
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


* * *

[image: ]


Songs From the Heart

A SHORT STORY

* * *

[image: ]


by

Mona Ingram

* * *

[image: ]


©2014 Mona Ingram

All rights reserved

* * *

[image: ]


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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“PETE?”

“Yes, Miss Malone?”

“Pull over here, would you?” Mandy edged forward on her seat as the limo approached her old high school. The schoolyard was empty now, in the middle of the summer. The grass was already making its annual comeback; it would be lush and green by the time September rolled around, and the cycle would start all over again.

Her gaze drifted to the trees at the far end of the yard. Noticeably taller now, they’d spread until their branches interlocked. She and her friends had spent many an hour under those trees, discussing whatever they’d decided was the vitally important topic of the day. She smiled at the memory.

“A bit farther, Pete.”

The limousine inched along and Mandy lowered the tinted windows.

“Now what are you doing?” Simon had been silent thus far, which was surprising. But his need for control won out. “We have to get out to the Sage Bowl and do a sound check.”

Mandy ignored him. They had plenty of time and he knew it. “I’ll get out up here, Pete.”

“Christ, Mandy. If anyone recognizes you, we’ll be mobbed.”

It was all she could do to keep silent. Her manager loved any type of mob scene. As a matter of fact, she was fairly sure that he instigated them from time to time to drum up interest in her performances. Foolish, really, as her concerts consistently sold out within a day of the tickets going on sale. She still pinched herself every time one of her songs raced to the top of the charts, and more than once she’d wondered if she really deserved the adoration of her fans, or the accolades for her work. But having the best songwriter in the business didn’t hurt...

A low stone fence rimmed this end of the playground. Every fifty feet or so there was a break to walk through and she did that now, admiring the craftsmanship of the stonemason. The rounded river rocks were achingly familiar, and she ran a hand over the smooth, warm surfaces before continuing into the schoolyard. The School Board had wisely decided to preserve the fence, which had been built in the first half of the twentieth century by a family of Italian craftsmen who had settled in this part of the Okanagan Valley. She wandered along toward the swing set and then sat down on the fence, lost in memories of those days spent here in Gold Creek.

Stirred by a gentle breeze, the trees whispered a welcome, and for a moment she drifted back in time. She was sitting on a swing, pushing listlessly against the ground with the toe of her sneaker, listening as the opposing side presented the final argument on the topic du jour. The memory was so real she could feel the sturdy chain links of the swing support under her palms, hot from the sun.

On that particular day, it had been her turn to lead the team arguing the ‘pro’ side. She couldn’t even remember what the discussion had been about, but she’d lost the argument, and her friends enthusiastically applauded the winning side.

“Matthew wins!” chirped her best friend Sunny. “You have to forfeit.”

“Thanks a lot.” Mandy pretended to sulk, but she’d known from the outset that she was arguing a lost cause. She turned to Matthew. “Forfeit, huh? What’s it to be?”

“I think a kiss would be appropriate.” He shoved up his glasses, but not before she saw something bloom in the depths of his eyes.

“A kiss?” It was all she could do to get the words out. Matt Williamson had come to Gold Creek in mid-year, and she hardly knew him. Tall and lanky, he seemed uncoordinated, and yet there was something about him that made her think a kiss from him might not be such a hardship.

“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” The crowd supported Matt’s choice.

Her fingers tightened around the chain of the swing as he approached. She imagined herself to be a bug trapped in amber... yet she was a willing bug.

“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” Her schoolmates weren’t letting up.

Matt grasped the chains of the swing, covering her hands with his. This close, she saw the flecks of gold floating in the chocolate of his eyes, and her breath caught in her throat as he leaned closer.

“We don’t have to do this, you know.” His gaze held hers, then moved slowly down to her lips. “Although I can’t think of a forfeit I’d rather have.”

“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” The words echoed across the schoolyard.

“Break it up, people. What’s going on here?”

Mandy was vaguely aware of the Vice-Principal’s voice as he strode toward the group. How could she be expected to hear anything when her heart was pounding so hard? She and Matt looked at each other for several long seconds and then he pulled away to face ‘Adolph.’

Steve Manley was the Vice Principal from hell. Pumped up by his imagined self-importance, he marched as he patrolled the halls of the small school, and had adopted a silly-looking moustache that resembled the one worn by Hitler. The nickname was inevitable.
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