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  This is a short story about Clara—best be described as “a Clara”—who one day discovers a tall, elegantly dressed, and thus completely misplaced mystery woman in the local cemetery, standing over a grave that is never visited by anyone. Clara knows because the son of the couple buried there was Clara’s best and only friend in childhood.


  Will curiosity get the better of Clara that day?


  Clara


  Being old definitely had its advantages. People would get up from their seats, make room for her to sit down, even though Clara often felt that she was more agile than most fifty-year-olds. At eighty-four, she was still a force to be reckoned with.


  She had been born the middle child. Her older brother, Charles, had gotten married early, but he’d been a loser, never amounting to much. Unlike her, he’d gotten married to his childhood sweetheart and produced an almost infinite number of offspring, most of them as useless and as disappointing as their father, at least from her point of view.


  Her younger sister Elsa, too, had married. Rich. Good for her. Although she wasn’t sure if that marriage had been a happy one or not. Money certainly is no guarantee for happiness. And look what happened to their son, the accident, the disability. Such a pity. And then Elsa died. Bang. Out of the blue, before she’d turned sixty.


  Clara was glad she’d never gotten married. She had loved alright, yes, but nothing ever came of that. She just couldn’t imagine being treated as someone’s possession, not like her sister-in-law, Mary, or Elsa, and how they’d always played second fiddle to their husbands. That was not for her. Clara had always been and would always be the master of her own destiny.


  It was early in the morning; the sun had just peeked through the skylight in Clara’s apartment. From her bed, she could see how the sun appeared behind the mountain in the south-east, after the skies had been painted in a deep red, followed by hues of orange around the area where the sun would rise, heralding her arrival several minutes before the first rays sprang out from behind the massive mountain top, piercing the reddish sky like lances, announcing the crescent of Helios’s magnificent carriage as he began his ride across the firmament.


  Clara had been awake for a while, reading her latest romance novel, a small bedside lamp casting a soft light so she could sit up in bed and read. She didn’t need much sleep, and since she usually went to sleep by ten, she’d be up again by four or five in the morning.


  Now that the sun was up, it was time for her to get up, too, to get on with her day. She climbed out of her bed and crossed the few steps to her bathroom. Her small attic apartment had been her pride and joy ever since she and her siblings had inherited their parental home, many, many years ago. As the only one without family, Clara got the top floor and the smallest apartment, while Charles and Elsa each took possession of one of the first two floors and the large apartments to house them and theirs, whenever they came to visit. Clara was the only one who was still living here all year round, and she had been, even before her siblings had passed away. As a loner, she was quite happy with that arrangement—glad to see her family, her nieces and nephews, every now and then, but thrilled when they would leave for the big cities again.
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