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A city in the afternoon, with its towering buildings, shielding its inhabitants from the full 

impact of the glowing star above, was always moving.  City life never faded. Window shoppers 

mixed with overlapping conversations, and street vendors exclaiming their finest deals, the 

soundtrack of New York City. No green fields to gaze at, no tranquility in this city. New York 

was nothing compared to New Zealand with its green fields, mountainous landscapes, and 

overall diversity. Thought the beauty of New Zealand was captivating, opportunities would 

always bring one back to their home.  

“Hey!” sounded a voice, directed at a tranquil woman, as she made her way along the 

cracked cement sidewalk.  

In the depth of the urban crowd, a dark haired female froze. She was picked out of the 

crowd by a single being. Slowly, she turned her head, letting her ebony hair land back against her 

covered shoulders as bodies rushed past her. A small smirk spread across her face at the sound of 

the familiar voice of Ariadne Carlen, her best friend of ten years.  

“Phew! My god, you were practically running!” laughed the cherry haired female before 

she adjusted her thick-framed glasses. She glanced at her friend and straightened out, patting her 

summer dress down, freeing it of unflattering creases. “So, Lucy, where ya heading?”  

Brushing her hair from her face, Lucy fidgeted, running her thumb over her ring finger 

where a silver band sound its place, weighing her down.  

“I’m going to the college. Our performance is coming up soon, and we need to practice 

the Beethoven.”  

Ariadne pouted and checked her phone for the time.  She bit down on her lip and 

motioned to the café across the street.  

“My treat, Luce. Come on, we’ll get some coffee, have some girl talk, you know?”  



“As great as that sounds, I can’t. I have a job to do, but let’s meet up some other time, 

alright?”  

Lucy gave her friend a small wave before she turned around, back into the sea of moving 

bodies. Sure, she was avoiding spending time with Ariadne because she knew very well what 

questions would escape past her lips. How did he ask you? Was it romantic? Are you excited for 

the wedding? Have you set the date?  

All the commotion about the ring upon her finger was too much. She was conducting a 

college orchestra at the next concert; she couldn’t let herself slip out of focus. Of course, she 

couldn’t stop her mind from wandering back to the night when Jayden asked her to marry him. 

Jayden was Lucy’s boyfriend, or well, now, her fiancé. He was the man that has been part of her 

life for a little over two years. Their meeting was typical. They ran into each other after class at 

the community college that Lucy was conducting at after she returned from college in New 

Zealand.  He asked her to coffee, and before they knew it, Lucy was living with him in his high-

end furnished apartment. Everything there was in tip-top shape and never was there anything out 

of place.  

Disappearing into the fast paced crowd, Lucy shut her eyes, letting her memory carry her 

to her destination while she pondered the previous week’s events.  

“Lucy, darling?”  

The dark haired female sat still, staring at the man before her. There he was, down on 

one knee with a black velvet box held wide open. Inside was a silver band with a glowing blue 

gem. No, it wasn’t a diamond; Lucy was never fond of the idea diamonds for an engagement. 

Never did she want to join the club of women who gossiped about the size of their diamonds.  

Time seemed to stand still while she kept her eyes on the man. Her mind, flooded with 

thoughts of possible outcomes. She longed to be with someone. She longed to feel secure, but her 

heart held fear. Commitment frightened her after all the relationships that went sour.  

“Lucy? I-is that a yes?”  

“Hmm? Jayden, I’m sorry, but I didn’t hear you”, she lied.  



The man chuckled, brushing his chocolate brown hair from his forehead before he 

cleared his throat and looked into Lucy’s grey orbs.  

“Lucy Wells, will you marry me?”  

Hearing him say those words, she forced herself to give him a smile before she held out 

her hand and nodded her head.  

“…Yes.”  

Suddenly, Lucy shook her head, finding herself in front of the Borough of Manhattan 

Community College. Reality was finally sinking in, and she wasn’t thrilled, but the moment she 

set foot in the building, she grinned. The one place she felt good was there, working with the 

orchestra, guiding them through majestic pieces. Quickly, she rushed down the halls, making her 

way to the auditorium where she found the musicians unpacking.  

“Good Afternoon, Ms. Wells.”  

“Hey there, Noah”, she said to the first chair violinist. “Are you ready to lead the violins 

into the triplet section after “G”? There are only four sixteenth notes before you guys come in.”  

The shaggy haired man chuckled and nodded, “Yes, ma’am.”  

This performance was going to be big, Lucy knew that, and for that reason, she chose 

Beethoven’s 7th Symphony’s second movement:  the Allegretto. She brushed her hair behind her 

ears and sat down on the stool that was placed on the podium. The piece held such emotion that 

could only be felt, not described, at least, not entirely. 

            Carefully, she ran her fingers along the stanzas, imagining the sound that would soon 

burst from the pages, filling the auditorium. The emotions would rise, and Lucy would be 

soaring, guiding her orchestra. God, she loved saying that, thinking that. After six years in New 

Zealand, going to school there for four, she finally came back home, to New York. Her dream 

did not reside there, but she accepted it. The New York community college orchestra was her 

first step as an orchestra director. Although she loved working with the musicians there, this was 

not her fate, or so she told herself.  



            It was time to get to work. 

            “Noah, tune the group please”, she said, stepping off of the podium, so she could wander 

around the group. She loved those little imperfections in the set up. She loved that chairs weren’t 

aligned perfectly. Here, it was about the music. If the chair was perfectly aligned with the one in 

front of it, but the cellist, had a problem setting their instrument in a comfortable position, they 

moved the chair. It wasn’t glued. They could move it. Lucy loved seeing that. Nothing in life 

was supposed to be stuck in once place. Nothing in life would remain spotless. This was the 

environment she loved. 

            “Alright, let’s go guys.” She turned back around, stepping onto the black box that held 

her slightly elevated above the group. Her score was open to the desired page: revealing all the 

instruments, and their parts. Her hands were up, baton in her hand. Focal point, focal point, she 

repeated in her head before she finally lowered her hands, giving the downbeat. Two smooth 

flowing movements of her hands directed the tricky spot. With every beat, her baton always 

returned to the point before her. Her formal training remained in her head. The focal point was 

where each beat was hit, and no matter what time signature they were in, the beat would always 

hit the focal point. Noticing the misalignment of her conducting and the violins playing, her body 

tensed up, growing heavier with the combination of thoughts from outside. 

            “Don’t rush!” she commanded, leaning forward toward the violins. Her arm movements 

grew more steady and exact, communicating the beats, the subdivisions. This spot was always 

their weakest. 

            Lucy ran her hand through her dark locks before she flicked her wrist, announcing the cut 

off. Her legs were shaking, and her hands were sweating. 

            “Don’t rush it! Beethoven wrote this while he was in pain. Suffering! The winds are 

helping you here. They’re keeping the steady beat with their moving notes. I’m up here, giving 

you every beat and you refuse to follow!” 

            The group stared at her in silence. They were never exposed to their director at such a 

heightened state. Sure, she wasn’t focused as focused as she could have been the last few weeks, 



but they couldn’t blame her. The concert was approaching, and she wasn’t supposed to live and 

breathe orchestra. Lucy had a personal life too. 

 Slowly, Lucy placed her wooden baton on the stand, and released a long exhale. Her cool 

front was cracking; she couldn’t keep it together while her mind was flooded, questioning the 

ring upon her finger. 

 “I’m sorry about that”, she chuckled, as if she was trying to ignore her outburst. That was 

made difficult by her wide-eyed students. 

 “Well, why don’t we finish up this rehearsal by playing four measures before G, hmm?” 

Lucy smiled sweetly, collecting herself. Baton in hand, she moved her arms away from her body, 

letting her elevated hands signal she was ready to begin. Pleased to see the group was ready, she 

cued the downbeat. 

 Each measure held two beats. Within each measure, eight sixteenth notes held the 

transition. Each note growing louder to the climactic moment of section G. Each section of 

instruments, with their notes built up onto the mournful passage, heavy with grief, as if 

Beethoven was transcribing his burden into the universal language of music. Lucy’s body 

stiffened, the hair on her arms stood on its end. Simply amazing. 

 “Louder, louder! Express it!” she commanded, shutting her eyes. Music was truly the 

only thing that moved her. Standing before the musicians as their guide, she felt at home. This 

was her sanctuary. 

 The ebony haired woman fumbled with the wooden baton before she flicked her wrist, 

signaling the cut-off. Her heart was racing, and she loved it. 

 “Alright, great work, guys. Remember the call-time is at seven. Don’t be late.” 

 “Lucy, are you coming to bed?” called a man from within a dimly lit room. 

 Standing in her silky white nightgown that hugged her hips, Lucy looked over her 

shoulder, but failed to respond. 

 “Lucy? Come on, what is it with the moping?” 



 In her mind, Lucy held the remote, and Jayden was on mute. The fair skinned woman 

wandered down the hall toward, her hand running against the coarse white wall. In all honesty, 

she never understood Jayden’s need to go with the modern décor. Everything looked like it 

belonged in a catalogue, or even a museum. In some ways, the apartment even reminded her of a 

hospital, but the sterile feel only made her feel of death. Oh yes, Jayden’s apartment, where 

dreamers come to perish. A small smirk appeared on her face as she approached a dark door.  

 “Damn it, Lucy. Don’t tell me you’re going to play…” 

 That’s it. She walked in and shut the door behind her, locking it. After she turned on the 

light, her eyes were found once again, fixed on the silver engagement ring. That ring was turning 

into ‘the one ring to rule them all’ only she wanted it off of her. There was no power that came 

with the ring, just a heavy burden, and uncertainty. Quickly, before her thoughts could twist her 

even more than they have been, she slipped the ring off of her finger and placed it down on the 

end table beside the door. 

 “Jezabel, I missed you”, she muttered to the black rectangular case resting beside the iron 

music stand. The tattered case contained years of memories during Lucy’s time in New Zealand. 

Lucy was a conductor, but was started off as a violinist at the age of nine. 

 Kneeling down, she gently brushed her hand against the material. She could almost 

recall the smells of New Zealand’s fields. A single violin case, full of memory triggers. That’s 

the closest that she could get to New Zealand for now. Ever since the engagement, the doors 

leading to her dreams seemed to move further and further away. 

 Taking out the wooden instrument out of its case, she smiled. Having been busy with the 

orchestra, Lucy had trouble finding time to practice on her own. After tightening her bow and 

placing the shoulder rest on her violin, she stood back up. Though her music stand was equipped 

with a pile of sheet music, Lucy avoided it, letting out a quiet giggle as the bow hair made 

contact with the perlon string. This wasn’t a time for practice. This also wasn’t a time to learn 

something new. To Lucy, this was what yoga was to some: stress relieving. Of course, since 

stress continuously reared its ugly head in everyone’s lives, Lucy needed to play, to take some 

time off. 



 Stepping before the large window, she swayed from side to side, letting the chords 

communicate her desire for tranquility and freedom. Though Lucy never imagined herself living 

in the city, she couldn’t say that it wasn’t beautiful, especially at night. With buildings all lit up, 

and cars continuing to zoom by, New York was a city that never slept. 

When morning came, Lucy found herself curled up on the black leather couch that was 

situated against the far fall overlooking the large windows leading to the balcony. The cold 

material felt comforting against her warm skin. With her arms wrapped around the throw pillow, 

she smiled. 

            The sound of floorboards creaking filled the living room before the scent of expensive 

cologne stung the sleeping woman’s nose. Her nose scrunched up at the stench, but that only 

warned her that her dreams were coming to an end. 

            “Ah, good morning, my darling fiancé.” 

            Of course, the morning greeting was never a way that Lucy wanted to start her day off.  

She had no class that day, and Jayden didn’t have to go to work, so there was no way of avoiding 

him that morning. 

“Wakey, wakey, Mrs. Lucy Waid”, he chuckled, thrilled with the idea of her being his wife. 

            Lucy never discussed the topic of taking his last name once they were married. 

“Oh, Morning”, she said quietly, rubbing her eyes. 

            Jayden stuck his hands in his pockets, letting his thumbs stick out before he nodded 

towards the kitchen. 

            “I made you breakfast”, he said. His emerald eyes were fixed on the drowsy female 

before him. Slowly, he leaned forward to plant his lips upon hers, but she moved her face to the 

side. 

            “Sorry”, she quickly said. “Morning breath. I’ll go change.” Lucy rose to her feet and 

walked past him. The moment she was behind him, her expression twisted. Her small smile was 



now a deep frown originating from deep within her. Each day she found more reasons why this 

all felt wrong, but in the end she convinced herself to stay, that things would change, but when 

the evening came, she would always go back to sulking. 

            When she reached to room, she shut the door behind her and wandered towards the 

glossy white dresser where she dug through all her clothes till she located her floral print summer 

dress that she got in New Zealand. Every little artifact brought her back, setting her at ease. 

Slipping out of her nightgown, she quickly slipped into the summer dress. 

            “Give it some time”, she said to herself, as she fixed her hair in the mirror. 

            “Lucy, come on, your food is getting cold!” interrupted Jayden from the other side of the 

door. 

            “I’m coming!” 

            The moment she walked out of the door, she smells of eggs and veggies filled the air.  

            “I know you love omelets, so I decided to make you one”, said Jayden, setting the plate 

down on the table that was already set with one plate, two knives, two forks, two napkins, and 

two glasses of orange juice. 

            Lucy could tell that Jayden was trying to impress her since they haven’t been as close as 

they were before the engagement. With Lucy’s façade breaking, her true feelings reached the 

surface and took over her. It was finally evident that something was out of place. 

            “Thank you, Jayden. That’s very nice of you”, said Lucy before she took her seat at the 

table. When she looked down at the plate of the perfectly folded omelet against the glowing 

black plate, she cringed. Not a scrap of egg was visible. The entire plate was wiped down, so the 

only color was the omelet that was also aligned perfectly, so it was exactly in the middle of the 

plate. Lucy’s appreciations for the imperfections of life were kicking in. The setup was too 

perfect. The kitchen was silent, there was no music filling the emptiness. Opening her mouth, 

hoping to finally release her thoughts, she sighed, turning to Jayden as he approached her. 



            “Jayden, I-” 

            “Oh yes, I know, I know. I’ve outdone myself, but you’re worth every minute.” He took 

her hand in his and kissed it lightly, “Oh, which reminds me.” He reached into his pocket and 

retrieved the silver ring. “You forgot your ring in the storage room. Maybe you shouldn’t do 

things that require you to take it off, huh? What a pity it would be if you lost it”, he said while he 

slipped the ring back onto her finger. 

            Every emotion that Lucy felt towards Jayden was finally surfacing, but she couldn’t 

allow herself to blow up. She took her hand from his and got up from her seat. Without a word, 

she grabbed her purse and walked out the door. 

  

            The life outside was up and moving, and the sun had only begun to rise. Seven in the 

morning, and the towering buildings were glistening courtesy of the sun’s rays. Street vendors 

were setting up, and the morning joggers were zooming by. When the dark haired girl stumbled 

out door of the apartment building, she gasped, as if she was deprived of oxygen.  She dragged 

her feet to the side of the building and sighed, placing her hand on her throat. Her hands were 

shaking, and her eyes were glossy. 

            Not knowing where to turn, she looked both left and right, and rushed towards the first 

building she saw. It was a stone building, illuminated by a flashing neon sign. 

            “Good Morning, ma’am. Welcome to Walgreens”, greeted the cheerful cashier. 

            Lucy blinked several times, as she ran her hand through her black hair. She had no need 

to be there, but after rushing in frantically, she couldn’t simply turn around and leave. No, Lucy 

was not the type of person to simply make a fool of herself and walk away. 

            “Uhh, I don’t….” she muttered, approaching the counter. Quickly, she glanced at the 

inventory behind the cashier, and without thinking, she opened her mouth. 

            “I’d like a pack of Marlboros.” 



            Damnit, Lucy, you don’t smoke! What the hell are you doing? She thought. 

            “Okay, ma’am. Would you also like to purchase a lighter?” 

            Lucy cocked her head to the side, and shook her head. She cleared her throat and found 

herself staring at the cashier. 

            “I don’t smoke! Why would I need one?!” she shouted in a trembling tone before she 

turned around and ran out of the small store. 

           Racing out of the store, Lucy’s lips formed a tight line, her façade was hanging from loose 

threads. That stupid question, that stupid ring, that stupid, stupid man! She hated everything. 

Nothing was making sense anymore. This wasn’t her, was it? She wasn’t going to marry this 

man and become his perfect soulless wife, was she? 

            When Lucy finally stopped trembling enough to grab her phone from her purse, she 

quickly dialed Ariadne’s number. 

            “H-Hello Lu-” 

            “The omelet.” 

            “Omelet?” she asked. 

            Lucy sat down on the nearest bench and nodded, biting down on her lip. “The omelet was 

perfect. No little scarps of egg, no cheese spilling out.”             

            “You’re upset because Jayden made you an omelet? Jesus, Lucy what are you doing up 

this early anyway?” 

            “I don’t think I can do this anymore.”             

            “What?! Lucy what the fuck do you mean? Where are you?” 



            Lucy chuckled and looked around for street signs. She shrugged and leaned back against 

the bench, “Can I come over?” 

            Ariadne’s voice sounded strained, “Yeah, yeah, whatever you need.” 

            Lucy hung up and smiled at the phone before she placed it back into her purse. Ariadne 

didn’t live too far away, so there was no need for a taxi, plus, Lucy didn’t have any money on 

her, so she would have to walk either way. Walking was never a problem for Lucy. She wasn’t 

fond of cars, and since she lived in the city she saw no need to a driver’s license since 

everywhere she needed to get to was a walking distance or a ten minute cab ride away. 

 The moment Lucy set foot in Ariadne’s apartment building; she was greeted by her 

friend. 

 Still in her red shorts and white t-shirt, Ariadne slightly smiled before she wrapped her 

arms around Lucy. “You had me scared. Please don’t make me assume terrible things.”  

 Lucy stayed quiet, as Ariadne led her to the elevator that would bring them to the tenth 

floor, room number: 246. Her friend’s apartment was nothing like Jayden’s apartment. Hers was 

welcoming, and surrounded by warm colors. The furniture was set up admirably, but not 

everything was in place. There were scattered magazines on the coffee table, and coffee mugs on 

the kitchen counter. But what stood out the most to Lucy, was the sound of music escaping 

through the speakers by the stereo. She stared at them with a silly grin on her face. 

 “You like them?” 

 “Who?” asked Lucy, her eyes not leaving the speakers. 

 “Massive Attack”, replied Ariadne with a chuckle, “They sing this song: Karmacoma” 

 Lucy shrugged, “I think I’d like any music right now.” She ran her hand through her hair 

and sat down on the sofa, placing a small throw pillow on her lap. Everything was finally starting 

to sink in for her. She walked out on Jayden, and flipped out on a Walgreen’s cashier. Even 

better, her big performance was that evening. 



 “Hey!” 

 Lucy looked towards her friend who stood in front of her with her hands on her hips. 

 “Come on, something amazing is happening tonight, Wells.” 

 Letting her ebony hair fall over her face, Lucy chuckled, “I wonder if I’ll be able to do i-“  

 “Excuse me?” asked Ariadne, as she lifted Lucy’s hair away from her face. “Listen up, 

you’ve been working with that orchestra to put on a hell of a show tonight. I’ve heard you 

talking in your conductor lingo, and hell, I didn’t understand a word of it, but I know you’ve 

been working your butt off for this.” 

 Lucy nodded her head in agreement, “I put forth every ounce of effort…” 

 “That’s right! Now, we have until seven to figure out what you’ll be wearing, and what 

you’ll say.” 

 “I know what I’ll say”, said Lucy quickly. 

 The cherry haired woman smirked and stepped back, sitting on the coffee table, “Well, 

can I help you find something to wear?”  

 Lucy’s eyes widened, as she clenched the pillow and released a quiet sigh. “My things 

are at the apartment, but I don’t want to show my face there, not now.”  

 “That’s right. He doesn’t have work today. Say, if you don’t mind me asking, what 

exactly happened?” 

 “Time revealed that we’re two different people.” 

 “You guys seemed fine a couple weeks ago…” 

 Lucy got up and nodded before she wandered to the window. “After he asked me to 

marry him, things grew twisted, very fast. My eyes were finally opened to the type of person he 



was. When you’re just dating someone, it’s different. You see them the way you want to see 

them, but now, he’s different, or wait, he was always different, and I was just bewitched.” 

 Ariadne poked at her cheek and pouted, “So you don’t love him?” 

 Lucy shrugged, “I wouldn’t know what love is.” 

 “Well, let me reword this. You’re not going to commit to him? You’re not going to go 

through with the marriage?” asked the seated woman, with her hands folded on her lap, 

searching for the answer to her friends troubles. 

 “I don’t think I could commit. Even if I tried, I wouldn’t be able to. Every little thing he 

said to me was shutting doors to dreams I was to follow.” She touched the cold window before 

she released a quiet chuckle, “I was supposed to go back to New Zealand after conducting one 

concert, but then he came along. Ari, I was supposed to stay there, there, in New Zealand. I had a 

job waiting for me, but I just had this gut instinct that something amazing was waiting back 

home.” 

“Well, now, what are you talking about? This concert or Jayden? What was this amazing instinct 

you had?” 

Lucy smirked as she played with the ring that simply refused to embrace her finger. She 

looked over her shoulder and pouted, “You know, we had this ring re-sized three times, and it 

still doesn’t fit me right…It’s not that surprising that it’s annoying. I know that you’d go insane 

if a piece of jewelry didn’t fit you perfectly.” 

 “Damnit, Lucy. Stop avoiding this”, barked Ariadne. 

Not shocked by her friends booming voice, Lucy turned to her. “So, if the question is about 

commitment, there’s only one thing I could commit to, and that’s why I’m going to give it my all 

tonight.” 

 “So, it’s the concert that you’re here for?” 



 “I’m pretty sure.” 

The two women stared at each other. One was smiling, and the other, expressionless. 

Never had they imagined they would be placed in this seat, in this situation, but they both 

believed that fate brought them there for a reason. 

 Lucy cleared her throat, and placed her hand on her eyes, “Uhm, I’m going to the 

bathroom, I have an eyelash in my eye again.” 

 “You need help?” 

 “Nah, nah it’s alright. It happens a lot”, she faked a laugh, before she stepped into the 

room, and closed the door. Leaning against the door, Lucy exhaled. Even around her closest 

friend, she maintained a cool character, but she didn’t want to come off as weak. She needed to 

be the woman who pursued her dreams with her head held high, who didn’t give into tricks like 

engagement. She glared at her finger. The ring was still on there, choking her soul with its 

dreams to destroy everything she held dear. Not taking it any longer, she pulled the ring off of 

her finger and placed it on the sink, but still, it would silently mock her. Quickly, she reached to 

open her friend’s medicine cabinet before she placed the ring behind half empty bottles of over 

the counter medication. As Lucy’s breathing grew heavier, and more staggered, she sat down on 

the edge of the bathtub. She needed to cry, to release all the feelings she kept bottled up for 

months. 

 “Hey Lu-” sounded Ariadne from the other side of the door. Not saying another word, 

she slowly cracked the door open to reveal her sobbing friend. It brought her great sadness 

knowing she was going through something so tough. Of course, in Ariadne’s mind things worked 

differently. She was an English Major, and she never found anything that could interfere with 

that. Her view on engagement was simply: If you love him, marry him. If you don’t love him, 

don’t marry him. But in Lucy’s case, everything about that man seemed to twist, and all Ariadne 

could do, was offer support, that Lucy refused. 

 Gathering herself enough to look up, Lucy looked forward, avoiding her friend’s eyes. 

“I’ve made up my mind.” 



It was only minutes before the performance, and Lucy found herself waiting with the 

group. They were scattered around the room, practicing and chatting. Not paying much attention, 

she exhaled, reminding herself how many cars she saw parked in the normally clear parking lot. 

For a community college orchestra performance, this was huge. Knowing this, Lucy clenched the 

fabric of her black dress that hugged her body. After years of practice and formal training in New 

Zealand, this was her time to demonstrate all that she had learned from the training and working 

with the skilled musicians around her. Taking in a deep breath, Lucy nodded her head and turned 

to the group.  

“Alright, you know what’s going to happen, right? Noah will receive the cue to tune from 

the first cellist, and after you’re done, I will step out, and we’ll give them a hell of a 

performance, right?” 

The musicians cheered knowing that all their hard work was finally going to show, in 

front of a crowd of hundreds if not thousands. 

Folding her hands behind her back, she smiled and motioned for the group to take their 

place on the stage. Lucy soon followed to take her spot on the side of the stage, hiding behind the 

curtain. By the sound of it, they were all seated, and ready. The crowd was silent, awaiting 

Lucy’s arrival. 

Silence, then the sound of the tuning note: “A” filled the auditorium. Lucy peeked past 

the curtain and smiled at the sight of bows moving up and down smoothly, it almost reminded 

her seaweed swaying in a large body of water. Before she could think of any other comparison, 

the auditorium fell silent. That was her cue. Immediately, the panic was there. There was no 

room for troubling thoughts, or thoughts of Jayden. 

“Now, conducting the Borough of Manhattan Community College Orchestra, please 

welcome Lucy Wells.” 

Loud applause filled the air, urging her to step out. 



Lucy pasted on the crumbling façade and stumbled past the crimson velvet curtain, and 

onto the still stage at the same moment as the whole orchestra stood, welcoming her. Thousands 

of glowing eyes burned their gaze into her. Every single trace of whispering suddenly 

disappeared. Everything was still in Lucy’s mind, everything was mute, but the sound of her 

staggered breathing escaping past her coarse lips. She walked to her dark podium and froze 

before she turned to the audience, smiled and bowed. 

Giving Noah a small nod, she stepped onto the podium, and the entire group sat back 

down in their seats. Quickly glancing at the score before her and smiled, remembering all that 

she had learned about conducting styles and interpretations, especially with Beethoven’s 7th 

Symphony. She once heard of a Russian man that didn’t use a baton because the orchestra was to 

pay attention to him for guidance, not just his hands, but his entire body. Of course, Lucy 

wouldn’t step out of her boundary as that man, but she too had her own interpretation with 

conducting. 

She griped the wooden baton and rose her arms in front her. Thousands of eyes were 

awaiting the start, but Lucy wanted to keep them waiting, so they could sink into the piece, to let 

it move them. Taking in a deep breath, Lucy lowered her arms, and the piece began. 

The heavy sound emanating from the lower strings engulfed her. She could feel the 

resistance from them. After all their work, it clicked, they followed, and listened. Lucy turned the 

page in her score, scanning ahead at the first violins entrance. Soft, but it was there, to build up 

to the following section. Her eyes were darting all over the score, yet she kept her focus. 

Everything fit together. Every instrument was in sync with the next, looking up at her as she led 

them, like a mother would lead her children. 

Swishing her wooden baton up and down, signaling crescendos and new measures, 

Lucy’s conducting became more visible. Her arm movements grew larger, communicating the 

desired intensity for the upcoming section. The intensity was overwhelmingly emotional, 

sending chills down Lucy’s spine as she turned the page, guiding the group to the following 

section, the triplets accompanied by the winds. 



Lucy exhaled listening across the entire group; the moving triplets were flowing like a 

gentle current gracing the shore in anticipation of a storm. Each crescendo and decrescendo 

brought the listener forward then sent them back. The winds, keeping the steady beat, moved the 

piece along. 

Standing proud before her group, the ebony haired woman glanced at the score and her 

breathing grew heavier. Every beat that made contact with the focal point, she trembled, 

anticipating the section ahead. 

Then it hit. The group grew quiet. Then with each note, the group grew louder, still 

keeping the heavy beat. With each note growing louder, Lucy’s arm movements communicated 

the climax of the piece, becoming larger and more visible, yet not a word was said. She shut her 

eyes and allowed herself to sink into the moment of the piece. She gasped as tears welled up in 

her eyes. Her arms trembled, but she continued to flick her wrist to keep the group going. Then 

the triplets made their entrance once more. 

Lucy looked up, and smiled, her memories of the previous two years, flashed before her 

eyes. Though her confusion left her mind clouded, she knew not to allow herself to sink back, 

but to pull through to do what she was destined to do. Lucy swayed with the moving notes from 

the group, leading them to the end. 

Once the final note was played, Lucy kept her arms up, letting the note ring throughout 

the auditorium. Every musician’s eyes were directed at her, focused, till she smiled and lowered 

her arms, signaling the end. 

The crowd erupted with applause, rising from their seats. Startled, Lucy glanced at Noah 

who simply smiled, bowing his head. Lucy turned around and spread her arms out, 

acknowledging the group before her. She smiled brightly before she folded her arms in front of 

her and took her bow. 

 Getting in the yellow taxi, Lucy couldn’t help but smile. Feeling her cell phone vibrate 

from inside her purse, she took it out and read the message. 



 “Your stuff is packed. You should be getting it a week or so. Got your violin?” 

 Lucy smirked looking to her left where her black case lay. Her mind was made up. She 

glanced at the buildings as they blurred. Noticing the beautifully crafted church on her right, she 

slowly tore herself away from it. Everything was done, and discussed.  

 “Where should I take you, ma’am?” asked the driver. 

 “The airport.” 

 


