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Stuck

Bettye stood on the cloud looking down at the earth below. Wisps of cool white twining between her toes. The cloud drifted and the wind blew her short blond hair, ruffling it.

She searched for two people. Two unlikely people who were perfect soulmates.

One more couple to bring together and then she could cease being an Amore and rise to the next level. Probably.

She’d been an Amore for what seemed like an eternity. Other Amore had come into being, passed through and gone on to the next stage. What that was she didn’t know, but Bettye wanted to find out.

She didn’t know exactly what would cause that to happen for her and she was stuck like this until it happened. Whatever it was.

Her cloud drifted above the country, past cow pastures and berry fields. Over rivers, oceans and cities. Bettye could smell sea salt, cow dung and car exhaust. She could feel the brisk air on her tiny wings, would that they were larger.

She hunted for the match that would make her.

A love that would last.

Over the ages, she’d brought together millions of couples. Some had been easy, others more challenging. The best matches, the strongest ones, were those that the humans wouldn’t have thought of themselves.

People who would never have met, never thought to have fallen in love with each other.

She manipulated the circumstances to make sparks fly.

As the cloud passed over a city, she felt a familiar tug.

‘Go lower,’ she thought at the cloud.

It lowered itself until she could make out darkened houses and streets. Until leafless trees, with lights draped through them, began to scratch the bottoms of her feet.

‘Careful!’

The cloud drifted upwards a bit.

There were lights everywhere. And yard decorations. Deer and reindeer. Snowmen.

Snow drifted around her and she caught cold, icy crystals on one hand, feeling the ice melt from the heat of her.

Christmas. It was Christmas time. Even better. Lonely humans were even more susceptible to falling in love at this time of year.

The tug grew stronger and she directed the cloud inside a brightly lit building. A shopping center. Inside the building a woman sat on a bench, watching the world go by.

She smiled at children, looking as if she were someone’s grandmother. Which, as Bettye discovered when she moved inside the woman’s head, Rosa was. She’d been married, her husband died quite young, and she’d raised their three children alone. Then put them through college, while working as a teacher. Now, long retired, she was spending time with her grandchildren and their children.
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