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Prologue
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BEING A FICTION WRITER, anything can trigger a story, followed by an avalanche of stringing words. When I read about the theory of Parallel Universes, I started thinking. What if... 

It triggered a thought-provoking short, easy-to-read story about love, loss, and... Nah, I’m not going to spoil it for you. Enjoy the story!



“A parallel universe, also known as an alternate universe or alternate reality, is a hypothetical, self-contained reality co-existing with one's own. A specific group of parallel universes is called a "multiverse,” although, this term can also be used to describe the possible parallel universes that constitute reality.

The world as we know it has three dimensions of space—length, width, and depth—and one dimension of time. But there's the mind-bending possibility that many more dimensions exist out there. According to string theory, one of the leading physics models of the last half-century, the universe operates with 10 dimensions.

The multiverse, also known as an omniverse, is a hypothetical group of multiple universes, including the universe in which we live. Together, these universes comprise everything that exists: the entirety of space, time, matter, energy, and the physical laws and constants that describe them.”

~Wikipedia
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Tears in the Wind
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Valerie’s Universe

THE BRIGHT SPRING SUN bathed the budding trees with warm sunshine and tickled the grass roots to life. Petals fallen from the magnolia tree covered the ground, but the slight breeze sent chills through Valerie. The young, slender woman with long, brown hair wrapped herself in a warm sweater.

When she reached her destination in the secluded corner of the cemetery, tears welled up in her eyes as she ran her fingers over the name, Caleb Winston, carved into the marble gravestone. Everyone keeps telling me I should be over the mourning period by now. She thought, sighing deeply. As she sat down on the bench by the side of the grave, she let the tears fall for the first time in a week.

She allowed herself to cry only when she’d made her weekly walk to the cemetery. She hid her sadness and tears from her family and friends. They kept telling her she was only eighteen and had her whole life ahead of her, so there was no reason for her to hold on to the boy she once loved.

They aren’t the ones who lost the only person they could ever imagine loving. Such was her thought as she ran her tongue over her upper lip, tasting the salty tears. She fished a handful of tissues from her purse, wiped her face, and blew her nose, whispering under her breath, “None of them believe in soulmates, Cal, and I can’t get them to listen to me when I try to tell them what it was like between us. Not even my sisters understand. Mom and Dad keep telling me there’s someone else out there for me, and I know they’re saying it in the belief it should help, but it doesn’t. It just makes me think of you more, and of the future we planned together before it all fell apart.”

***
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VALERIE CLOSED HER eyes and remembered standing by Caleb’s hospital bed four years ago. Most cystic fibrosis patients could live close to their forties or even longer with good medical care, but there were always those who were not going to make it. Those who, like Caleb, would develop fatal complications after an infection their body just couldn’t fight, even with the best medicine and care. He’d been in the hospital for over a month and on the lung transplant list for years, but because of his rare blood type, his chances of finding a suitable donor were slim.

Her best friend and soulmate was dying. The pain Valerie felt was unbearable, but she put on a brave face and hid her agony from everyone. All she could do was be there, holding his hand and hoping that he’d get better as he did before. She could tell he was tired. Deep down she knew his body was losing the battle before a donor could be found, but she refused to let that thought surface and desperately held onto hope. A tear trickled down her cheek, and she couldn’t stop it before it dripped down onto his hand. His eyes slowly opened, and he looked up at her. The emotion in his eyes was almost too much to bear.
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