New Beginnings
Part Five: Innocence Lost



I pushed the car to its limit on the way to the hospital.  I’m not really sure how I made it without getting in another accident.  The grace of the Gods?  Life is full of bittersweet irony.  


Hot tears rolled down my face while I navigated the car through the streets.  My vision was blurred, and I knew Jacob was crying beside me.  I know that he was scared, but his tears were silent, streaming down his face, still ridged by the pillow.  Dear, sweet Jacob.


The next thing I knew, I was walking into the doors of the Emergency Room at St. Michael’s.  I don’t really remember most of the drive or parking, just rushing into the hospital, wiping away the tears, and putting on my strong face.  I knew that I had to tell Jacob something.  We had rushed out without much explanation on my part, and I knew that he was probably confused, although, Jacob was fairly accustomed to letting me have my way, and asking questions later.


I stopped him abruptly, my hand on his chest, “Jacob, I. . .”  I was stuttering over my words like a child.  Even I could hear the pain in my voice—so unusual for one like me, who prides herself in the cold exterior.  Damn it!  How was I supposed to do this?  Fast was my answer.  “Jacob, this could be really bad.  It was Lily on the phone.  She and Marco were hurt in some kind of accident.  You need to be prepared for the worst-case scenario.  Lily sounded okay, physically, but she was pretty shaken.  And I didn’t get to talk to Marco, Jacob.  He could be hurt really badly.”


He looked at me with those big, sky-blue eyes and whispered, “They’re both dead.  I can feel it in my soul.”  I looked at him for a moment, ready to question his knowledge, but when I searched down into myself, I could feel the same thing.  The four of us were bound in a way that went well beyond friendship, and I could feel the void left by their deaths, but I didn’t want to believe in it.  My instincts had been wrong before.


We rounded the corner on our approach to the waiting room.  The mint green walls and old vinyl cushioned chairs reminded me of many more hours spent in that hospital waiting room, always to find out about the one who had died.  Doc Sullivan was propped up in one of the chairs, sobs shaking her whole body and tears covering her face.  Sometimes I forget that Doc Sullivan is Lily’s Great Aunt, and her legal guardian.  She would have been called right away.


“Elana, I just tried to get you at your apartment.  I knew that you’d want to be called.  What are you doing here?  Who called?”


“Lily called me, and we came as soon as we could manage.  Where is she, Doc?  Where’s Marco?”


“Marco’s in surgery.  I won’t lie to you. . .  The accident was pretty bad.  Even if they manage to repair the damage that was done to his heart, Elana, there was some pretty severe brain damage.  Lily was driving, and Marco didn’t have his seatbelt.  When she lost control of the car and hit a tree, Marco was thrown through the windshield, and, frankly, it’s the only reason he made it as far as the hospital.  The car exploded as the rescue teams arrived.”


“Where’s Lily, Doc?  How’d she get out?”


“Lily didn’t get out, Elana.  She was unconscious when the car blew. . .  They say that she probably felt no pain.”  A new onslaught of tears overtook Doc Sullivan.  


Jacob whispered from behind me, “But Lily called us not twenty minutes ago to tell us to come here.”


Doc Sullivan looked up at me, curiosity shining in her eyes, but she simply asked, “Are you sure it was Lily and not one of the nurses?  Everyone in this town knows you four are linked, you graduated with some of these nurses, maybe it was one of them.”  I could tell that there was more to her than that question, something lurking behind her eyes that she didn’t want to reveal.


“Doc, I’ve known Lily my whole life.  I know her voice.”


“It was the middle of the night, Elana.  I’m sure you could have made the mistake.”  I knew that I had made no such mistake, but if Doc Sullivan was going to insist upon it, I was sure that she had her reasons, and I wasn’t going to question them.

