
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Small details surrounded in big places always amazed the untrained eye. Scenic views of snowy mountain tops through the trail roads of familiar land unknown somehow, felt just like home. Perched friends that knew what love was an then there was her. I recall saying to myself after seeing her photos. I would love to get to know her. Who is she? And how is she so fearless? The powdered snow she placed on the bear’s fur danced with the wind like sand in the Sahara Desert. She brought more than life to the frame with Bear, because she was more than a beast but the perfect animal. She was Bear's best friend. The first photos were elegant and vibrant like she was invisible. Her bushy eyebrows matched autumn leaves and her skin looked as soft as the morning dew. I zoomed in on the depths of curiosity. The camera on the road captures the shots. The arch of her back almost matched perfectly with the pinnacle of the snowy tree tops, as her eyes glazed back to the camera. Jake directed Bear to join the next shots. Bear was raised by Jake since he was five years old. Bear enjoyed the camera more than I did spectating her fearlessness. Jake and I started hanging out and became good friends when I was traveling cross-country. Shared similar backgrounds and music interest and both missed our deceased parents. We both played the guitar and always spoke about making a band.
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Jake continued to take the first photos of her and bear. She wore a spaghetti-strapped top and her breasts were as full as the clouds overhead. Her nipples were pierced and hard from the cold breeze and her hair fell to her face like winter leaves. 

Amy shouted from a distance for my input. “Have any advice on the next shot?” I randomly introduced Amy and Jake and they fell in love at first sight. I met Amy and her mother driving for the local transportation company in town. I picked them up and headed to weekends famous farmers market. I didn’t have my Bluetooth connected to the car's radio, so I was playing Hot 85.9. The local pop and rock radio station. 

“Hi Ladies, my name is Billy. I see we have a short ride to the farmers' market on Admin Street.” I said

“That’s right Billy. We just moved to the city so we’re excited to go experience the farmer’s market.” Her mom said.

“Well welcome home, where did y'all recently move from?” I asked

“We’re from Istanbul, and sorry for being rude I’m Amy and this is my mother Kathy. Omg I love this song. Do you mind turning this up a little?” Amy asked. 

“Sure thing, you got it,” I replied

I turned up the volume just enough to hear Amy’s voice and the radio. At the same time, I noticed my phone was turning off because I was not charging it. By the time the song finished, we finally made it downtown. Unfortunately, my phone had just turned off. 

“She’s one of my favorite artist and I like the simplicity of the song. Only her vocals over guitar chords give the song a dreamland of elegance.” Amy said.

I wanted to inform the ladies about my dead phone but I didn’t and replied to Amy. 

“I agree, simplicity in music even in life makes the journey much more enjoyable from an audience perspective. And Amy you really have a true love for music I see.” I said

“Yeah, I actually went to school for music engineering. I actually just graduated four months ago. That’s why we moved here. I work down at the school teaching music theory to the high school students.” Amy included.

“Sorry to inform you, ladies, my phone is dead but is charging. I recall the market being right here, but they changed the location frequently.” I said to the ladies. 

I saw a gentleman standing at the street light with a soft case guitar strapped to his back. I pulled up to the light and rolled down my driver’s window. 

“Excuse me, sir. We’re looking for the farmers' market. Do you know if it’s headed east or west on Admin?” I asked the gentleman with the guitar. 

“They actually moved it this week to Edwin road just two blocks over.” The guitarist said. 

“Thanks bro, you’re a lifesaver.” 

“You’re welcome.” He said. 

“I also play the guitar, let’s jam sometime if you’re available. Do you have a card or social media?” I asked the guitarist. 

“I do, it’s Jake_G on Insta. Hit me up anytime.” He replied. 

We headed north up two blocks and took a right on Edwin Road. I stopped the car at the entrance of the farmers' market. 

“Here we are, ladies. And sorry for the inconvenience of the minor bump on the road.” I said

“Don’t mention it, we weren’t in any rush,” Kathy said. 

“Thank you, Billy. Hey take my number and give me a call anytime you’re working on music. I overheard the conversation with the gentleman with the guitar. Give me a call I would like the experience and hear what you guys come up with.” Amy said exiting the car. 

“Sounds good. I’ll send you a text now.” I replied. 

“Drive safe and I’ll make sure Mother here tips you on the app,” Amy said before closing the door. 

Driving back to my Airbnb that was located just five minutes from the farmers market. On the way home I got a text from a family member. It was my younger cousin Drew. 

“Hey Billy, hope you’re having a blast over there. Give me a call when you can please.” Drew

I occasionally got calls from Drew but this was the first time in a long time that Drew had sent a text. My heart dropped instantly and felt heavy. I became concerned. I waited until I pulled into the garage parking lot of my Airbnb apartment and parked. My first thought was to reply to Drew’s text message to see what’s on his mind. Instead, I gave him a call as he wished. I pulled my seat back as far as it would go and paused my work app. Ultimately thinking I would take a quick break, run upstairs, and fix a quick bite to eat after I got off the phone with Drew. I couldn’t stop thinking of what could be wrong. Was he in trouble? Maybe a family member got injured or even worst someone we knew passed away. I generally don’t smoke during my lunch break and usually wait till clocking out. But my heart was racing and the anticipation of the call was heavy on my heart so I decided to roll a spliff. I finished the spliff faster than I expected so I stopped the hesitation and dialed Drew’s line. 

“Hey Drew, what’s up man? It’s your favorite cousin Billy.” I got your text message. How’s everything?” I said

“Hey Billy, how are you doing out there man?” I saw some of the photos on Facebook. You look like you’re having a blast and also you look good like you’ve been working out.” Drew stated. 

“Things are great here. Seems time flies by you so fast here as well. And that’s right, I’m in the gym a lot of the time. If I’m not working on music or driving. I’m in the gym.” I replied. 

“Awesome dude. Well, I gave you a text earlier. Because I have some good news and I have some bad news. The good news is my mother is alive and wants to see you. The bad news is she’s back in the hospital with cancer.” Drew said holding back tears 

I really don’t like bad news and hate hospitals even more. I waited a few seconds to speak again because I was holding back tears myself. From hearing the bad news of my aunt having cancer. Also, my younger cousin was torn and sad about his mother being sick again and in the hospital. I was Drew’s older cousin also his mentor growing up. So at this very moment, I had to be strong for both of us. 

“Look Drew I know it’s tough, but Aunt Debbie is a fighter. This is just another challenge and battle we have to fight together. Drew... I want you to do me a favor and close your eyes. 

Lord God. We Thank You. Before we ask you for anything today. We know you're a supernatural God. And we thank you just for who you are. Lord, we’re thankful for the battle! We thank you for giving us the strength to fight and the understanding and knowledge that it’s not ours, but yours. You are the ultimate fighter in this battle and we will go to war standing right beside you. We also understand that when we pray, it can move mountains, close spells and heal the sick. We thank you for the science and wisdom of teaching us how to pray and if we stand on it. We will endure in time. Lord, we thank you. We also want to thank you for the stance and armor you have blessed us with to continue this battle. And unfortunately, we are facing the battle of sickness. Aunt Debbie has been fighting for some time now, so we ask you for your power of healing. You are the king of kings, lords of lords. You are our mailman and we know you will not pass us by. Lord bless Aunt Debbie in this time of need and bless our family because we need you more Lord God. We need you more than ever. Even in bad weather you can control storms. We ask you for grace, clear faith, and most importantly your favor. We surrender all. And we will find joy in the wait. You hold time so we are patient. In your name we pray amen.” I prayed. 

“Amen. Thank you for that. She’s at the Peak hospital on the north side of town. If you’re in town give me a call.” Drew said. 

“Hey, I’ll be in town next week. Send Aunt Debbie a message for me. Tell her I love her and to stay strong and I’ll see her soon.” I said. 

“Sure thing. Have a goodnight Billy and thank you again.” Drew said before hanging up. 

I sat in the car a little longer sad with frustration. My mind was all over the place. After losing both my parents I couldn’t bear to hear any bad news but I had to be there for my aunt Debbie and Drew. I knew I had purchased a ticket back home, but the question was how I could afford it. I ran upstairs to fix lunch and to use the computer to search for the best-priced plane ticket. I opened the door and my Airbnb host was in the kitchen cooking. 

“Hi, Brittany,” I said with a smile on my face even though I was going through a lot in my head. 

“Hey Billy, I’m cooking pesto pasta. Would you like any?” Brittany asks me. 

“Absolutely, I’m starving. I’m just taking a break from driving, then I’m headed back out. I got some bad news, so I have to fly back home.”

“Sorry to hear that. I hope everything is ok. The food will be ready in less than ten minutes. I entered my room and opened my laptop and remembered to massage Jake the guitar player I met earlier. I pulled out my phone and opened Instagram. 

“Hey Jake, it’s Billy. We met earlier while I was driving passengers to the farmers' market. Let me know when you're available for a jam session. Here’s my phone number +55-575-5555.”

After I messaged Jake I also gave Amy a text while searching for a cheap plane ticket. 

“Hey Amy, it’s Billy your driver from earlier this evening. Give me a call when you’re available. We’re both new in town, let’s meet somewhere soon and have a coffee. Let’s discuss music and life.” 

I was excited and worried all at once. Excited I had the opportunity to meet new friends, but worried about finances on how I was going to afford it all. While continuing to search for the cheapest return flight. I heard my apartment host call my name. 

“Billy! The pasta is ready. Come and eat!” Brittany screamed from the kitchen. 

I ran down because I was starving like a bear hibernating. She had prepared lunch, fixed my plate, and set the table. 

“OH yeah. This looks amazing Brittany. How could I repay you?” I asked. 

“Don’t mention it. It’s my pleasure. Plus I cook often and generally I overcook. I’m a chef at the Grand Hotel, so I’m used to preparing food for a lot of people. Dive in, tell me how it tastes.”

“It’s great! And the garlic bread. You made homemade?” I said

“I did. It has three different types of cheese.“ Brittany replied as she took a seat at the table across from me. 

“Wow, I’m amazed,” I said. 

“Thank you. I’m a certified chef now. I graduated from culinary school three months ago. And in the same week..... I got a divorce.” Brittany said

“Sorry to hear that.”

“Don’t be sorry. I’m happily divorced. That bastard put me through hell. While I was in school trying to achieve my goals the asshole was sleeping around with his baby mother. I’ll never date a man with kids again. It was hard but I learned a valuable lesson. What about you? Do you have any kids? Brittany asked me.

“No kids yet but I plan to in the future. I always wanted one boy and a girl.” 

“You mentioned you received some bad news earlier. Is everything ok?”

“I have to fly back home. My aunt Debbie is back in the hospital. She has cancer that she’s been battling for the past couple of years.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that. Bless her heart.”

“It was news I didn’t expect, I’m stressed about flight reservations. I’ve been searching trying to find the best price.” I said

“Well, my sister works at the airport for SkyUp Airlines. Let me give her a call. I could get you in on a family pass.” Brittany said

“That would be a blessing. I have to get back to work as soon as I finish lunch. So I can have enough funds for my travel and return. Give me a text if you hear from your sister. I’m headed back to work, I should be back around 9 pm.” I said walked walking out the door. 

My first rides were short rides and I wasn’t generating the wages I was looking for. The weather was warm and the sun was setting over the harassing. I sat at the mall’s lot waiting for my phone to chime on my work app for my next ride. 

“RINNNG RINNG”

My phone went off as I looked at the app. The wage distribution was double the pay. It was a longer pick up and drop off but I didn’t mind I needed the money. I clicked accept and was en route. I arrived at the pick-up location and a nicely dressed couple entered my car. 

“Hello. My name is Billy. I’ll be your driver this evening. Looks like we’re headed to the Milky Way Deli. My app says it’s about a thirty-minute drive. We will arrive approximately at 7:40.” 

“Thanks, Billy. Take your time, but please get us there safely. We’re getting married this weekend.” The gentleman said. 

“Congratulation. What a beautiful event it will be. I wish you the best!”

“Thanks Billy” The bride said

I played the radio the whole evening. My mind was restless from over processing from family and financial issues I had to overcome. Jazz and R&B played for most of the ride, till the station was interrupted by the radio’s host. 

“NBA player Kobe Bryant has died at the age of 41. In a tragic helicopter crash in the United States. The crash occurred in California. This is all the information we have at this time.” The host announced. 

The radio picked up where it left off. My heart felt like it stopped. Kobe was my favorite basketball player of all time besides Michael Jordan. From his great mindset of outworking everyone. To his strong passion to be the best at the game. I was devastated. 

“What? This can’t be real.” The groom said 

“Awwwman is this real life? Not Kobe! Did he just say helicopter? There’s no way Kobe could’ve got in a faulty helicopter right?” I asked in shock. 

“I’m looking at my phone right now. And yes the news is real.” The groom said. 

We were five minutes from the drop-off location. Not more unfortunate news, I thought to myself. If it’s not one thing it’s another and horrible events kept happening one after the other. This day couldn’t get any worse. We pulled up to the deli right at the time my app stated. 

“Congratulations again bride and groom. I hope y'all have a wonderful night. And blessings to the future.” I said

“Thank you, Billy. We will tip you on the app.” The groom said as they exited the car. 

I headed to the closet parking lot and parked. The radio host came on again and announced the tragic news that just hit the world. My heart dropped again. My world was spinning with devastation and shocking news. My heart was heavy because I pondered the fact that Kobe loved his daughters and his wife. Kobe’s kids meant a lot to him. Even more than the game of basketball. Someone like myself who also lost parents as I did I couldn’t hold back the tears while I was in deep thought. I cried because he was a huge role model in my life. Almost like I lost another father. He was an inspiration not only to me but to the world. He left a tremendous impact on my life like how to follow your dreams and never give up on them. How to put in overtime if you want to be the best. How to be the same animal but become a different beast. Most importantly do it with passion. I was done driving for the night. My eyes watered the whole way back home. 
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