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A Secret from the Other Side

I remember my mother saying she had something to tell my sister and me. I didn’t think much of it. Her having to tell us something usually consists of her “falling in love all over again,” selling a property or, in the rare, but not rare enough, case, a family member dying. 
It’s our last day in Las Vegas, Nevada. After driving up from California, it’s safe to say that Meg and I are tired of our mother’s nagging and having to stop at every damn TJ Max on the way. The woman cannot pass up last season’s designer bags at a discounted price. For dinner, we made a reservation at the Olive Garden. 
Dinner goes as it always does at our favourite white-person’s-Italian restaurant: The lighting is bright, the elderly take up most of their customer base, and I guess the décor gives you the sense you’re in Italy. I wouldn’t know, I’ve never been. We go through the motions: unlimited salad and breadsticks, a main course that’s big enough for lunch tomorrow (thank God our hotel has a microwave instead of a half-eaten cheeseburger rotting under the bed like our last one did. I’m not kidding.), and red wine for Mom and Meg. 
Our meals arrive and I can feel my stomach stretching to make room for this ravioli. My plate is steaming hot, and I make the waiter load my dish with parmesan until his arm almost falls off. I cut a ravioli in half and mozzarella oozes out while the marinara sauce smothers the outsides of my bite. As it hits my mouth, I can taste the salty cheeses mix with the tomato sauce to make the perfect, anything but healthy, combo. I close my eyes and relish in the taste I oh-so missed.
 “How’s it tasting girls?” Mom wakes me from my cheese coma. 
“So good,” Meg and I reply in unison. 
“Good… So, about what I have to tell you.”
“Oh, yeah. What is it?” I ask, wolfing down my pasta. 
“So, remember when you were a baby, Meg? And we spent the first couple years of your life in Indonesia?”
“Yeah. Well, no. But I remember being told. What about it?”
“Well… On the night your dad died, I spent the night in hospice with him and he said he had something to tell me. He was so nervous. He knew he was on his way out and was going to get your Uncle Bobby to tell me, but I guess he realized he was being a chicken shit and wanted to tell me himself.”
I stop eating at this point. “Mom, I’m scared,” I say with my brows furrowed.
“It’s okay, it’s okay.” She takes a deep breath. “I guess when you were about a year and a half, Meg, your dad was on one of his benders and had an affair.”
Meg spits out her fettuccini. “What?! Mom I’m-“
“Just listen. So, he told me he slept with this Indonesian woman twice and one day, she shows up at our resort and tells your dad she’s pregnant. And I guess your dad was freaking out, as he should’ve been, and they decided that she was to get an abortion. So, he gave her the money and sent her on her way… Three months later, she shows up at our resort, AGAIN, and…well, she never got the abortion.”
My jaw falls to the floor. I can feel my stomach churning and my brain start to fog. Speechless. Meg begins to cry.
At what must be the worst timing possible, the waiter comes up to our table and booms,
“how’s everything tasting ladies?” Meg continues to sob. “Oh, I’m so sorry, I, better come back later.”
Before he scurries off, Mom assures him, “everything is fine! Thank you!”
Through her tears, Meg asks, “So, what, there’s like, another one of us?”
“Well, yeah. Another girl. She’s 20, so right in between your ages.”
“What the fuck,” I blurt. 
“Carm!”
“I’m sorry, I just…” I trail off. 
“I can’t believe he didn’t tell me…” Meg sobs, “we told each other everything!” 
“Well, not this,” Mom replies awkwardly. 
“No shit, Mom.”
“Megan, Carmen, enough swearing. We’re in public. I know it’s crazy, and it’ll take time, but we have to accept this. It’s just another piece to our nut-so family puzzle.”
“A pretty big piece, if you ask me.” Through the brain fog and lump in my throat, I realize, Mom was cheated on. “Wait, Mom, are you okay?”
She chuckles, “Are you kidding? Your dad and I went through a lot in the forty-three years we knew each other, this was just another bump in the road… And I understand why he didn’t tell me. He knew that would’ve been it.”
“Yeah… Makes sense I guess,” I reply. 
“I can’t believe he didn’t tell me,” Meg repeats. 
“Meg, if he told you, you probably would’ve told Carm and then Carm would’ve told me. I’m sure he wanted to, Sweetie. But he knew he couldn’t.”
Meg’s tears seem to subside. “Wait, woah. So, did dad like, talk to her, and, like, know her? Who is she?”
“Well… she’s an actor and apparently very pretty, like you girls. Her name’s Valerie. Her mom raised her, and she had a father figure growing up who she thought was her biological father. Her mother didn’t want your dad to be in her life, but she did want his money. So up until she was eighteen, your dad regularly sent over money to support them.”
“Did they ever meet?”
“No.”
“That’s sad.”
“This is insane,” I express. 
“I know. It wasn’t until Valerie’s eighteenth birthday when her grandma was fed up with the situation and revealed the truth. That her father was American and had been supporting her.”
“How crazy for her. It’s like she didn’t even know half of her identity.”
“Well, yeah, in a sense.”
“This is insane,” I repeat. 
“I know, Honey.”
My breath quickens and I begin to hear my heartbeat through my ears. This is so fucked up. I can feel my body begin to panic. The lump travels up my throat and fills my mouth with-fuck.
I shoot up from the table, my head spins as I stumble to the restroom. I can feel vomit in my throat as I shove my body into a stall. I puke up my breadsticks, salad, and cheese ravioli that I had to eat like it was my last meal. My throat burns and my head feels like it’s going to fall off. I collapse to the floor. What the fuck? How could he keep this from us? From Meg. Poor Meg. They really were best friends. Suddenly, there’s a knock on the door. 
“One second,” I manage. There wasn’t anyone else in the bathroom when I got here. How long have I been throwing up? Jesus, I can’t process anything. 
Another knock. 
“Hold on!” I pull myself up off the floor. As I grab some toilet paper to wipe my mouth, there’s another knock.
“Jesus,” I mumble. I open the door and a gust of wind blows my hair back. I blink rapidly. I step out of the stall onto a rusty orange beach at sunset. There are birds chirping above me and a warm breeze on my skin. I close my eyes and breathe in the heat. I haven’t felt this in a long time. I open my eyes to a hummingbird buzzing around my face. He flies in front of my left eye, and I swear, I see him gesture with his right wing to follow him. And so, I do. 
He flies towards the road, and I jog to keep up with the little bird. He stops occasionally, making sure I’m still in tow. I’m smiling now, chasing the hummingbird, but my smile fades once I reach the road and he disappears. I look around, trying to catch a glimpse of where he went but no luck. Then I look in front of me and notice a turquoise sixty-four Thunderbird in mint condition. Convertible too. I look up and realize where the little birdy brought me. 
“Dad!” I run past the car and into his arms. He is warm and I can feel the love beating through his chest. 
“Hey, Sweetheart.”
“I missed you so much.”
“I missed you more. Wanna go for a ride?”
We cruise down the coast, listening to “Springsteen,” by Eric Church. The wind takes my hair and my hand that hangs out the passenger window. The salt of the ocean engulfs my nostrils and tingles my senses. The sun’s rays beam through my soul. I have never felt such joy. I look out at the water and reminisce on all the beaches we’ve sat on together. The oceans we’ve explored, the rivers we’ve floated down. We were always chasing water when he was here. When he was alive. 
“Dad, you can’t be here.”
He turns his head to look at me, he smiles, then focuses his attention back on the road. 
I can feel the tears filling my eyes. “You can’t be here,” I whisper to myself. The tears fall and I let them. I look all around me, taking in each moment. 
“Don’t cry, Honey. I love you girls so much.”
We pull into the Olive Garden parking lot, and he parks the Thunderbird right in front of the entrance. 
“This was the car you had to park down the street from your house so your stepdad wouldn’t see it, isn’t it?”
He smiles at me, “I guess you do listen after all.”
“I should’ve listened more.” The tears pour out of me as I wrap my arms around him. 
“Don’t you worry, now. I’ll see you soon.” He kisses the top of my head. 
“I miss you so much.”
“I miss you more.”
I walk up to our table and notice the to-go boxes, paid bill, and one bite of tiramisu left on a plate. Meg looks like she’s seen a ghost. 
“There you are! We weren’t sure where you went so, we got dessert. A bite is all we could manage to save you,” mom laughs. 
“Oh, thanks, that’s fine. Sorry, I just needed some air,” I say in a tired voice.
“Are you okay, Carmie? I’ll tell you what, after I run to the restroom, we’ll go to the TJ Max around the corner and find something to cheer you up. Both of you.” She gives us both a rub on the shoulder and trots off to the bathroom. 
“Are you okay, Meg?”
“I just can’t believe he didn’t tell me. We told each other fucking everything,” she says, defeated. 
“I know. I’m so sorry.” I give her a hug. “He loves you so much. That’s what matters.”















Have it Both Ways 
 
I always saw my power as something that would only affect people negatively. I’d always wished for my mother’s telepathy or my sister’s invisibility. However, I’ve learned to not dwell on the things I cannot change. I promised myself to never use my power for my career. I knew I’d get there on my own. However, I’ve learned to use my mind control for my own personal benefit. This way, it’s not hurting anyone. Calum and Dan get what they need from me and I from them. It’s a perfectly crafted triangle where two points can only see the line leading to me. 
I first met Calum working at Pinky’s on Main. I would serve him pints of Guinness and he would tip me well. We built a flirtatious friendship where I’d tell him about my ambitions of becoming a famous actress and he’d tell jokes to make me laugh. God, he’d make me laugh. One night in particular, he offered me a cigarette, and contrary to my usual, “I’m working, Cal!” I agreed. He held the door for me as I walked outside. As he pulled the cigarettes from his pocket, putting one in my mouth and one in his, he asked, 
“how’d that audition go on Tuesday?” 
“Haven’t heard back,” I replied as he lit my cigarette for me.  
“It’s a shame... how hard can it be for a pretty girl like you to make it to Hollywood?”  
“Harder than you’d think. Nowadays, pretty, white girls like me aren’t enough. They want a girl who looks a little rough around the edges, like she’s been around the block a few times. I’d go as far to say they want colour. ‘Caucasian’ just doesn’t cut it anymore for Mr. Hollywood.” 
“Aw, Kelly, don’t think like that! Who is this Mr. Hollywood, anyway? I’d like a word with him.” I could tell he was pleased with himself as I looked up into his eyes. Sage green. He stood tall over me. I took a drag and questioned, 
“And what would you say?” 
“I’d say please, sir, make it so Kelly Madden from Chicago can live out her dreams and never step foot in Pinky’s again! And please, Mr. Hollywood, make her kiss me so I can stop lying to my diary every night.” Corny but I’ll admit, the kiss joke made my stomach turn in the way it does when a woman feels the slight bit of recognition she’s been longing for. As I looked up at him, I contemplated but I decided against it. I took the final drag of my cigarette and dismissed myself back inside. 
“Duty calls!”  
Always leave them wanting more.  
I let Calum take me home that night. After a few negronis made from stale gin, I let him watch me undress. I danced around his living room like a ballerina would meeting salsa music for the first time. Then we did the thing. It was mediocre at best, but he woke me up with a beautiful breakfast and I thought hey, I could get used to this.	 
Calum was, for lack of a better word, obsessed with me. I brought a little thrill to his snooze-fest of a life. He was an accountant which says enough. He’d sometimes wait for me to finish my shift and we’d have a few pints together. He would tell me about football, and I’d pretend to care. He loved it when I would complement him. I got the sense he wasn’t used to it. I started staying over at Calum’s place more and more.  
It’s been a few years now and I’ve completely moved in with him. I take care of his dog Bella and my mother loves him. Calum is my stability. The man I will spend my life with. I didn’t even have to use mind control until I met Dan. 
My family is the only one we know of who possess these powers. Mother has told me stories of there being others out there, but nothing confirmed. I think it would be naïve to assume we are the only ones. Mother has always made it a priority that we keep our powers close to us, never letting anyone know. Even our closest friends. Perhaps this is why I don’t have any true friends. I haven’t allowed myself to open up and let people in. Calum has been the closest thing I’ve ever had to a best friend. Unfortunately, I don’t see our friendship remaining without my vagina involved. Men are predictable creatures. 
I first met Dan during a Friday night shift at Pinky’s. He came in right before closing. Dan looked like the kind of man who was a single cigarette away from dying. His eyes were smouldering and his hair was shaggy. I dismissed his initial flirtation, but he didn’t take it personally, and we became friends. We talked a lot, me and him. About everything. He came in every night after that Friday, and it wasn’t until a too-many-pints kind of night that I ended up back at his place. 
It didn’t take long for me to realize how similar our mindsets are. We both live fast lives, never too worried about what’s to come next. We share big dreams. At present, Dan sells drugs and I work in a bar. In the future, Dan will be a chef in his own restaurant, Anne-Marie, named after his mother, and I’ll be on the big screen. If my plan falls through, I’ll manage his restaurant. From the sounds of it, Anne-Marie would be a big step up from Pinky’s. I find Dan magnetic. It’s difficult to physically stay away from him. He fuels the artist in me and keeps me young. Although he’s just shy of twenty-nine, he reminds me of who I was in my early twenties. I love knowing that I’m the dreamiest thing he’ll ever lay his hands on. Along with Calum, Dan is obsessed with me. 
I tried dating women in my twenties. I had a girlfriend named Dolly who I’d met at an art exhibit. She had dark curly hair and a lip ring. Her style was boho-chic which was a contrast to my always black attire. We were inseparable for eight months. She was a painter with a studio on Main and Twentieth. When I’d get off at Pinky’s, she’d be there waiting for me. She’d tell me to undress and proceed to cover me in colours I never wore. She covered her walls with abstract art, when she would find herself sick of pink, she’d cover it up with blue. Her New Objectivity pieces, though, were my favourite. She even drew a portrait of me once where my blonde hair was the star of the show. It hung in her studio until the day I left. I trusted her with my life, which posed a problem. I have no choice but to keep parts of me to myself. So, I fled. She was heartbroken. 
“Why are you doing this?” She wept, “I will never understand.” 
“I wish it were simple, but I have to go...” Her head layed on my chest. “You’re okay. Everything will be okay.”  
I ended up telling her to forget my existence entirely. I held her until she fell asleep. With one last kiss on the forehead, I took the portrait of me and left for good. Dolly was a powerful artist who broke down my walls. She might have been the love of my life. I know what you’re thinking, why not use mind control on Dolly and stay with her? With her, everything was different. It was deeper than anything else I’ve experienced and if I’m completely honest, I would’ve worried constantly about her finding out. A woman’s intuition is unmatched. I would’ve hated lying to her. Now, she comes into Pinky’s ever so often to play darts. I serve her gin and tonics and she flirts with me, often recycling the same pick-up line: 
“What’s your name again?” 
“Kelly.” 
“Right, right, right. Well, my name’s Dolly but you can call me tomorrow.” She’d leave me with a wink, impressed with herself. I’d tell her I’m not into girls. If only she knew.  
It’s always nice to see her even if it tugs at my heart. I like knowing that her heart hasn’t had to hold onto the same turmoil mine has. She is free. The portrait she painted of me now hangs in Calum’s place. He adores it and complains about his math brain. I told him it was done by a street artist. If you saw this painting, you’d know there’s no way it could’ve been done in a few hours on a street corner but that’s what I love about Calum. My simple boy. 
When I started spending more time with Dan, Calum was never suspicious of me coming home later. He’d believe what I would tell him and that was that. Things started to get tricky when I found myself wanting to go to Dan’s into the night. However, Calum’s ten o’clock bedtime made it easy to navigate. The first time went like so: 
The clock reads ten. The Office plays on our TV. Calum’s head lays on my chest. My hands rest in his hair.  
“Never go anywhere,” he pleads.  
“I’ll always be here. You’re okay, my love. You’ll wake up to me in the morning,” I assure him as he drifts off to sleep. 
Dan notices the little things. If I mention liking a certain treat, he’ll have it for me the next time I see him. Sometimes, he’ll even make it for me. He is a sweet boy at heart. Dan grew up in a rough area in London, England. He casually brought it to my attention that he’s been stabbed on five separate occasions. He’s stabbed more than five people himself by the sounds of it. I like the fact that he’d get his hands bloody for me.  
When things started heating up between us, the requests of me to stay over began: 
“Stay with me,” he’d plead with his head on my chest.  
“You know I have to go but it’s okay. You’re okay. You know I’ll be back,” I’d reply, stroking his hair.  
“I’m going to roll us a joint.” I observed his lanky body as he got up to grab his rolling tray. I began to wonder why his stomach wasn’t covered in tattoos in the way the rest of his body was. The ink dirtied his skin in a way my mother would’ve hated. I went home that night and every night that followed.  
Months later, after being with Dan into the early hours of the morning, I venture out on my usual walk home. I walk into the night, passing the closed shops on my way. In the distance, the neon pink sign that reads, ‘Pinky’s,’ catches my eye as it tends to. I look at my watch that reads 1:32am. Twenty-eight minutes until closing? Feeling unfulfilled, I go in for one.  
“Kel! Funny seeing you on the other side of the bar on a Wednesday,” Jared greets. “What brings you into this shithole at this hour?” 
“Couldn’t sleep... Get me a pint of Pilsner for a nightcap,” I reply.  
“Coming right up.” 
Jared proceeds to line up two shot glasses in front of me and grab the bottle of Jameson. Predictable.  
“I will if you will,” he entices.  
“You’re wild.” 
“Not wild like you, Kelly.” 
The Jameson goes down smoother than it should. I make a face anyway. Jared pours my Pilsner and places it on a coaster.  
“How’s the night been,” I ask.  
“Pretty standard Wednesday apart from this group of baseball guys. They’ve been hogging the pool table all night.” 
I glance over at the pool table and lock eyes with one of the prettiest men I’ve ever seen in my life. His blue eyes pierce into mine. His honey-brown hair pokes out from his ballcap. He is the tallest of his teammates. It isn’t until he laughs and shines his perfect rack of teeth that I notice how long I’ve been staring.  
I turn back to Jared who’s giving me a look. I break the silence: 
“Jesus, I would let that man do unspeakable things to me.” 
“So why don’t you? Hell, if I rolled that way, I would...He’s looking over again.” 
“Ah, well... Because I’m like,” I trail off once I realize Jared isn’t in the know on my dating life.   
“What? Maneater Kelly’s roster gotten a little too big for her own liking?” 
“Ha, ha. Never. I just-” 
“Sh. He’s coming over here,” Jared interrupts.  
I shut up as his tall frame approaches. Jared serves him and I sneak a glance in his general direction. 
“What can I get for you, boss?”  
“It’ll have to be four shots of tequila, I’m afraid.” 
“On your tab?” 
“You’re the man.” 
He then turns his body in my direction and asks, 
“Want one?” 
“Hm?” 
“A shot of tequila, do you want one?” 
“Absolutely not... A shot of Jameson, though, I could get behind.” 
His eyes go wide, and he flashes me his million-dollar smile, clearly amused with my answer. 
“Eh, atta girl!” He chews his gum. I want to steal it out of his mouth and chew it myself. I’m trying to pinpoint his accent. He’s clearly not from Chicago. He gets Jared’s attention.  
“Sorry man, could you change that to five shots of Jamo?” 
“On it,” Jared assures. Baseball man comes closer to me.  
“What’s your name, darling?” 
“Kelly. Yours?” 
“Mike.” 

 
