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Late again, the Sheltons drove frantically to try to get their daughter, Lindsay. Once again they argued about 
whose turn it was to pick her up. And as usual, they pointed fingers, blaming the other for the neglect of their 
child. 
“How could you forget her again?” Frank shouted. 
“It was your turn,” said Tracy. 
“No… we agreed that you would get her today. Remember? I had a meeting with the district manager!” 
“I’m sorry, it slipped my mind. There was an emergency at the office.” 
“There’s no excuse for this, Tracy. As usual, you screwed up.” 
Her face turned bright red. 
“Seriously, you’re lecturing me? I can’t remember the last time you weren’t late picking her up. So don’t act like 
you’re so perfect, Frank! At least I spend time with her.” 
Frank turned and glared at her. 
“Since when?” 
Tracy clenched her fist. 
“Are you kidding me? We go shopping, I meet with her teachers at school. And I go to all her recitals. You 
never spend any time with her.” 
“Hey, don’t forget it was me that paid for her violin lessons when you were between jobs, because of your little 
substance problem,” said Frank. 
“Why do you always bring that up? 
“Because you act like you’re the only one who does anything for her.” 
“I never said that, Frank. But we both know you only paid for those lessons to get her out your hair.” 
Frank frowned. “That’s not true.” 
“It is  true.” 
“Well, I’m doing my best. You know I have to work.” 
“No, Frank, you choose  to work. Or that’s what you claim you’re doing.” 
“What do you mean by that?” 
“I mean you’re always with your district manager instead of us. Maybe you should marry her since that’s where 
you like spending all your time.” 
“Not this again,” said Frank. 
Their argument did not last long, because by now it had become redundant. 
Irritated, Frank banked a hard right around the damp and slippery corner, almost flipping their bright red 
Porsche. But Tracy didn’t care, because her life was such a mess. 
She mourned the death her dreams and aspirations. Tracy was stuck in a marriage that had no chance of 
reconciliation. And she had a child who was tragically caught in the middle. 
Tracy’s eyes widened when she saw Lindsay, a tiny figure far in the distance. 
“There she is!” 
“I see her,” said Frank, as he pressed the gas pedal to the floor. 
The engine roared, and the tires screeched. He accelerated well over the speed limit, down an endless road 
that narrowed as they sped into the infinite twilight. Houses blurred as they raced by, disappearing as the 
perpetual fog thickened. 
“We’re actually going to make it this time!” said Tracy 



She opened the sunroof, unbuckled her seatbelt, and stood up. Her platinum blond hair blew back, flapping in 
the wind. She smiled. This time they were closer to Lindsay than they had ever been before. 
Tracy repeatedly cried out to her daughter, but no matter how hard she tried to yell, her voice was as quiet a 
whisper. Finally, she gave up, and reseated herself. As she buckled her seatbelt, Frank shook his head; he 
could not believe how stubborn she was. 
“You know that never works,” he said. 
She turned and sneered at him. 
As they approached, Lindsay’s face became visible. She smiled at her parents. Her deep blue eyes glowed like 
a Persian cat. She wore a look of forgiveness; and her face was as bright as an angel, casting a light of hope, 
like a lighthouse guiding them through the turbulence that was their lives. 
Without warning the car suddenly slowed. 
“It’s happening again,” said Tracy. 
Frank tried to will the car to go faster. He had to get to her this time. He wanted so badly to make amends to 
his sweet little protégé, who had emerged from the ashes of a scorched union. He furiously pounded on the 
dashboard. 
“Come on,” he said, his face red and his eyes bulging. 
Finally, the Porsche came to a complete stop, just short of Lindsay, when a powder blue van appeared 
blocking their view of their daughter. They couldn’t make out the driver’s face. All they could tell was that he 
was saying something to their sweet little girl who never complained or asked for anything but to matter. 
“Hurry,” said Frank. 
They quickly exiedt the car, but it was too late. The van drove away, and their Lindsay was gone forever. 
Frustrated, Tracy screamed. Frank wiped tears from his eyes and when he turned to looked at Tracy, her face 
was as gray as a corpse. He gasped, and she said, “You screwed up, Frank!” 
They abruptly woke up in their bed, sweating profusely and gasping for air. They turned in unison and looked 
at each other as they always do. Their eyes were filled with terror and hopelessness, feeling defeated once 
again. 
In the five years since their twelve-year-old daughter had been kidnapped, raped and murdered, they had 
barely spoken, let alone touched one another. 
None of the support groups or therapy had helped them. The once very wealthy couple had quit their careers, 
sold their other homes, and were now in debt, with an overdue mortgage hanging over their head. 
However, all this did not matter. All they wanted was to get her back, somehow, some way... 
So they lay down, and went back to sleep, to try again, hoping that this time, they could get to their daughter, 
before it was too late. 
 


