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Fate Intertwined

Some people like playing sports, some like to cook or maybe even roller blade.  Me, on 

the other hand, I’m a photographer.  I express my mind and creativity with a camera.

 My name is Alexandra, but I go by Xana. Pretty cool name, right?  I created Xana about 

a year ago after my mom died.  Xana is kind of like my alter ego.  She’s cooler, smarter, and way 

more creative than I am.  Xana is the reason why photography, art, and free-expression are my 

life.  But when I’m not burying myself in tons of pictures, my life is attending a private school in 

the upper-west side of New York City with a bunch of stuck-up rich kids.  I think it’s pretty safe 

to say that I’m not thought of quite fondly.  The word around school is that I’m and orphan and 

begged the Head of the school, Mrs. Wilson, to take me in, and she felt bad for me so she agreed.  

Oh, please. If there were going to be rumors spread about me at least make it a really good one.  

The truth is my Dad’s a heart surgeon and my mom… she was an artist.  My parents were weird 

together.  My dad was uptight and serious all the time and my mom was energetic and crazy for 

adventure.  It was a wonder to everyone how they made it work so long, but I think it was just 

that my mom kept my dad’s soul alive, kept him on his toes.  My mom always used to take me 

with her and her canvas to “find inspiration,” as she used to call it.  She gave me creativity.  She 

gave me inspiration.  She gave me support.  When I wanted to be a doctor, she gave me my first 

stethoscope, when I wanted to be a dancer, she gave me ballet slippers, but when I wanted to be a 

photographer, she didn’t get me my first camera.  Instead, she instilled in me the feeling she had 

whenever she had a paint brush in her hand and a canvas in front of her—freedom. 

 I feel so alive and so free when I’m taking pictures.  The vivacious reds, vivid greens, 

violent blues, and vibrant purples placed perfectly imperfect in each take make me wonder why 
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everyone isn’t a photographer.  I still remember my first experience with a camera…  It was 

during one summer and I had just gotten into an argument with my dad about him going to 

counseling, you know, after Mom died, but whenever he heard the words “counseling” or 

“therapy” he went totally nuts.  Dad wasn’t the same after Mom passed.  He stopped going to 

work, stopped talking to his friends, stopped caring…  I was pretty much on my own.  I had to 

get a job as a cashier at a gas station on the other side of town just to make ends meet, but ends 

meet wasn’t cutting it.  I knew I needed to find another source of money somehow and fast.  

Then one day while I was walking home just before sunset, I decided to take a new route home, 

something different than usual.  It was then that I came across an arch pass with unbelievably 

eccentric graffiti murals like something out of a painting.  Out of instinct, I took out my phone 

and took and endless amount of pictures. Before I knew it, two hours had passed and I was 

sitting against a wall just staring, taking in every smell, sound, and sight in front of me.  I 

couldn’t get enough, so every day after work I would come back, sit down, and forget about the 

world. 

One day after work, I strolled down the same road leading to the same arch pass, but this 

time I didn’t feel excited to be there, because when I look at the walls all I can think about was 

sadness and loss, but I didn’t know why.  I tried my best to forget and just focus on taking more 

pictures and that’s when this girl walked up to the wall I was photographing and pulled out a 

spray can and began to paint.  This girl recited a poem while painting, but this poem wasn’t 

happy like most poems I’d heard, it was sad.  She spoke about going to medical school only to 

realize that wasn’t her passion.  Her passion was ballet, the grace and patience it takes to perfect 

a move, that’s what it was all about.  The grace of her strokes as she covered the walls was like 

something I’d never seen before, so beautiful, so moving. 



  3

“Excuse me?” I asked nervously as if I was talking to a celebrity.

“Oh, hi! Have we met?  I feel like I’ve seen you before.”  She said.

“I don’t think so, but I’m Xana.”  I happily replied.

“Hi Xana, I’m Emily Williams, nice to meet you.” 

“I wanted to tell you your poem was beautiful and I was wondering if I could take a 

picture of you next to your work for my artbook.”  I asked.

“Sounds fun!  Let’s do it!”  she replied with enthusiasm.

I took out my camera and quickly took her picture.  “Can you tell me your story?... for 

the book.”  I asked.

“Well there’s not much to tell.  My parents were surgeons so it was likely for me to 

follow in their footsteps and go to medical school.  It was miserable, but I thought that it would 

get better with time.  I was trying so hard to fit into the mold shaped by my parents and I forgot 

about what I wanted, and halfway through the year, I quit med school and took up ballet. My 

parents were furious.  They cut me off and never spoke to me again.  In ballet, I met this girl 

named Kimmy; I was so envious of her.  She was beautiful, smart, talented, and so graceful.  

Kimmy started teaching me my footwork and which brands not to go with. We became instant 

friends, until one day where we went head-to-head on who would lead at the showcase and I 

won.  She quit and went off to open an art studio and we never spoke again.  After a while, I 

moved on and went on to become the most renowned ballerina in the East coast.  I couldn’t have 

been happier if I tried, but still I missed my old friend.”  She finished as she reminisced and 

suddenly she looked sad.
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“I’m sorry about what happened with Kimmy, Emily..”  I said.

“Well, there’s nothing I could do about it now, but…”  she stopped.

“But what?”  I asked.

“But I would give anything to apologize to her and tell her how much I’ve missed her.”

Just then, I got a call from my dad telling me to go home. “I’m so sorry Emily, but I have 

to go.  I’m coming back tomorrow, and I hope you do too.”  I said as I waved goodbye.  We went 

our separate ways and I got the strange feeling that I knew this story from somewhere…

“Hi, Dad.”  I said.  

  “Hmm.”  He replied.

“I stopped by that place again and took some pictures.  I met this girl named Emily. She 

told me about how she quit med school to become a ballerina.”

Dad looked up from his magazine as if what I was saying was familiar to him.

“…and her parents kicked her out and never spoke to her again.  She said she met this 

girl in ballet, I forgot her name, and they were friends until they competed for the lead spot at 

their show, and when she won, they stopped talking and she even quit to open an art studio… 

Talk about sore loser huh?”

Dad had tears rolling down his face. “What was her name?  The friend.  What was her 

name Xana?”  He asked as he grabbed my arms and shook me.

“I don’t know, I can’t remember!”  I screamed in fright. “It was with a ‘K.’ Karen… 

Kate… no….KIMMY! It was Kimmy!”
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“It can’t be….” He said as he cried and cried and cried.

“What is it Dad?” I asked.

“Was her name Emily Williams?” he asked.

“Yes, but how did you..” He stopped me before I could finish.

“Emily Williams was your mom’s best friend.  They met in college where they both took 

ballet in a local well-known studio.  Then one day at practice, the instructor told your mom about 

the competition between her and Emily and told her whoever loses will be removed from the 

studio.  So, when your mom lost, she was angry, of course, and left to open her new art studio.  

She and Emily lost contact and never spoke to each other again. Your mom missed her so much.  

She would watch Emily on TV and go to her shows whenever she could.  She felt that it was her 

fault they stopped talking so she wrote a letter to Emily, but was too scared to send it.  I wanted 

to send it for your mom, but then one day, Emily got into a car crash.  She was in the hospitals 

for days, but eventually her injuries got worse and she was too unstable for surgery.  Your mom 

was heartbroken and grew ill, and after a couple months she couldn’t fight it any longer.”

“How is that possible Dad, I was just with Emily.”  I asked as I felt all the blood in my 

body drop to my feet.

He said nothing.  He was as confused as I was, but still I needed answers.  I found the 

letter my mom wrote for Emily in one of her drawers.  Dad never emptied them and that’s where 

she kept all her valuables.  It wasn’t too late, if I ran back to the pass, there’s a chance she’d still 

be there.  I grabbed my jacket and ran out the door.  I ran so fast down the street, I couldn’t even 

feel my feet touch the ground and before I knew it, I was standing in front of the arch pass where 
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a few hours ago, I met the spirit of my mom’s best friend. “Emily!!! I shouted.  “Emily, please!  I 

have something to give you!”  I didn’t even feel the tears that were rushing down my face.

“Xana, what’s wrong?” she asked.

“This is for you.” I said as I handed her the letter.  “It’s from my mom, Kim. I’m 

Kimmy’s daughter.”  I handed her the letter and watched as she read it carefully.

“Em, I know it’s been a long time and I know you probably hate me, but I need you to 

know I didn’t leave because of you.  It was your time to shine.  My passion wasn’t ballet 

anymore.  I realized that when I walked home one day and passed this arch pass full of beautiful 

art work and decided to become an artist.  Before I knew it, I had this beautiful piece of art of my 

own, my daughter Alexandra.  She reminds me so much of you.  Same laugh, same personality, 

same passion for greatness.  Maybe one day you can meet her… Love, your friend Kimmy.”

“How is this possible?”  she asked with tears flowing from her eyes.

“My mom died last year.  A couple of months earlier, you were in a car crash and you 

didn’t make it.”

“I remember that day…  I saw one of your mom’s paintings at an art show and found the 

address of her studio and got in my car and drove as fast as I could there, but when I got there, 

her workers told me about her death.  I was driving home, when I ran a red light and was hit by a 

truck.  I don’t remember anything after that, but I guess now I know…” she said.

“Because of you, Xana, I’m free.  Thank you.” She said.
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A beam of light blinded me and then all I could see was darkness.  I woke up in my bed 

clutching the letter to my chest and with a note beside my bed reading, “I got my second chance 

with Em, now it’s time for yours and Dad’s second chance. –Mom”

I wish I could say things got better fast between Dad and I, but they didn’t.  It was hard 

for him as much as it was for me, but eventually he got his job back and started going to 

counseling with me.  I used some of the money I earned to rent out my mom’s old studio for my 

photography.  I walk by the arch pass every day when I go home and can’t help but wonder if it 

was fate that brought me to this place.  This is the same pass that made my mom want to become 

an artist and me want to become a photographer.  I was never a firm believer in fate, but after 

what I’ve been through, it’s fair to say Fate and I have never been closer.

 


