“There’s nothing left to die for,” she said, as he held her close and the night rain fell hard against their naked bodies.  She was tired of his musky smell mingling with the faint scent of the summer air.  Up she rose away from him leaving him wrought with resentment of this unseen fearsomeness she had recently acquired.  Brazen, her fire red hair shining in thick coils framing her porcelain face, she wrapped herself in the now-soaked quilt from the ground.  He hurried to dress not noticing his clothes seemed smaller since they had been removed.  She fumbled in the darkness and dampness for her own clothes that stayed dry underneath the tailgate of his truck.  His melancholy she detected like a beacon of light shining from a distant shore.  Daggers flew from his amber eyes while a questioning pout pursed across ruby lips.  “Words cannot help us now,” she whispered, as she crawled into the cab signaling her readiness to leave.

They drove through the winding roads of the park by the single headlight glowing from the front of the Chevy.  Silence shrouded them and mocked his anger.  She looked past the window and the trees into a black night that somewhere held the passion she had long ago lost.  Small town stupidity and ignorance had dulled her edges.  Her skin colorless, almost opaque.  Her only mark of difference was the scarlet halo encompassing her face.  He hadn’t noticed her fervent loss of faith that only abetted her willingness to leave him.  Of course he sensed something was wrong but manly ignorance resigned him to remain indifferent.

She left him kissless.  As she watched the taillights fade and sparkle into the blackness she knew she could never see him again.

Before the suns rays touched the treetops she was gone with everything she owned in a backpack and a purse.  She walked to the bus station and settled for whichever was leaving first.  Not even looking at her ticket or the bus she boarded for her unknown destination.  She knew she had to find something out there to die for and she knew it wasn’t where she was.

Taking her seat at the rear of the rancid, piss-smelling bus, she settled in for the ride. She was hoping to reach somewhere she had never been, a task none too difficult having spent most of her tormented life within Mossy Point.  

Her thoughts drifted to those she was leaving behind for a final, fleeting goodbye.  There weren’t too many souls from the Point that dared befriend her after the bank incident.  Her brother and stepfather had feebly attempted to rob the only bank in town, wearing stocking masks and revealing orange hunting jackets.  Now they were somewhere over in the county lock-up and she hadn’t seen nor heard from them in over two years.  Parole would be coming soon, which provided more than ample reason for her to move on.

John was the only one who managed to disassociate her from her forsaken family.  Originally he found her stunning, as did most, and much too intimidating for his meager appearance and manner.  Over time she grew increasingly lonely and dilapidated, leaving her open to his eagerness to please her.  She was listless within their relationship, a rag- dollesque figure, toted around beneath his muscular forearms.  No one cared enough about either of them to question though, and they managed together for almost three years.

It amazed her how simple it seemed to leave and wondered why the audacity failed her before this day.  It was nice on the bus, despite the stench, and her thoughts of home quickly faded amidst the rolling hills and fall hued trees that lined the highway.

A clatter behind her turned her head to find a woman sitting alone behind her, dropping the contents of her bag to the floor.  A shining, gold tube of lipstick rolled between Amber’s feet.  

“You dropped this,” she muttered, handing the woman the expensive tube.

“Thanks honey,” she replied, her voice like an angelic song, a hymn that she heard once, perhaps at her mother’s funeral.    

At that moment, something large and unknown clicked within her.  The voice of this woman brought color to long paled cheeks and a fluttering unlike nothing she had ever felt before.  Amber sat there, breathless and unsure.  How could the voice of one touch her, reach down into depths of her that she closed off some twenty years before?  How could emotion be derived from two words, spoken by a stranger on a bus?

“I do believe I said thank you!” the woman again, this time her voice reaching decibels two times higher than before.

Amber turned, blushing, a wiry smile upon her face.  “You’re welcome,” scratchy words from a child found their way out of her 28 year old mouth.  Finally she got a good glimpse of the creature behind her and was overcome with awe upon the sight.  Never before had she seen such beauty, delicate and tiny, features of a long forgotten age not unlike a statue of a Goddess adorned in a Grecian temple.  The names Venus and Aphrodite came to her as she thought of the mythology she had read about in the tenth grade.

An elegant hand outstretched to Amber and found her own.  “Name’s Diana,” the woman said inquisitively as though expecting an answer.  She did not know the panic and exhilaration that were teeming within the body attached to the hand she was shaking.  Large, lapis eyes stared back yielding no response except a grasp upon five perfect fingers.  Amber was frightened to let go; afraid the seeming apparition in front of her would vanish if she relinquished her grip.

As Amber half stood, half sat, holding Diana’s hand, her face awash with color she suddenly felt at home.  Strange as it seemed, there on a bus, feeling warm and cozy as though sipping cocoa in front of a warm, crackling fire.

Diana managed to release herself from Amber’s grip, smiling saintly, her knowing eyes taking in the ruddy cheeks, the pale skin and the awkward smile of the girl in front of her.     

“You have a name, I assume?” Diana asked.

“Amber,” blushing, she managed to squeeze the word from her lips.  

“I see you’re traveling alone, where are you heading?”

Amber now realized the impetuousness of her journey to the unknown.  She grabbed a careless auburn lock and began to twirl it betwixt her fingers.  Her gaze turned to the window, to the blurring highway and trees glowing in the mid-morning sun.  The scenery seemed to swirl and turn around her, consuming her, enshrouding her delicate frame with a green intensity.  She lost herself in the moment of oblivion.

Her question heeding no answer, Diana herself turned to the world outside the plexi-glass window beside her.  

And as the two sat there, close enough to hear the other breathe, but trapped in their own thoughts, minutes passed like a jackrabbit sprinting across a four-lane highway.  Neither one knew why the other was there, but both started to suspect their encounter was fated.

Diana certainly didn’t get the rush of emotion that amber was awash with, but could sense the girls’ instant attachment.  Her belly began to ache and a sense of decency began to gnaw at her brain.  Her nostrils filled with a clean, almost sterile odor, as though all the horrible smells of failure and rejection that once permeated her to the core, were being cleansed by Amber’s mere presence.  

Neither of the two women spoke for hours.  Finally at a stop in Two Points, they met over piping cups of watered down coffee and gelatinous apple pie.  Words failed them both, however, as they sat, quietly eating and sipping their coffee.

It wasn’t until they re-boarded the bus that the two exchanged words.

“You felt it, didn’t you?”  Diana asked boldly, afraid to hear the answer.

“F-f-feel what?” Amber looked weary from the road and confused by the question.

“I know you did.  It surged through my veins so powerful I couldn’t even speak until now.”  Her eyes pleaded with Amber to cooperate, to understand and to share what she had experienced.

“I, I….all I know is that your voice struck me, struck me so hard I couldn’t let go of your hand.  Voice of an angel it seems.  I just didn’t know what to make of it, that’s all.  Never felt so instantly close-like to someone before.”  There.  She had said it, gotten it out.  The words escaped her lungs so quickly she felt breathless.

“An angel?  I’ve never been called that before.  Interesting.”  A large, childlike smile crept across Diana’s face and for the first time in a long time she felt human.  It had been a long time since she felt that; decent.  Years of bars and drugs and the endless stream of men, flowing through her like lava, molten, burning her to the core had left her feeling dingy and old at the age of 32.

Again, some time passed without words.  As the minutes turned to hours Amber could feel something swelling beneath her chest.  Her heart burned and her arms ached to reach out to her new found soul-sister.  She wanted to embrace her, hold on for hours and get lost within the sanctity she felt when she touched Diana.  Amber did not know that Diana was having the very same thoughts just inches away from her.

As the lights dimmed for their journey into the late-night hours, Diana summoned the courage to move her seat next to Amber.  She needed not to ask and as she sat Amber welcomed her with her warm eyes and an extended hand.  Amber rested her head on Diana’s shoulder, grasped her hand and the two began to whisper in the night.

They shared their life stories, found shattering similarities and consummated a bond that would be life changing and lasting.  Their ride together lasted 49 hours, through which time neither of them slept and neither of them felt tired.  In fact they were exhilarated.  Their hands remained locked except for trips to the bathroom or to eat, but upon return they would find themselves immediately connected.

It was at the second-to-last stop that the two decided to disembark.  There was no discussion, they simply just gathered their belongings and got off the bus.  The sign above the bus depot door read “You’ve Arrived”.  They found themselves in a coffee shop across from the station asking for employment and a place to get settled.  It came so naturally that neither questioned the other or bothered to ask any questions.  Deep within themselves they both knew they needed each other and they were far enough away from the past to settle in.

In Harmony, they found peace with themselves and understanding of what had made them so unhappy in the years leading up to their chance meeting.  Learning to love one another unconditionally was their most important lesson.  Coming to terms with loving another woman, going against all they had ever known, was next.  It proved an easy task to undertake.  It came naturally and made each of the woman feel finally at ease.

Amber sat one day in the small studio the two shared gazing at her new found lover and friend.  She reflected upon the past again, now that it was truly behind her.  She thought back to the night in the park with John and the words she had spoken.  Quietly she moved next to Diana, grasped her hand and looked deep into her warm eyes.

“I would die for you” was all that she said.  

