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	After the cries for help were over, Delia sat against a tree in 





the backyard. She thought about what she did and tried to decide if 





it was right or wrong. She sat for hours until finally it got dark and 





she fell asleep.





	When she awoke, she was in an uncomfortable bed with a thin 





sheet barely covering her whole body and a warm towel on her 





forehead. It was a soft grey colored room with a single wide window 





on the wall accross from her. The light streamed into the room 





filling it with the peaceful colors of the dawns green yellow light. 





Delia felt a sense of love and being cared for that she hadn’t felt in  





years.





	A tall woman with long red hair entered the room. “Ah! She 





lives!” said the woman with a strong Italian accent. In her hand she 





had a cup of steaming tea which she placed on the fragile table next 





to Delia. “ I saw you sleeping against a tree last ni
