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Marissa is also known as Sola (the loner) Bella (Pretty) and Anita

Adrian is also known as Count Adrian Mosco, and Cousin Mark
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Anita had lost count of how long she had been married to her husband Blane. Blane was a monster, a horrible, horrible man. He didn’t love her; he just wanted a cook and someone to clean his house. When he found out he could claim her on his taxes, he had a friend of his come by the house and marry them. She didn’t want to, and she was not even certain it was a legal marriage; but she didn’t have anywhere else to go. All of her family had abandoned her, or died. The surviving cousins didn’t want anything to do with her. Blane was a cruel man. When he would scream and curse at her, he insisted he won her in a poker game from her father, who gladly gave her away, stating, “Take her, she is useless.”

Blane had complete control over her. She was not allowed any friends. He isolated her from anyone and everyone. Physically and mentally, he had beaten her down so bad, she was just a shell of a person. She had no one to stand up for her. 

Anita did not even know what kind of work Blane did. He would come home just long enough to get clean clothes for his suitcase, then be gone every Wednesday, Thursday, Friday and Saturday every week. She didn’t know what days they were, to her it was just counting for sun rises that he was gone. He had been doing that for a long time. Every time she heard his pickup truck pull in the driveway, her heart beat faster, and her stomach instantly hurt. She was terrified of him. She couldn’t understand if he hated her so much, why didn’t he just let her go. He always threatened her when he left, “If you leave, I will find you and kill you.” She believed him. Killing was easy for him. He killed all of the neighbor’s dogs and cats that came into the yard. 

Then he would put them in the freezer until he decided it was time to make a fire and burn them up. He loved taking their lives. You could see it on his face.

When he came in drunk. He would be talking to himself. If she was walking or sitting on the floor and he touched her, she got punched for being in his way. It enraged him just to look at her. He loved to grab her long hair and pull her across the living room and smash her head into the wall. If she dared to say, “Ouch.” or “Please don’t” he would make her sleep outside. 

Many times, in the rain, cold or heat. He locked the door so she couldn’t come back in. In the morning, he would let her in to cook his breakfast. He sat at the table with a belt hanging from his shoulders. He always low rated her cooking. 

After he had eaten almost all of his breakfast he said, “I wouldn’t feed this slop to a pig. Is that what you are calling me a pig?” She would shake her head no and he would scream, “Answer me!” She knew better to look him in the eyes, but she whispered, “No, I would never.” “Oh, so you are back talking me now? I’ve got something for you.” He stood up and took off his belt off his shoulder, and began to beat her. She raised her arms trying to stop the blows, but he screamed, “Put your hands down, put your hands down!” She would put her hands down, as he continued to hit her with the belt until he got tired. The belt had cut her face, arms, legs and back repeatedly. He picked her up by her throat then punched her in the eye with his left hand. She slid down the wall. This event happened often.

What was left on his breakfast plate, that he had raked onto the floor. “Here is your breakfast, you freak.” She would crawl over to eat it and he would scream, “Eat quick, faster, faster! If you choke or cry, I will give you something to cry about.” There wasn’t much, but she ate it off of the floor. He grabbed her face and pushed her backwards again. 

“You have 6 minutes to get this mess cleaned up, or you can just imagine what will happen.” He walked out and she grabbed a kitchen towel, wet it then cleaned the floor and the dishes quickly.

She never knew what made him hate her so bad. Her memory had not been good since he hit her in the head so much. He had so many rules. The days he was not home, she was not allowed to turn on the lights, day or night. She was not allowed to sit on the furniture or even look out of the windows. 

She had to take a sponge bath, as she was not allowed to use the bath tub. She was not allowed to use the stove; she was allowed to eat one sandwich a day. The sandwich could only have either peanut butter, or regular butter and she was only allowed to drink water. He counted out the bread to make sure she didn’t eat more.

At one time, Anita was a healthy 125 lbs. now she thought she might weigh 80 lbs. maybe less. She couldn’t understand what she did wrong for him to despise her like he did. She didn’t even know how long she had been there. If might have been years. The abuse never stopped when he was there.

She cleaned the house, washed and ironed his clothes, shined his shoes, and cooked him good meals. Still, she walked around with 2 black eyes and bruises all over her body, constantly. He would spit in her face if she made eye contact with him. He seemed to enjoy beating her, starving her, making her eat off of the floor, or sleep outside. He had pulled her hair so much that she had bald spots where the hair had come out. She only had 2 pairs of panties, 2 dresses and an old beat up pair of shoes. She washed the clothes in the sink when he was gone.

Anita tried so many times to find the courage to leave. But she had nowhere to go, and he would find her and kill her, like he had promised so many times. 

On the mornings before he left, he stopped before going out the door to tell her, “Your life is in my hands, and I can end your life anytime I choose. So, watch your step.

I’ve got the neighbors watching this house and if you try to leave, they will let me know, and I guess you know what happens then.” He would always squeal his tires as he left the driveway.  

She stood there looking out of the window, wondering if there truly was a god and why he let this happen to her. One morning, she saw a piece of paper in the front yard and went out to pick it up. It was an advertisement. 

A local bakery was hiring part time for an assistant baker. No experience necessary. Anita had a flash back of watching her grandmother make pies and biscuits. 

It took every bit of courage she had, but she was determined to find the bakery. She asked several people for directions, and they pointed her in the right direction.

The owner Marissa Sparks was shocked at the sight of Anita. There were no customers in at the time, so Marissa asked her to come into the bakery in the back room, so they could talk. Anita was terrified; “If you give me a chance I will do a good job for you. I can learn.  I can only work Wednesday, Thursday, Friday and Saturday.” Marissa’s eyes filled with tears, she could see, this lady was barely hanging on. Marissa called for Mr. B; he was the head baker. Anita stood up to meet him and she fainted. They helped her off of the floor and Mr. B gave her a cup of orange juice. Marissa asked, “Have you eaten today?” “No ma’am.” “Okay, I only have 2 rules, be loyal and eat here before and after your shift.” Anita said, “Oh yes, thank you so much.”

Once Anita got her bearings, Mr. B walked her thru the steps of making loaves of bread. She caught on quick, and seemed to enjoy it.  

In the front part of the bakery, Marissa was bawling her eyes out. She recognized horrible domestic violence when she saw it. At 4PM their day was over in the back where the bakery was. Mr. B had fixed Anita and Marissa sandwiches. 

When Marissa came to eat, Mr. B said, “Anita is going to be a wonderful apprentice. She has done well today.” Anita tried to smile and said, “Thank you sir. I remember some of what my grandma taught me.” Marissa asked Mr. B to go to the front in case any customers came in. He did.

“Anita, I want to tell you a true story. I had a sister named Tabitha. Our parents died when we were young, then our grandparents who were raising us, they died within 2 years of each other. 

Tabitha married a man she was madly in love with and they moved about 100 miles from here. I went to business school, got a small business loan and nearly worked myself to death, trying to build this business. Tabitha and I were both busy and didn’t talk very much. It wasn’t that we didn’t love each other, we were just busy. 

One day I had this overwhelming desire to see her. I called and called. No answer on his phone or hers. On an impulse, I drove the 100 miles to her house. I beat on the door repeatedly. There was no answer. For some reason I cannot explain I looked in the window. My sister was on the floor, beaten and bleeding, and having a seizure. I busted out the window, called 911 and begged for them to get there quick. Just as she arrived at the hospital by ambulance, she died. She had been beaten so many times in the head that she had severe brain damage. Had she survived, she would have been a vegetable. 

I live with the guilt that I didn’t stay in contact with her. I might could have helped her, maybe saved her life. I will never know. 

My brother in law’s clothes were all gone and so was his truck. I guess he realized he had finally gone too far. The government found him in California, he was extradited back to Georgia, and they charged him with her death. He was sentenced to be executed.

But that got turned over to life in prison without parole. He got killed in prison, which was fine by me.”

Anita began to cry. Mariss held her bruised and cut hand. “Anita, you have to get away or he is going to kill you.” “You don’t understand, if I leave, he will find me and kill me.” “And if you stay, he will kill you too eventually.”

Marissa walked over to a small mirror on the wall and asked Anita to join her. Both of their faces were in the mirror. “Anita, have you noticed anything in this mirror?” Anita looked confused, “We could be sisters, if I wasn’t so beat up?” “Yes, Anita. From the second I saw you, I was determined to save you from your horrible life. 

I am going to help you get away, but you are going to have to be stronger than you have ever been in your life.” Anita interrupted her, “But I don’t have a penny to my name.” “I will give money to you, a lot of money. I will also give you my passport, my social security card, my driver’s license, even my Baptism record. Everything will be in the name of Marissa Sparks. You will become Marissa Sparks.” Anita was shocked, “Will this work?” “It will if you do everything I say. You can never come back here again. You can’t call here, you can’t write to me, you have to start a new life. When is your husband coming back to the house?” “I’m not really sure he is my husband. He just left. He won’t be back for 4 days.” Is there anything in that house that you want or need?” “He has a safe in the bedroom. I have seen him put a lot of money in there and my mother’s pearls are in there.” 

“Do you know the code to open the safe?” “Yes. I peeked a couple of times when I was supposed to be making the bed.”

“Do you want the money in the safe?” “Yes, it might help me to get away.” “Okay, I am going to drive you over there in a few minutes. I want you to hurry and get the money and run back out. Leave this penny in place of the money. Don’t be scared. 

If he were to come home while you are in there, I have a gun and I will stop him from coming after you.” Anita said, “Okay. Are you sure I can do this, I mean leave?” “You have to, if you want to live the rest of your life not being his punching bag, or wait until he beats you to death.”

Marrisa gave her a large burlap bag, then drove her over to the house. Anita had never moved so fast in her life, but she got all of the money out of the safe. She did as Marissa said, and left a penny in its place. She took her mother’s pearls, then locked the safe back. She ran to Marissa’s car and they drove away. Anita’s heart was about to beat out of her chest. She burst into tears. Happy tears, tears of freedom. 

They went to Marissa’s house, and the 2 of them counted the money from the safe. There was $55,000 dollars in cash. 

“This is great Anita. This money, together with what I give you will help get you anywhere you decide to go and start over.”

Marissa packed 2 suit cases for Anita, and a makeup bag. She purchased an airline ticket online in the name of Marissa Sparks. She gave the print out to Anita. “You will show this to the person at the airline counter. They will tell you where to put your suitcases, and which line to stand in to board the airplane.” She dressed Anita in one of her outfits and put a pair of dark sunglasses on her.

“If anyone asks about the glasses tell them you have migraines, and the glasses help the light not to hurt your eyes. Listen to me Anita. The ticket is for Paris, France. You can get a motel there for 2 nights. But from there you need to take a train to Vienne, Austria. It will be a long train ride, about 16 hours. You will need to purchase a deluxe, lounge compartment car on the train so you can sleep and get a decent meal. It cost extra but is worth it. You need to eat to build your strength up and get your health back. I’ve written all this down for you. Do not lose this list until you decide where you want to live.

From there you can go anywhere you want to go. Do not get a cellphone, and do not make any telephone calls. Once in Vienne, you need to open a bank account in Marissa Sparks name. Ask if the bank manager will put the account in M. Sparks to help hide you.

I just sold my grandparents’ house, cashed in their bonds, and life insurances. I am having my attorney wire that money to your new account when you find a bank. My attorney Morgan Walden will be waiting to hear from your new bank. Have the bank manager contact him. He is not here in Huntsville, he is in Orlando, Florida. You will speak to my attorney and he will ask for a password. The password is Second Chance. You say that to him, then he will wire the money to your new bank. Do you understand?” “Yes, I think I do. I’m still pretty scared.” “I know, I have written all this down. 

He will transfer the $980,000 dollars into your account. Whenever you get to where you want to settle down, open a new bank account and have the money from Vienne, transferred to the new account. Close the bank account in Vienne. That is very important.

Where ever you decide to start over and open that 2nd account, tell the bank manager you want the account to read M. Sparks. They will do as you ask, as long as you show them the passport, and identification.”  Anita’s eyes were wide, “Am I dreaming? Am I dead and this is heaven?” 

“No dear, you are alive, very much alive.  I had to help you. Now you will be free.” “What is going to happen to you?” 

Marissa sighed, “Anita, I have cancer. Reproductive tumors that they can’t operate on and my doctors are not expecting me to live another 2 months, maybe less. I refused all treatment. It is a miracle that you came in when you did, and that I could help you.”

“But won’t they know that they aren’t burying you?” “No, my wishes are to be cremated, and your name will be on the tombstone. 

Write down your entire name and birthday so I can have it put on the stone.” I will make sure it is in the local paper so he can see it.

Anita wrote down, Anita Renee Turner, May 23, 1995. She took a picture of Anita with her cellphone, to give it to the headstone maker.

Marissa said, “Now this part is important too.  I cashed out my life insurance policies, and gave one to Mr. B. The business has been sold to him for $1.00. 

He has received $10,000 and he will continue with the bakery until he decides to sell it. He has no idea about you leaving, he thinks you just quit and didn’t come back. I asked him to never tell anyone you were ever here in the bakery. He swore. He has been with me for many years. I trust him with my life. He has been like a father to me. The remainder of the insurance money is $240,000.

When you open your 2nd bank account, where you will live permanently, my attorney, Mr. Walden will transfer $200,000 from my 401k and also the second life insurance policy for $500,000. The sale of my house should also bring you about $125,000. I know it’s a lot of money, but it will help you. I have $125,000 dollars in my savings and checking account. Mr. Walden will also wire you that amount to your permanent account. Again, and very important, there will be a password he needs you to repeat to him. The password is second chance. Only then can he know he is sending the money to the right person.

You deserve to have a good life from this day forward. I am so proud you are strong enough and brave enough to allow me to help you. He can’t hurt you anymore now. And maybe one day you can help someone else who needs help.” Anita shook her head yes. “I promise to help others.”

Marissa helped her put on lightly covered makeup in an attempt to hide the black eyes and cuts; she put on a black, curly, medium length wig. 

The jeans were too big, but they had to make them work. As bad as she hated to, she put a belt around her waist to hold up the jeans, “If customs stop’s you, show them your cash. Tell them you are going to see your fiancé in Paris that is very ill. They will make you take off your sunglasses. When they see your injuries, they will tell you to go ahead to the airplane.  If they don’t stop you just keep going and don’t talk to anyone.  I put 2 paperback books for you to read in the makeup bag, and some snacks. I’m convinced this is going to save your life. I wish to God that someone had helped my sister.” 

Anita’s eyes welled up. “I’m sorry you are dying Marissa. Thank you for saving me.” “Hon, you can do this, you will be saving your own life. Never, ever, tell anyone the truth. It is a hard thing to do, but you must, so no one betrays you.” They hugged. For safety reasons, Marissa had a friend of hers from the battered women’s shelter, drive Anita to the airport 2 cities over. They didn’t speak in the car, and the lady dropped her off in front of the airport. The least either of them knew, the better.

The new Marissa had never been on an airplane, not once. She stood and watched for a few minutes. She found the company that had the same name as was printed on her ticket. She walked up to the counter. 

The attendant smiled and asked for her identification. She handed the clerk, her new driver’s license. The lady could see the bruises on her neck and hands. She handed the ID back without even checking it, and then told her to move forward in line. She felt Marissa was probably running from her abuser. She did say, “Enjoy your flight ma’am.” 

Marissa gave a small smile. “What do I do with these?” holding up her suitcases. 

The woman never blinked. “If you walk a little that way, you will see customer assistance, they check your luggage, then you will see a mechanical circle, that is a baggage carousel.  You lay your suitcases on it and the attendants pick them up in the back and put them on the airplane.” Marissa whispered, “Thank you.”

She walked towards customs. There was only one female officer working. She was second in line.  She asked Marissa to take off her sunglasses, and was taken aback when she saw the horrible bruises and cuts on her face. “The custom’s officer said, “Go on through ma’am.” She never even checked her purse nor carry on bag. 

Marissa found the luggage carousel and put her 2 suitcases on it. An announcement was made that the air plane to Paris, France was boarding. 

She followed behind a group of people. Her stomach was in knots. Flying for the first time was scary, but not as scary as going back to her old life. The lady took her ticket said, “Welcome to Flight 147 to Paris, France.” So, then she knew then she was on the right plane. 

The lady in a uniform escorted her to the back of the airplane. She saw all the seats were so close together. It scared her, terrified her, but she was so thankful she was escaping to a new life. In her mind, she kept praying and thanking God. 

The stewardess took her to a beautiful, spacious area, then stated, “You have been upgraded to first class. Just relax back here and someone will be with you as soon as the airplane takes off.” Marissa didn’t know what to say. First class was roomy and comfortable, and looked nothing like the other seats that were crammed so close together. 

She would never know it, but the ticket clerk was the one who upgraded her ticket. She too had been a victim of domestic violence in the past.

Marissa’s heart and stomach felt funny as the airplane rose up into the air. She kept reassuring herself, nothing could be as bad as going back to her old life. She practiced reciting her new name and birthdate in her mind. She needed to know that information, it was very important. 

She realized after a while, it probably wasn’t the airplane ride that she was so scared of, but the fear Blane would come after her. She had to laugh to herself, trying to imagine Blane on an airplane was funny. They would probably throw him off the plane when it was in the air.

She felt like he would go crazy when he realized the money was gone from the safe, but Marissa didn’t feel like she stole it. She took it as payment for each and every time he made her eat off of the floor.

Each time he locked her outside to sleep or beat her with his fist or belt. Marissa felt herself shaking a little. She started counting from 100, backward to 1. It took her mind off of what she was upset about. She learned to do this when she was locked outside of the house at night. Today was only Wednesday early afternoon. He wouldn’t be home until Sunday morning. She would already be in France and on her way to Vienne, Austria by the time he discovered her and the money were missing. She made a promise to herself not to think about him anymore. 

This airplane ride was taking her to a better life, although she didn’t know where she would end up. 

She hoped it would be a wonderful place, filled with kind people. She said a prayer for the other Marissa. “God I’m sorry that I said I didn’t know if you existed. I believe that you do since you sent her to rescue me. Even she said it was a miracle. Please be with her God. Don’t let her be scared. 

She refused treatment, so that tells me she is ready to die. Please hold her hand. She is brave. Give her a wonderful place next to you sir. Amen”

The flight attendant came by with a cart with her dinner on it. She offered her champagne but Marissa declined. “If you have coke that will be good.” “Yes ma’am.  I will bring it right back. For dinner you have roasted chicken, scalloped potatoes, asparagus and corn. She pulled the food tray out and set the dinner’s platter on the tray. “Save room for dessert.” Marissa smiled but was totally confused. When the flight attendant brought the coke in a glass of ice, Marissa whispered, “This is my first time on an airplane. How do I pay you for the dinner and the coke?” 

The flight attendant whispered back, “You don’t pay us. The food and drinks are included in the price of the airline ticket. 

You are in first class, so that gives you room to lie down and rest comfortably, and eat and drink as much as you want.” “Thank you for explaining to me.” “It was my pleasure.” After she had dinner, the flight attendant brought her a fluffy pillow, and a warm, soft blanket to cover with. The flight attendant showed her how to recline the seat so she could rest. She read a few chapters of the book that the other Marissa had given her. It was titled, Long Way Home, by Lilly Buchanan. She read some of it, then she slept the next 6 hours til they arrived in Paris, France.”

Once the airplane landed, first class was the first to disembark. Marissa looked for the baggage carousel to get her luggage. It came around twice before she could get ahold of them. Customs was there for another inspection of her luggage. The young man smiled and asked for her Passport, and asked her to remove her glasses. The look on his face was shock. 

He also could see the hand print on the side of her face, and around her neck. “He motioned her on through even though he didn’t check her luggage.

She went outside and a female Uber driver offered her a ride. “Are you the same as a Taxi?” “Yes, we are.” “Okay I need to go to the train station please in about 4 cities from here.” The lady put her suitcases in the trunk of the Uber, then she took her directly to the train depot, 4 cities south of Paris.  Marissa paid her handsomely, and tried to tip her; but she refused the tip.

“Could you wait while I pay for my train ticket?” “Yes of course.” She was nice to say, “If you have never taken a long train trip, you should ask for a Sleeper deluxe. It cost more but you have room to sleep and you will have your own shower and toilet.” Marissa said, “Thank you so much.”

She smiled at Marissa trying to pretend she didn’t see the horrible bruises and cuts, that were on her face, neck, and arms.

Marissa went straight to the ticket agent at the depot. “I need a ticket to Vienne, Austria for 3 days from now.  A sleeper, deluxe, passenger compartment please.” She paid for the ticket. The woman looked bored. She did not even ask for her identification, and stamped her passport without even looking at it. “The train will leave at 5 Pm on Sunday evening. You have paid for a deluxe suite; see it is marked on your receipt and ticket. Marissa said, “Thank you.” The clerk did not answer.

A young man came to pick up her suitcases and put them in the baggage compartment of the train. She stopped him and said she would be back in 3 days. Marissa went back to the Uber and asked her to take her to a hotel. She took her to the Ritz Hotel. The porters at the hotel removed her luggage from the Uber’s trunk. Marissa paid the driver, and insisted she accept a large tip. The woman started to protest but Marissa hurried away into the hotel. 

The hotel clerk was surprised that she was paying for 3 nights in cash, with a 4 day option of staying longer. The management rarely seen cash, it was always credit cards or wire transfers. Marissa pulled down her eyeglasses, and the clerk saw her injuries. She gladly accepted the money. “Thank you, Miss Smith. We hope you enjoy your stay.” Marissa gave a small, nervous nod then went to her room.

She slept the rest of the night. In the morning, she requested an Uber. “I need you to take me to the best bank in Paris.” He took her to BNP Paribas.

Marissa went in and asked to speak to the bank manager. Sal Geota, one of the 3 main managers in the bank approached her. “How may I help?” 

“I want to open an account here.” He did not look amused as he curtly said, “Any of our associates can do that. Let me get one.” “No! I need you to help me.”

The manager looked surprised. He motioned for her to come to an office and sit down. “Are you a resident here in France?” “No, I am planning to lease something very soon, possibly today if I find what I am looking for.” “Where are you staying at the present.?” “I am at the Ritz hotel.” Sal Geota excused himself and found an empty office and telephoned the Ritz to confirm her information. He went back to Marissa and invited her into a different plush office. She reached into her ugly purse and pulled out a piece of paper. This is my attorney’s telephone number. Please telephone him right now, let him verify it’s me by speaking to me, and he will wire my money here to this bank. Mr. Geota telephoned and the attorney answered and asked to speak with Marissa Sparks. She took the telephone and said, “Second Chance.” Then she handed the telephone back to Mr. Geota. 

“I am wiring you $1,980,000 dollars from the sale of her grandparents, “Ben Thomas and Rhyitha Thomas” residence.  It was located at 1524 Main Street, Hollywood, California. Also, I am also wiring $1,000,000 in insurance monies from both grandparents. They are recently deceased. This is for a total of $2,980,000” 

Mr. Geota said, “The funds have just now arrived in her new account. They will be available in 3 days.” Mr. Geota wrote down the account number. He gave it to the attorney, and to Marissa. Both men hung up without saying goodbye. “Ms. Sparks, how would you like your account to be titled?” “I would like M. Sparks for the title. Now I must go house shopping.” 

“Wait do you want checks, or a debit or credit card?” “No, I assume I can get you to wire monies to any company that I use their services?” 

“Yes, just ask them to speak directly to me.” He gave her his business card, then extended his hand to shake hers, and she ignored it and walked out of the bank.

Her Uber driver took her back to the hotel, where she rested. She called the front desk and asked how to order food to be sent to her room. The clerk had the porter take her a menu, then he waited for her order. She ordered a cheeseburger with bacon and barbeque sauce, French fries and a salad. She also asked for vanilla ice cream with praline sauce.

The dinner was so wonderful. She couldn’t remember the last time she had a cheeseburger. It was divine. She showered then got into bed. It was only 6pm but she was still tired from the airplane trip. Her stomach hurt from eating so much food. She just wasn’t used to having that much food, but she was happy too. Freedom tasted so good. She watched television, then went back to bed. It was like being on vacation. On the afternoon of the 4th day, the hotel clerk called an Uber for Marissa. He took her to the train station cities away from Paris.  

The porter held her hand as she boarded the train. She was shown to her compartment. It was very spacious and pretty. 

The young men brought magazines and books around for sale. She bought one of each magazine. The magazines she purchased explained about Italy. It showed the beautiful green and blue water, the bustle of the larger cities, and the quietness of the smaller towns. She read aloud to herself... “Scilla is a small fishing town that only has 2 months of tourism. It is a lovely small town to live and find peace. The ocean and its beautiful beaches, the mountains from afar. Most of the houses are built into the rock. It is fascinating.” Marissa read the magazine from cover to cover. She was fascinated by Italy and everything she was reading. She wondered if the small towns really looked like the pictures that were in the magazine, cozy and stuck in time.

Marissa had a good trip. She slept, showered, purchased a meal and a coke from the porter. After she ate, she read the magazine about Italy again, from cover to cover. Her heart raced a little with excitement. She napped, ate and thought about Italy.

After nearly 16 hours, the train arrived in Vienne, Austria. She checked into a hotel, paying for 2 weeks. It was early in the morning, around 9 am.  After she checked in, she took an Uber to Raiffeisen Bank. She asked to meet with the bank manager. Paul Egger came and introduced himself. “How may I help? Miss?” “Marissa Sparks. I would like to open a bank account please.” He took her identification.  “Are you living here?” “I have just arrived; I am staying at the Ritz hotel right now. But after I get some rest, I will start looking for a house.” He excused himself and went to another desk and called the Ritz. 

She was indeed registered there. She had declared to be staying 2 weeks. He came back to his desk. “How much would you like to deposit Miss Sparks?” She handed him her attorney’s information. “Please contact him. He will have all of my information that you need.” He started to protest, then she pulled her glasses halfway down her nose, showing her injuries. 

He pursed his lips together to keep from saying anything, then he telephoned her attorney in the United States. Mr. Walden asked to speak with her privately. She whispered 2 words. “Second chance.” The she handed the telephone back to Mr. Eggers. 

Within 10 minutes, the rest of the money $2,980,000 had been transferred into her new account. She asked if the account could be in the name of M. Sparks. Mr. Egger said, “Absolutely, that will not be a problem.” 

He assumed she was running from her attacker. He had her sign a permission slip to open the account. He asked, “Will you be making a withdrawal today?” She said, “No sir. I do need you to close the account I had in Paris.”

He looked disappointed. He wanted to be able to tell her she could only take out $1000.00 for the first 3 days He should have known any woman that could pay $10,000 for 2 weeks in the Ritz hotel wasn’t worried about withdrawals. He had her sign paperwork that he immediately wired to BNP Paribas, to close her account there. 

“I wish you well in your real estate search. There are many wonderful houses for sale right now. He looked through his desk and found the card of a Vito Frey, a real estate agent. “I highly recommend Vito; he is a friend of mine and is very successful in the real estate business.” Marissa took the card and put it in her purse. She stood up and said, “Thank you sir.” “Yes, you are very welcomed. Please let me know if you need anything at all.” She gathered all of the copies of papers he had made her sign, and walked out.

An Uber took her to the Ritz, where she spent the next 3 nights. The fourth morning, she checked out, telling them her plans had urgently changed. 

They were sorry she wasn’t staying the 2 weeks but were gracious enough to only charge her for the three nights. An Uber took her to the train station. She purchased tickets to Zurich, Switzerland. The train ride was not as long, and not uncomfortable. She had purchased a notebook at the station, that she had made lists of things she wanted in her new life. She was careful not to mention her name. she actually made it like a fiction story. She used MaryAnne as her main character. 

At first it was hard to write, she had not held a pen or pencil in so long, it hurt her hands to do so. But in time, it all came back to her. She was creating a happy story. She listed all the wonderful things Mary Anne would want in her new home.

Once she arrived in Zurich, she stayed for a week. She walked around for about 10 minutes, then hailed an Uber. The gentleman was kind but a little shocked when she asked him to take her to the best thrift store in Vienne. “Wouldn’t you rather visit the best stores?” “No sir. I read you can find treasures in thrift stores.” He shrugged his shoulders and drove to the first one, “The second time around the corner.” There were a lot of antique brooches there. She bought about 10 of them, and 5 small (3x3 frames). She had thought of a homemade craft she had seen someone, perhaps her mother did? They put a pretty background on the frame then glued the brooch to the center of the frame. She wanted to try to do it.

The next place she wanted to go was to lunch. The uber driver took her to Holy Cow Gourmet Burgers. She tried to get him to join her but he said, “No miss. My wife is waiting on me for lunch.” “You are coming back, right?”

“Yes, I will be back in 1 ½ hour.” “Thank you. I will pay you more when we are finished today.” “Yes, miss that is fine.” 

Marissa walked into the restaurant and was happy to see it was an American restaurant. The food was delicious. She had not had anything so good in a long time. After lunch she walked around. She found a shoppe that sold scarfs. She bought a pretty silk, one and wrapped it around her head and neck. 

She was shocked to see her reflection in the full length mirror. She was as skinny as a skeleton. It embarrassed her, but made her hate Blane for doing this to her. She tried not to think about him. God would not want her to hate anyone. Up ahead she saw a book store. They had a Bible for sell. She picked it up and put it in her cart. She also looked for more Lilly Buchanan books. She really liked her. She found some ink pens that were pretty, and another notebook. She checked out at the counter. The cashier looked at her strange because she kept her sunglasses on.

The Uber driver came back to pick her up as he promised. “I am tired today. I think I will go rest. Will you please pick me up tomorrow morning, at 10 AM? I will need you all day, like today.”  He agreed. Once back at the hotel, she paid him triple what she owed him. He was very grateful for her generosity. She had no way of knowing how bad things had been financially at home.

As she walked in the hotel, she noticed they had a clothing store. She asked the sales lady if they had clothing for smaller women. The woman smirked and said, “I doubt it. You should try another store. The outfits in this store are way out of your price range.” Marissa noticed the woman’s name tag, “Agatha.” She walked out without buying anything. She went up to her room and got into bed. She fell asleep but kept waking up, terrified it was all a dream. At 6PM she called room service and ordered dinner, and a milkshake. She needed to start trying to gain weight.

The staff at the hotel were very friendly and treated her like royalty. She wished she could have taken them all with her to her next destination. She asked, Guilda, one of the maids, “Will you go down to the clothing shop in the hotel and see what clothes they have in an extra small? Don’t use the sales girl, Agatha. She was very mean to me and refused to help me. She handed Guilda a list. I need 2 long dresses in extra small, 4 pairs of panties in extra small, 3 small night gowns, a straw hat that is small, a large travel bag and a pair of sandals in size 4. 

Here is $3000.00 that should cover it. Let me know if you need more. If there is any money left, please give it to the other sales girl, not Agatha." 

Guilda said, “Yes miss. I will go when I get off in 20 minutes. Please call Mr. Mykle and let him know about the chore you are sending me on.” “I will, thank you. I will pay for your time when you bring the clothes back.”
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