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Like my memories, this cup of coffee tastes bitter. They must keep this room freezing to rush me. The clock on the wall in front of me ticked like a heart beating. The police officer pushed a legal pad towards me saying to write in my own words what had happened. My hand trembled as I took the pencil and began.  

My name is Makeda Parsons, I swear this to be an accurate account of my days at Crescendo Band Camp starting on May 10th, 2010. 

Speeding down a two-lane mountain pass, traveling under an ominous sky, my anxiety grew as the darkening clouds threatened to overtake me. The past winter had marred the twisting road. The mountainsides housed dead trees that clawed at my jeep as it rushed by them. The banged-up guardrails on each side of the road offered little reassurance for travelers. 

A lone squirrel scampered under the guardrail just before mile marker three. Driving past, trying to stay on my side of the road the jeep slowed. He was there, a man dressed in a tattered black suit, smoking a cigarette. He seemed to walk beside the guardrail. I can’t see his face. Speeding up, trying to hurry past my stomach clenched as fear threatened to overcome me. Looking in my rear-view mirror, my pulse pounded. He had vanished.  

They need to fix this road. No lines and hardly enough space for one car in that tight turn. I wonder what that man was doing there? I checked the mirror once more and saw only empty road. 

Finally, the familiar green and yellow sign for camp came into view, and a smile tugged at my lips. I can’t wait to lead the drums workshops. These past five years of volunteering have been fun. I dread when Kylie Santos finally steps down as director; she has really put her soul into this camp. Passing an ancient building bright arrows driven into the ground were pointing onward. Kylie must have placed these arrows to keep traffic moving in the right direction. Black crows scattered as the Jeep jerked, hitting a speed bump. 

In a field on the right Carmon was swinging alone with her mother, Ismitta Okoro, watching her from the wooden bench nearby. Ismitta finally decided to join us, Carmen will love Edna’s piano class. Wonder where they have been assigned to stay? The wind seemed to pick up, and the sky became darker. They best get inside before the rain starts. Carmon stopped swinging to join Ismitta on the bench, and we waved at each other. I glanced at the horizon; the storm seemed to be building overhead. What is it with the sky? Those clouds look like they are bleeding.
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