Kolli’s Story
by Jamie Anderson

“NO! Mama!” wails a young girl, “Mama please, no!”
Vivian Kerensky doesn’t look back, doesn’t see her daughter’s tears, doesn’t hear her pleas, doesn’t give the slightest acknowledgement that she even knows this girl. What will happen now? Where will this girl go? She is on her own.
Neon signs flash brightly, even though it is the middle of the day; they say things like: ALADDIN CASINO and BRIO TUSCAN GRILLE. People walk down the sidewalk to catch buses, they run in and out of shops and casinos. All of them too busy to notice one girl. This girl sits alone in a dark alley. Peering out of a cardboard box, then turning her head quickly away when someone walks by. She is tall, she has the dark skin of an African-American and dark, sunken, yet beautiful eyes, they show the little hope she has left. Her teeth are yellow, her fingernails chipped and dirty. She is thin and sickly, dressed in rags, her hair is bushy, messy, and bits of plastic and rubber from the alley cling to her. She has a cleft lip that she was born with. She is lonely, lost, and no longer has a reason to live. But, because she is Kolli Angelica Kerensky, named after her great grandmother, she has hope that’s mostly gone but enough to keep her going… for now.  
Kolli is not the only one feeling abandoned and lost. There is another, much like her, but also different. A dog. Hungry, sickly, every bone visible in its pitifully small body. Let loose by an owner who couldn’t care for such a loving dog. Now what? Lucky for this dog, there is someone else out there. Someone who knows what it feels like to be let go, to be unwanted, to have to go to sleep hungry, and find love only in dreams. Maybe that’s why this dog found Kolli. Maybe he felt their connection, he knew that she needed him, that he needed her, that they needed each other to survive. Maybe. It happens one day in August, it is hot and this dog is wandering around looking for water. He sees the shady alley where Kolli is sleeping and goes to lay down next to her. “Oh! What the…?” Kolli sits up. A thin, hungry dog is leaning over her, licking her small peaked face. Immediately, they are in love. The dog and the girl are a perfect match. It seems as though they were meant to be. “Bernie…” she reads from a rusty red tag hanging of a mangled, flea-bitten collar around the dogs neck. He doesn’t have an address or a phone number, maybe it rubbed off, or maybe his owner just didn’t care enough to put that on. Poor thing, he’s like me, lost and with no where to go, she thinks. I can’t leave him out there, we’ll be a pair. Bernie and Kolli. We’ll stick together. Kolli begins to get excited as she thinks about the possibility of a true friend. I guess I’ve never known what it feels like to really care about someone. Now I know that it’s the best feeling in the world, the feeling I’ve been missing my whole life. It really is love at first sight. 
A mother walks down the street with a young boy, about seven years old. He has blond hair and wears old jeans and a red Power Rangers t-shirt.  “Momma, can we go in the pet shop?” he asks.
“No, Joey, you know we don’t have that kind of money.”
“But Mom, I won’t buy anything, I just want to look!”
“No, Joe, you’re going to want to buy something anyway.”
“But-- hey, who’s that?”
“Who, Joe?” says the distracted mother.
“Over there, that girl,” the boy points to an alleyway.
“Joe, that girl is not as fortunate as us, that’s where she lives. Let’s go now,” the mother hurries away.
“But Mom, can we help her, please?”
“No Joe, just keep walking.”
“At least she doesn’t have anyone to tell her what to do,” Joe mutters under his breath.
Kolli heard this whole conversation, no one had ever acted like they cared about her. She shouldn’t get her hopes up that maybe he actually cared, but she could deny the small hope inside that maybe he did. 
“Pssst, girl, girl in the alley,” whisper a small voice. “Girl, are you there?”
“W-what, who are y-you?” Kolli answers nervously. Bernie steps protectively in front of her. “Stay with me boy,” Kolli whispers to him. She looks nervously around the alley. To her amazement, Joe is standing on the sidewalk, looking equally nervous.
“I- I brought you some food,” he offers a plate to her. 
“Come in, I won’t bite,” Kolli says, smiling. This amazes her even more. Am I actually talking to a stranger? She thinks. Joe smiles at her and sits down across from her. He hands her the plate. 
“What is this?” she asks in awe.
“It’s grapes, silly!” Joe laughs, “ and this is cheddar cheese, and Saltine crackers.”
“I’ve never had this much food at once before!” Kolli shovels food hungrily into her mouth.
After she licks the plate clean, she and Joe start talking. Joe talks about his family, Kolli talks about her mother, and her life since she left.
“What happened, with your mom?” Joe asks.
“To be honest, I don’t really remember, I remember some, here and there, but nothing about the day she left, or the reason she left.”
“She never told you anything about your father?”
“ I used to mention him sometimes, and she would get all red in the face and start yelling about what a jerk he was. Then she would pour herself a glass of wine, and tell me to go play in traffic.” After that, they’re silent until Joe says “ I have to go, Momma doesn’t know where I am.” Then he left.

Joe comes back at least once every week. She loves Joe’s visits. It is something to look forward to, the only thing she has to look forward to. Joe brings her food and water, he brings food for Bernie, and one day, he brings her a book. It is called One for the Murphys. It is getting to be winter, the leaves have  fallen off the trees, the grass is turning brown, and the birds are flying south. The day Kolli opens that book is the day her life changes forever. 
It tells the story of a girl Kolli’s age who is put in foster care because she and her mom have been physically abused by her stepdad. The family she lives with was as different from her own family as you can get. They love her and care for her in a way that her own mother never had. She learns that she could take charge of her life and give herself a good life no matter what her mother does. Kolli is amazed and deeply affected by this story. It teaches Kolli that she doesn’t have to be homeless and sad all the time. After all, there must be laws against this. Kolli would change her life just like Carly, the girl in the story. But how? Little did she know, that question was about to be answered.

OTTIE’S FORTUNE TELLING!        
Claims a big, faded sign on top of a red and white striped circus tent. The tent stands on the edge of the Las Vegas Fairway. People drive past it every day. They glance at it and they laugh, but they never stop to care. They think it must be just an old circus tent from a carnival a long time ago. What they don’t realize, is that the lonely, slightly crazy man inside, holds all the secrets about a certain girl’s life, the secrets she dreams about at night, that fade like the mist when the sun rises. 

One day,  this old, lonely man receives a letter. A letter from his nephew who he hasn’t heard from in a very long time. When he reads the letter, he knows it his time to tell his nephew’s daughter the truth. It is a letter of desperation. More a plea then a letter. Written on it is this: 
Ottie, i know what happened with Vivian, tell Kolli. It is time for her to know. Darren
Ottie knows what he has to do, but the question is how to do it. 

“I loved that book, One for the Murphys,” comments Kolli one afternoon. Kolli and Joe are sitting together, talking, and eating cream cheese and grape jelly sandwiches. 

“I thought you might like it, Mom read it to me last year,” Joe replies.

“It made me realize that I can take charge of my life, and I will,” Kolli states boldly, “there must be laws against this, it’s child abuse. One day all of this will change, no one should have to live like me,” as Kolli is about to launch into a long spiel about child abuse and laws, she is a cut off by a look of horror on Joe’s face.  “Mom?!” he croaks hoarsely. 

“JOE TALLIER!!!!! I TOLD YOU NOT TO WORRY ABOUT THAT GIRL. NOW YOU’RE TALKING TO HER AND BRINGING HER FOOD?! MY FOOD?! JOE WHAT WERE YOU THINKING?! MY FOOD… TO A HOMELESS GIRL… WHAT WERE YOU THINKING?! SHE COULD BE DANGEROUS!!!!!” Joe’s mother is so furious that she can’t finish her sentences.

“Kolli’s not dangerous Mom, she’s very nice.”

“DON’T TALK BACK TO ME! I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU JOE! YOU ARE NEVER AGAIN TO VISIT THIS KOLLI!”

“But Mom, what will happen to Kolli?”

“SHE CAN TAKE CARE OF HERSELF! YOU ARE COMING WITH ME!”

“No! Mom! Please!” Joe beggs. As they walk away Kolli hears Joe wailing all down the block. Without Joe, her life is just as bad as it was before. But now it’s worse. Now Kolli has lost her best friend. Bernie nuzzles her arm with his nose. “ At least I still have you boy,” she whispers.

“Aha!” Shouts Ottie from his home in the abandoned circus tent. “ I will find the girl, I will tell the girl, I will help me old friend Darren!” Ottie dances around in circles. “I know where to find her. I not be old crazy man. I be smart man, I be smart man!” Ottie is so excited that he runs outside and jumps around on the side of the road. People stare, open-mouthed, at Ottie, but he is too busy to notice. “Hee, hee, hee!” he cackles, “ha, ha! I’ve done it! I am smart man, I be smart man!” Ottie laughs some more, and runs back into his tent where he gets an old, scratched glass ball, his special fortune telling cloak, and a map, the only one he owns. 

An old man in a starry cloak walks down the streets of Las Vegas. He looks at the tall buildings and the neon lights with a crazed look in his eyes. He grins a broken, yellow grin, a smile that resembles a girl, much like him, lonely, lost, and wondering. “You there pretty miss, you know where to find a lil’ black homeless gal?” The woman backs away, looking frightened, and doesn’t answer. Ottie keeps asking for a little black girl, and no one answers him. Just as he is about to give up. A boy of about seven years, comes up to him. “ I know where the black girl is,” he says excitedly “Follow me!” 

“Joey! Don’t go with that old lunatic. And you are forbidden to visit that girl!” 

“No Mom, Kolli’s nice. If this man wants her, I’ll help him,” the boy sounds definant.

“NO! Joe--” but little Joe is already running down the street pulling the man along with him. The man has a very excited glint in his eyes. 

“Kolli, Kolli!”   

“Joe? Joe! How did you get here? And who’s that?”

“Long story,” Joe says breathlessly “this man was looking for you,”

“Ah, Kolli Kerensky, the girl I be looking for,” Ottie grins again.

“Y-you were looking, for me?!” Kolli says in astonishment.

“Yes, yes. Me know you mama. Me know you papa!” 

“You know my father?” at this point Kolli’s mouth is hanging open in a disbelieving expression.

“That I do, little one,” Ottie answers with glee.

“But how-- why-- what--, is he here? Now?” Kolli stammers.  

“No, no little one. You papa in far away town, New York, it be called.”

“My dad’s in New York? He’s alive?” 

“Yes little one. He’s alive!”
