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A Woman Crying Breaks the Silence of the Night
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The nighttime rode in on a horse of pure midnight velvet. It was beckoned by the stars under the glow of a full moon. Somewhere out in the darkness was the sound of a woman crying...crying so desolately.  

The resonance of her sobbing broke the silence of the street and echoed through the surrounding homes and up into a slightly cracked window of a room of Grayson Schiff, wondering how in the Hell, he was going to get through the long evening lying in front of him.

The wealthy twenty-nine-year-old had just knocked off an empty Jack Daniels bottle from his nightstand by his couch. He was in a foul mood, a foul mood indeed. This doesn’t often happen with Grayson. However, he woke up to start the day with a terrible headache. It never went away and stayed with him the entire day, probably the reason for the window to be open on such a chilly night filling the room with cold air. Even the curtain blew back and forth with the strength of the north wind.

Schiff had plans to dine with some friends for the evening, but they just finished calling him and declined because of some family matters they needed to take care of. This left the entire evening empty with nothing to do but sit and hope his headache would go away.

To make matters even worse, the loud sound of popping echoed through the air, people prematurely popping firecrackers before midnight. He pulled the curtain back and looked into the sky. His mind captured many different colors like that of a photograph each etching a place in his mind. Fiery sparks whipped the air with brilliant inks of light on a canvas of stars. If his headache wasn’t so severe, he might have enjoyed the celebration of fireworks filling the night air on New Year’s Eve bringing in the year 1960 in Austin, Texas.

He wondered if Abigail McCarthy was feeling sick about it as he was. Grayson was smack dab in the middle of almost a romantic encounter but only so far as to be called an exciting flirtation with Abby, which bade to develop into something more meaningful with just the right amount of planning by Abby’s parents. Grayson was no doubt a catch. The McCarthys were already bragging to family members that their daughter would soon have Grayson in her hands!

***
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Forget that for now. Let’s get back to the crying woman.

When the sound of the weeping woman reached his room, he was feeling thoroughly at his rope’s end with life so much so that it seemed impossible for anything ever to interest him whatsoever, again.

Grayson tilted his head down from the fireworks and looked outside upon the grounds below his second story window. He saw the figure of a woman strolling along the sidewalk below. Her steps were slow and not in a straight line. With a walk that was so dispirited that a blurred curiosity stirred in Schiff’s heart.

Ahh, that woman is apparently fed up with life as much as I am. I wonder what has upset her heart? With a sudden impulse, he pulled the window down and closed the drapes, and walked over and put on his hat and coat. He made it out the door and to the flight of stairs.

He had no sooner reached the bottom of the stairwell when he heard a gentle cough. He stopped and turned.

“Well, what is it, Bryson?” He quirked his eyebrows questioningly.

“Sir, Mister Hartstein has just called and wishes to see you later this evening.” He answered with a nod.

“On New Year’s Eve?” His jaw clenched, his eyes slightly narrowed.

“Yes, sir. He asked that you be available around ten o’clock.”

“I don’t understand that. I know Landon had big plans to watch the new year come in down at the Driskill Hotel.”

“I suppose something must have come up, sir.” He stood tall and erect in his gray house-jacket, all clean shaven with neat salt and pepper hair. He has been with the Schiff family for over forty years.

“Ten o’clock... very well, Bryson, that’s fine.” He walked out the door and down to the sidewalk. He looked both ways up and down the street. It didn’t take but one moment to realize he was crazy for wanting to know why a woman out in the cold warranted his leaving his toasty surroundings by the fireplace in his home.

Just as Grayson turned to rush back inside, he noticed the figure of the young woman again. She had stopped underneath a tall street lamp and was looking down at something she held in her arms all wrapped up in a pink and white blanket. What the Hell is she carrying... oh, my God, surely that’s not a small child! Not out in this cold night.

Grayson’s curiosity was aroused. He reached down and pulled his coat closer up around his chin. He buttoned the top button and sauntered in the woman’s direction acting as though he was just a pedestrian.

Schiff underestimated the cold night, and couldn’t run on the icy sidewalk to keep warm, or he would inevitably fall.  His continued his pace but the night air was wicking his body heat away faster than his body could replace it.

Grayson wasn’t the only one who began to briskly walk down the sidewalk. The young woman did the same as if it was an instinct she had received that she was being followed. She couldn’t continue her pace and could only hope that the man following her would walk on by.

As soon as Grayson was about to pass her by, he said, “I’m sorry to notice, but is there something wrong. A young lady out in the cold like this should—.”

She gripped the blanket tightly and looked up at Schiff with her startled eyes. The light of the nearby street lamp on the Congress Bridge was enough for Grayson to see with amazement that she was young and exceedingly beautiful, in spite of the distress shown in her eyes and the tears that fell down her cheeks from her eyes.

The inquisitive Schiff again repeated, “What’s wrong?” He questioned more gently and waited for her to answer.

“Nothing... nothing’s wrong at all, sir.” An infinite sadness seemed to have fallen about her like a slowly descending cloud.

“Nothing!” He had a note of exasperation in the tone of his voice. “You are crying, my dear. People don’t walk in the cold of the night down the sidewalk all alone crying. Something is wrong. Let me help you.” He tilted his head down and stared at the bundle she held in her arms. “That baby you have out in the cold... you ought to know better than—.” He stopped his words while noticing the woman began gently laughing.

“A baby! Indeed, sir, you are mistaken. It isn’t a baby. It’s a cat.”

“A cat?” He stopped his words in surprise. Never had he noticed how time is so much like water, that it can pass so slowly, one drop at a time.

Grayson, a full twelve inches taller than the woman, looked down at her with sudden suspicion. He didn’t want to scare the woman but surely thought she was lying. He finally found further words to say. “Then what’s the matter?” He continued to try and find the answer from the young woman who hadn’t run out of tears as yet.

Grayson backed away a few steps. What the Hell am I doing out here? I feel like a damn fool. It’s none of my business if this strange woman wants to walk around in the cold of the night crying. He stared at her a moment impatiently.

The woman’s emotions were not easily hidden on her innocent face glowing under the light of the street lamp. Her pain was evident in the creases of her lovely brows and the downturn of her full red lips. But it was her eyes... they showed her soul and were lit brightly by the street lamp where she stood.

As Grayson looked into her eyes, he knew right away that all the beauty of the world couldn’t possibly hope to compete with this simple thing... passion. She clung to the bundle in her arms with passion...  the kind of passion that made her all that more beautiful.

“I’m so sorry to have been so abrupt. Please don’t think that I am trying to annoy you. I want to see if there’s anything I can do for you to help. That’s all.”

The woman shook her head left and right. “There isn’t anything. I lost control of my own emotions. I ought to have known a lot better than to cry so loudly... so openly. There really isn’t anything wrong and I—.” The stranger couldn’t help it and broke out into bitter crying. “Damn it! I’m miserable... so miserable.” She raised the blanket and rubbed the tears falling down her cheeks. “I wish I were dead!” she exclaimed while looking over the edge of the concrete railing on the Congress bridge.

Grayson was shocked to hear what the woman just said. He had heard other women say that before. Hell, he has even said it before, but never with quite the seriousness which he heard in the woman’s voice.

Only fifteen minutes earlier he considered himself the most miserable person on earth on New Year’s Eve because he was let down over something as simple as a dinner with his girlfriend and her parents. He was now ashamed of how he felt when apparently it was trivial to what this woman was feeling.

“Miss. Miss, you will never feel better hanging out here in this terrible cold. Besides, it’s beginning to snow and making a turn for the worse. Come with me. You are probably hungry. I was getting ready to have supper and would gladly have you join me. Please, you will feel better when you get beside a roaring fireplace and have something to eat.” He spoke with quiet, but desperate, firmness.

She quickly said, “I’m not going home anymore.” She quietly spoke with a sort of despair in her voice which there was no mistaking.

Grayson was a fast thinker. The wheels in his head spun fast around. Believe it or not, he clean forgot about his day-long headache. This was by far an adventure that was spelled with a capital “A.”  “I’m sure you’re exhausted. I am, too. I was wondering what I was going to do tonight on New Year’s Eve. I was feeling sorry for myself when my friends canceled our dinner engagement. It was then I heard you crying. Please, my dear, will you come with me and let me buy you supper? I’m hungry, too, and it would be an honor to have you join me.” A faint light from the streetlamp twinkles in his hazel blue eyes.

She backed up a few steps not quite knowing how to answer the stranger. “Oh, no thank you. Please let me just go, sir. There’s no need to bother with me.” She began to try and pass Grayson while walking further across the bridge, but he took two steps and blocked her passage.

“Miss, you can’t keep walking these cold streets all night.” He said in a determined manner to convince the woman otherwise to accept his invitation. “The cat will surely hate it even if you don’t.” There was a gentle laugh that broke from Grayson’s lips. “Please, accept my invitation. Perhaps I am just like you and want a friend just as badly as you do.”

“If that’s true,” she said tremulously, “I am very sorry for you, sir... more so than you could possibly imagine.” She wept aloud and turned and leaned over the railing again holding the pink blanket firmly.

“I am so glad you said that,” Grayson replied. “There’s a little café not far from here, only two blocks, where it’s warm. We can share supper together. If we are both miserable, let’s be miserable together. What do you say?” He knew that the young woman was at the end of her rope and was desperate. He wanted to help.

After a long pause, the young woman suddenly broke out into a laugh... a very hard laugh of recklessness. “Okay, sir,” she said, “I suppose you have talked me into it. Yes, I suppose I may as well.” She looked once more at the frigid waters of the Colorado River below her and then back at Grayson.

“Wonderful.” Schiff was beginning to think he had lost his touch. He thought she would never allow him to accompany her and was going to leap over the railing at any moment.

They walked in the direction of the Holiday House on Barton Springs Road and remained silent for half the block. The cat wrapped securely in the blanket, gave a few faint meows of protest. Grayson said nothing at first and kept on walking. It was the feline that added the real touch to his nighttime adventure. He could only speculate and wondered why that silly cat captured his thoughts. He looked over at the woman and said, “Let me help. I can carry your cat for you.”

“No thanks. Oscar wouldn’t like it. He does not take well to strangers.”

“I understand. You must care deeply for your cat?”

“Yes.” The woman pulled the blanket up more closely to her chest while she walked. “It isn’t really my cat. The people treated the cat terrible at my apartments. One man kicked the cat halfway across the room. I knew that I needed to bring it with me.”

The bundle of fur was a ginger, but not harsh like a red tabby. It was more like the kind of orange you’d see on a favorite old t-shirt mixed with heavy cream. He had a soft look about him and felt like a kitten to touch. Going by his size, the feline was a young adult, not more than a year old.

Grayson only nodded his head. He was wanting to ask more questions but decided to just remain silent until he was inside the warm and comfortable café.

No sooner did the two go inside, they found strangely enough for it to be New Year’s Eve the business establishment was almost empty. He took his coat off and was getting ready to hang it on a coat rack by the door when he looked at the woman interestedly.

God, she was more attractive than he first thought. Damn, this gal is so beautiful. What could have led her to the streets on such a cold night?  Her eyes were of ocean blue surrounded by dark eyelashes, and her eyebrows were penciled in quite nicely. Her emotions were, however, not easily hidden on her innocent face. Her pain was evident in the crease of her lovely brow and the down-curve of her full lips.

The woman interrupted his thoughts. “Well?” There was a touch of defiance in the tone of her voice. Color returned to her cheeks from the warmth of the room.

Grayson stared at the woman and was slightly ashamed of his own lazy and luxurious lifestyle and a bank account which was unending. The woman wore gloves that were old and stained. Her coat was far too thin for the cold weather outside. One of the sleeves had a large iron-on patch.

They seated themselves down at a table in the far corner of the room, near a roaring fireplace. The flames curled and swayed, flicking this way and that.  

“Well, what are we going to have?” Grayson asked. After a slight paused, he again looked at the bundle wrapped in the blanket and said, “What about your sweet cat. By the way, has it got a name?”

The stranger said with a gentle smile crossing her lips, “I call him Oscar,” she said.

“Oscar!” He exclaimed, easing into a smile. “I bet he wants some milk. He’s a bit thin and could use a large bowl,” he said suspiciously still wondering if in fact it was a cat and not a child.

She unwrapped the blanket, Grayson’s suspicions went away. It was a most scrawny looking orange cat with a long fluffy tail and fierce eyes.

The woman patted his head and scratched him under his chin. “He has been starved. You would also be this thin if you had been fed so very little.”

“You are probably right,” Grayson said modestly. Damn, she is so right. Just this morning I left so much food uneaten on the table. I have never thought about it before. There must be many people in this world, not to mention just cats, who would be glad enough of the wasted food from my table. He picked up the menu and began to look it over.

A waiter walked up to the table. Grayson ordered the sixteen-ounce T-bone steak and all the trimmings. It was by far the most expensive item on the menu. He was conscious that the beautiful stranger was watching him anxiously.

The waiter walked over to the woman. She leaned over the table and said, “I’m sorry, but I can’t afford to have a supper like you just ordered.”

Grayson’s cheeks flushed with crimson. “I thought I invited you to supper,” he stammered. “Please, order whatever it is you want to eat. You are my guest this evening.” His hazel eyes met hers anxiously.

“I’ve never done something like this before. I don’t know you. What is it you are thinking of me? You must,” she paused a moment before letting the rest of her words rush out of her mouth, “you must want to get laid?”

There was a totally blank look on Grayson’s face. “No! Not at all.” His eyebrows shot up with surprise with her comment.

The woman was biting her lip and began a rush of words. “I don’t suppose you will ever see me again, so it doesn’t really matter very much if—.” She hesitated and stared, wordlessly.

“I’m sorry, but that’s not true. Actually, I hope to see you again after tonight... many times,” said Grayson with sincerity.

“I know men like you, sir. I suppose all men are the same. However—.” She shrugged her shoulders with a sort of rashness that made Schiff frown. She then leaned back in her chair with overwhelming weariness. “It’s kind of you, sir,” she replied disinterestedly.

“Don’t mention it,” he quickly replied. “I assure you I am probably more pleased to be with you this evening than you are to be with me. If it weren’t for you, I would have put my pajamas on and spent the evening of New Year’s Eve by myself,” he replied with a gentle grin and a sudden memory of Abigail McCarthy.

“New Year’s Eve!” The woman echoed. “Well, I can tell you that I don’t want another year like the one I just had!”

Grayson smiled. “You won’t have another year like you just had. I got a gut feeling about these things. I think you will have a lot of good things come your way next year. Luck has a way of changing overnight.”

“I don’t believe in luck, sir.” She replied while turning in her chair and rubbing her hands out to get just a little more heat from the fireplace.

The waiter returned to the table and left a plate of bread and two bowls of potato soup to begin the meal. “Will you please bring my feline friend a small bowl of milk?” Schiff requested.

The waiter looked at Grayson as though he had to be kidding. He then looked at the cat curled up on the woman’s lap, quite comfortable purring like a baby kitten.

He continued. “Also, please bring us a bottle of your cheapest wine. It’s New Year’s Eve.” Schiff would have liked to order champagne but refrained from doing so for the purpose of not letting on to the woman that he was overly wealthy. He almost blew it ordering an expensive steak.

When the wine arrived, he lifted his glass. The woman did the same. “Here’s to luck in 1960,” he said sententiously.” And may I add, to our delightfully unexpected meeting with one another.” He broke into a wide, open smile.

She looked down at the table a moment and then lifted her eyes. “Are you always this nice to people you meet on the street. I am, after all, a total stranger to you.” She asked tensely.

“Actually, I must admit that you don’t call my gesture to treat you to supper a kind thing. I call it selfishness. If I didn’t meet you, I would be spending my evening alone. It is I that is honored you have agreed to have supper with me.”

The woman began laughing. She paused and leaned her elbows on the dining room table and her chin softly in her hands. She stared at Grayson with thoughtful eyes. “Are you poor?” She asked with a captivating frankness.

“Yes, as a matter of fact, I am. I am one of those folks you might call an unfortunate beggar who spends money as fast as they get it. I have never saved a dollar in my life... not one.”

“Neither have I. Actually, I have never had a dollar to save and—.” Her words stopped. The woman’s hopelessness was back in the tone of her voice. 

Grayson broke in hastily.  “Before we go any further, I’m sitting here wondering why we continue to avoid calling each other by our names. My name is Grayson Schiff.” He paused for a moment and stared at the beautiful woman gracing his table that evening, “Won’t you tell me yours?”

“It’s not important. Why would you want to know my name when we will never meet again? I assure you that—.”

“If we don’t meet again, it will be the greatest displeasure I’ve ever had. This I assure you!” He leaned back and fit his fingers together.

“I didn’t happen to just fall off the turnip truck. You don’t really mean what you’re saying. You’re just one of those men who say things like that to every woman you want to get into bed with you.” She broke her conversation off, struck by the chagrin in Grayson’s face. “Damn! I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. I will tell you my name if you really wish to know it. My name is Kaytlyn Robertson, but I am simply called Kate.”

“Thank you, Miss Robertson.” Replied Grayson. “Now, let’s you and I drink to good new year’s resolutions. Have you made one yet?”

Kate gently shook her head from left to right. “Sorry, Mister Schiff, but there’s no use. Besides, I really don’t want to make any.”

Grayson put on a broad smile. “Very well, but I shall make one for you.” He filled her glass and handed it to her. “Now say after me, I resolve during the year 1960 I will be good friends with Grayson Schiff.”

“I’m sorry, but I have heard that line before. I don’t believe in a man’s friendship for a woman. They only use that as an excuse for one thing! Here give me the glass.” She took the glass. “I’ll say it if you like.”

“Then tomorrow,” said Grayson rapidly, “I’m going to pick you up and take you to lunch at a little place downtown. That’s if you will have me do so?”

Grayson stared at the woman waiting on her response. Again, Grayson said, “May I?” His black hair gleamed under the lights of the dining room.

Kaytlyn twisted the stem of the wine glass around and around in her hand nervously. After a brief moment, she said, “When I came out in the cold tonight, I didn’t mean to go home again.” Her voice was trembling in a low volume, full of bitterness. “I was so unhappy, I didn’t care about living any longer. If it hadn’t been for you, Mister Schiff,” she paused while looking at him with shame in eyes. “If it weren’t for you, I wouldn’t have ever gone back home. Never,” she added. “But now, I feel differently and—.”

“Now you are going back home. You and I are going to start off 1960 as friends. Right? Do you agree?”

“Yes.” An easy smile crossed her lips.

The two rose from the table and went out on the sidewalk where Grayson hailed a taxi to come and take Kate back to her home. A cab arrived and stopped near the curb. Schiff opened the door as she got inside, along with Oscar the Cat.

“The address?” Grayson asked Kate.

She hesitated a moment and turned to him with a gentle smile across her face. It’s Walnut Avenue. I live at 303 Walnut Avenue in a horrible boarding house,” she added with a long sigh.

“That’s okay. It’s a roof over your head. Most boarding houses are horrible. No matter. I will be down there tomorrow around noon to find out for myself how horrible it really is.” He reached out to find the woman’s hand. He found it and gently pressed it with his own. “Goodnight, my dear,” he said.

“Goodnight, Mister Schiff.” Her long red hair swung about her shoulders while the beginning of a smile tipped the corners of her mouth.

Only a few moments passed. The taxicab went out of sight. Grayson stood under a street lamp under a sky full of stars. Damn was it cold!

Schiff didn’t move for a brief moment. Has all of this been a dream? Was there really a beautiful woman by the name of Kaytlyn Robertson? Was there a cat named Oscar? No, it wasn’t a dream. Grayson began laughing. His visit and supper with the woman were real. Tomorrow I will go visit her on Walnut Avenue and see just how horrible this boarding house really is.

Kaytlyn! He liked her name. It seemed impossible that each of them had only visited with each other for no more than a few hours, yet he had the feeling he knew her a lot longer than that.

Grayson arrived at his five-acre estate in Tarrytown. His headache had disappeared entirely. No sooner did he reach home, he went upstairs and walked into his parlor. When he opened the door, he saw a man sitting in his big armchair by the roaring fireplace. “Landon. Holy Shit! I forgot all about our ten o’clock meeting.” He impatiently pulled his drifting thoughts together.

Schiff glanced up at the clock on the wall and saw that it was almost eleven. “Damn, Landon, I’m so, so sorry. I was kept by—.” He stopped in mid-sentence.

“Yes, my friend, you are late. I’ve been here since ten o’clock. I must hurry!” He stood up out of his chair. “Keep your coat on, Grayson. We need to go right away.”

“Back outside. You’re crazy, Landon. Look at the clock. It’s late, not to mention it has started to snow. It’s miserable outside.”

“I’m sorry, but I’m catching the midnight train to Waco and if I don’t—.” His words were interrupted.

“Waco! Why in the fucking Hell are you going—.”

“Stop, Grayson!” He turned and walked over to the fire and was staring in at the blaze. “It’s my mother,” he said erratically. “She’s found out about—.”

Grayson glanced at Landon, his mouth pursed but slightly open and loose. He wore a puzzled appearance on his face. “Found out! What in the shit are you talking about Landon?”

“About the woman I met at the festival last summer,” he said with a trembling voice. “You remember, Grayson. I told you all about her. She’s beautiful, kind... oh, God, don’t look so confoundedly stupid, Grayson! I told you about her!” A shadow of annoyance crossed his face.

“Yes. Yes, you did Grayson. What’s the problem? She’s still not putting out? Lost your touch?” He watched the play of emotions on Landon’s face.

“It’s my Mother. She found out about the woman. She told me if I didn’t give her up, she would cut me out of her will.”

“Come on now, Lan. Your mother wouldn’t do that because of your liking for a beautiful woman.” There was a pensive shimmer in the shadow of his eyes.

“That’s where you’re wrong, my friend. She explained to me straight up that if I didn’t give her up, she was going to take my name out of her will. She would, too!” He exclaimed, quickly.

“You have me confused, Landon. What did you say when she told you that?”

“You’re crazy for even asking me, Grayson. I said what I needed to say. I told her I would stop seeing the woman, of course.”

“I don’t understand. I thought you cared about this woman. I’ve heard you once tell me that she is all you think about. You’re crazy about her!”

There was a brief moment of silence in the room while both men stared at the dancing flame in the fireplace.

“Oh, God, Grayson, you’re right. I’m crazy about the woman. If you’d ever see her, you would understand.”

“No, I’ve never seen her.”

“Neither has my Mother. Because this woman has to work to make a living, she thinks she isn’t fit for me to marry her. It’s all a bunch of bullshit, I tell you. Total bullshit! So, I’m here to let you know I am out of here. I’m leaving at midnight!”
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