastered them
al ove the streets. Gave outhe phonenunber to anyonewho nmight have information.O

QVe couldn®do nuch,Che continued. ramara had run avay before Dthree times Band
her mother kept dragging her back. If she doesn@want to befound, hered not much left for usO
Carolyn@ voice started shaking. Y ou can do nore, we al can.O

Dan leaned ove and opered onedrawer in along ine of files. ('hese cabinets are filled
with young gils who need help. @ don©want to give up on ay oneof them, but Tamara Miller
doesn@want our help. Letit go.O

Carolyn shook he head. Of you ever get alead on Tamara, if you hear anything, all
me.O The doorsdammed behind he more forcefully than sheintended.

From there, life settled into an dl-too-familiar routine During the day, she stayed in he
office as much as shecould, closed off ingde her tight, little world. She spent he evenings
looking & Daisy@ card to find aMiller family resemblance. At night, shelay still waiting for the
punishment certain to come.

Days tumed into weeks. As Carolyn worked on ®me new social work cases, the call
came. It was Dan. Ofou better get over to thehotel. WeQre just gotacall from the manager. It
doesn®look good.O

QWhat hgppened?0

Dan was hesitant. @ can®say Dbutyou ned to behere for Ms. Miller when she gets off
her busO

Copyright© 2007 Githy Orta 9



Carolyn ran. As she approached the hotel, police cars lined the streets, lights flashing and
sirensblasting. More cars formed acircle in the back, orange tape outining the scene. Carolyn
spotted Dan.

QDkay, tell me,Oshe said.

Dan was al busness. Thelinesin his face were deep as if the scene before him aged him
by theminute. G\ youngfemale spproximately 18 years of age was stabbed to desth in the
abdomen. Gauging from the body emperature, we bdieve it hgppened aound 2 am. It appears
theknife hit amajor artery. Sheonly lasted afew minutes.O

Lying in adak, red poolof blood was awoman who looked o0 much like Tracey that
Carolyn knew it was Tamara.

Dan continued with his cold, impersond repott. It was his coping mechanism for dealing
with the tragedy bdore him. @robably drug related from thelook oftheveinson he aam.O

QVhy?2Ostupid as it soundel, it was the only thing Carolyn could think of to say.
Questionsformed he head, butthey were confused. Shel@d log the ability to arrange them in
sentences.

Dan shrugge:i.NC)Nha you need to do B meet Ms. Miller a the busstop and teke her to
my office. Shedoesn@ nead to e this. Tell he that wedl have abody b identify in acouple of
hours. Shenesdsto wait there untl | call.O

Carolyn depped avay, her somach ready to turn ingdeout Somehow her legs kept
working, even though he mind was blank. She sat down on hebench, waiting for the bus
knowing shewould never find thewordsto explain.

. Asthebuscame into view, Ms. Miller stepped off and Carolyn reached for her hand.
GCome with me,Oshe said.

Ms. Miller didn®question. Sejus followed. In he heart shel@d known that her little
girl was dead the night she never came home. This was the day she had been dreading Bthe day
tha proved she was the poor, weak woman everyone dse saw. Shewas too poorto give he
daughter anything bdter, and oo weak to gand in the way when trouble came to find he.

On the day of Tamara® funeal, Carolyn sat in the church, notsure if shebelonged, but
unable to release her grip on this little family. Carolyn didn®know howto reach Ms. Miller in
the place where she@ gmeto hide since Tamarahad died. The mother retreated far insde of
herself, asif fear and gief sat on he shoulder like a scavenger jug waiting for thefind gasp
it could begin its feast.

After the service, Carolyn accompanied them to ther small gpartment. Tracey fell asleep

on he bad, exhauged from the emotionsof theday. Ms. Miller sat on the couch, done ignoring
the gifts of food and the expressionsof sympathy from friendsand family. It took dl of
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Carolyn(@ courageto St down next to he. Of only 1@ donebeter, my baby would gill beheae,0
the mother murmured. Oroo meny mistakes, dl piled up.O

Carolyn knev wordswouldn®hdp. Inginct pushed he to take the mother in her arms
and rock her back and forth like asmall child, pdting he head and murmuring ft, soothing
wordsin he ear. Their tears mixed togeher in sty pook in which they amos drowned.

Time passed, butit didn®hedl dl wounds Physcally, Ms. Miller did the thingsshe was
suppo®d to do. $egot Tracey up in the moming for school. Shewent to work. Shebought
groceries on Fiday night smelling like sweat, bleach and dus. But tha was dl. It was asiif the
air suddenly became too heavy to breathe, and the force of gravity had dowbled. Watching he,
Carolyn grew to undestand. Forgiveness was difficult to capture, dmog impossible to daim.
Withoutit, guit could take hold, feeding theillusonsthat robbel peace of its rightful place.

In theend, CGarolyn knewn of no scret words, no formula tha would cure what ailed
them. Forgiveness, like many thingsin life, is an act of will Bthe ultimate human decision. For
some people, slf-forgiveness can bethe mog difficult choice of all. It was a clumsy action that
required killful bdance, letting go oftheleash of guilt with onehand while grabbing for hope
with the other.

Onemoming, Carolyn didn®go b the office. The doois remained locked, and peple
stared in the windowwondeing wha hgppened to the young woman in he starched khakis and
buttoned-down shirt. They would®@e found her afew blocks away, knoking on he detective@
doorat thelocal police department.

Lt. Dan Laramie was surprised by his early moming visitor.

Carolyn Conndly placed atattered, tear-stained busness card on hs desk.

O want to report ahit-and-run.O

Copyright© 2007 Githy Orta 11



