A Wish Upon a Star
Penelope walked at a steadfast pace as she made her way down North Street. She was on a mission that she wouldn’t be deterred away from. Her friend, Bonnie, followed behind her, trying to keep up. 
“This is a bad idea, Pen,” Bonnie warned.
Penelope shook her head. “It’s the only way I can get through to her.”
In Penelope’s hand, she held tightly to a letter she was about to slip into the mailbox. It was addressed to a Megan Thompson.
“Don’t do it!” Bonnie urged her friend. 
“But I have to,” Penelope replied, “I refuse to lose her!”
Bonnie made a short sprint and got in front of Penelope, stopping her progress.
“Look, I don’t want to be mean or insensitive, but, –” she broke off searching for a way to put it delicately.
“….she’s gone and she’s not coming back.”
It had been a week since Penelope received the news. Megan didn’t even have the decency to break up with her in person or over the phone. She just sent her a text message saying it was over between them. They had been dating for a year before Megan moved from San Francisco to Denver for a job opportunity. They vowed to stay together and make things work long distance. However, from the moment Megan landed in Denver, Penelope could feel the divide. Megan started to call less and when Penelope offered to come and visit her, Megan said she would be too busy. She’d only been in Denver for 3 months before Penelope received the text message. Shortly afterwards, Megan blocked her on all her social media platforms as well as blocked her phone number. So, Penelope had to resort to sending her a letter to contact her. 
“I have to at least try,” Penelope said, pushing past her friend and continuing down the street.
Bonnie sighed. She obviously wasn’t getting through to her.
“If she knows the letter’s from you, she’s not even going to open it, ya’ know? This could all be for nothing,” Bonnie claimed.
Penelope shook her head in disagreement. “But, ya’ see, that’s the beauty of it! There’s no return address so she won’t know it’s from me.” She thought that was pretty clever of herself. 
Despite Bonnie’s attempts to stop her, Penelope finally arrived to the postal box at the end of the street.
“Here goes nothing!”
And, before Bonnie could say another word of protest, the letter was in the box and there was no getting it back. 
“I just hope you’re not going to regret that,” Bonnie stated. 
“If it brings her back to me, then there’s no regret to be had,” Penelope acknowledged.
“And, what if it doesn’t bring her back?”
Penelope paused to give that some thought. 
“Well, I guess I’ll have to move on then.” The tone of her voice was somber. She really didn’t want to consider that possibility. She had poured her heart out in that letter. She knew it was going to change everything. When Megan read it, she’d come running back into her arms for sure. 
* * * * *
Later that night, Penelope found herself in bed unable to sleep. All she kept thinking about was that letter. Maybe Bonnie was right? Maybe believing that the letter would somehow magically send Megan back to her was wishful thinking. Her thoughts went on like that until she couldn’t stand it. She got up out of bed and walked over to her bedroom window. It was a beautiful summer night outside. The skies were clear and you could see the stars. They weren’t all that visible given that Penelope lived in the city, but she could still spot a few. One star in particular seemed to stand out to her. She didn’t know why, but she couldn’t take her eyes off of it. It was the brightest one in the sky. 
Thinking back on her dilemma, she got this crazy idea. If Megan wasn’t coming back then she needed to find the true love of her life. She needed to find someone who would love her unconditionally and always be there for her. Penelope had been sure that Megan was the one, but with the breakup, she had to question that. Maybe there really was someone else out there for her. 
She looked intently at the star and then closed her eyes. She made a silent wish inside her head.
“If Megan is not the one, please let me find my soulmate.”
She opened her eyes and looked up at the star. She swore she saw it twinkle, like it was giving her confirmation that her wish had been received. She laughed that off thinking that she was being ridiculous. It was probably the late hour of night that had her a bit delirious from sleep deprivation. Penelope walked back to her bed and got in, pulling the covers tightly around her. Whereas she couldn’t sleep before, she somehow felt oddly at peace. Her eyes soon closed and she was off to dreamland.
* * * * *
“And so then, I flew to Milan for a photo shoot. The flight was dreadful though. They had the nerve to put me in coach. I’m a first class kind of girl, so I was certainly not happy. And, when I got to the shoot, there was no champagne waiting for me. That clothing company knew nothing about how to treat someone of my caliber,” the blond said.
Piper sat at the table and endured the torturous conversation with this woman she’d just met from an online dating site. They were meeting for the first time at an Italian restaurant. All this woman had done since they arrived at their table was talk about herself. She was a fashion model with a pretty impressive resume. However, she was way too self-absorbed and superficial to ever be someone Piper would be interested in. So, she would sit here and pretend to be engaged and attentive for the time being. But, once this date was over, this woman would not be hearing from her again. 
Two hours later, they were bidding each other goodbye in the parking lot before departing. Piper did promise to call her the next day, but she knew she wouldn’t be keeping that promise. 
Yes, it probably would have been better for Piper to just tell her that she wasn’t interested in pursuing a relationship. But, being that this girl was so full of herself, Piper just got the feeling that she’d be that person who wouldn’t take no for an answer. So, the best course of action was simply to ghost her.
It was late at night when Piper got back to her condo. Walking into her living room, she slipped off her shoes and plopped down on the couch. She sighed in frustration. The date had been her fifth one that month. They had all gone badly. Piper felt ready to give up. All she wanted to do was find her one true love and it was proving more difficult than she ever imagined. At 34, she thought that she'd be in a different place in her life. All of her friends were married with children, and she felt like the odd one out. She longed for her happily ever after.
Just wanting to forget her troubles, Piper went into the kitchen and made a cocktail. She took it with her as she walked out onto her terrace. She had a great view of the city. It immediately put her at ease looking out at all the lights from the towering buildings. When she looked up at the night sky she was surprised to see stars. It was a rare occurrence. There was one star that was brighter than all the others. Piper wondered if it was the North Star. As she looked out upon it, a ludicrous thought popped into her head. She'd never been one to believe in magic or anything having to do with the supernatural. She was far too practical for that. Nevertheless, this night she was feeling oddly unbiased. She looked right at the star and said, "If the one for me is truly out there, bring her to me."
She immediately felt silly; as if wishing upon a star was really going to change anything. She thought maybe it was the cocktail going to her head. On that note, it was clearly time for bed. 
After finishing her drink, Piper went back inside and retired to her bedroom for the night. She lay awake for a while contemplating life and all its many facets. Before long, her eyes got heavy and sleep soon claimed her.
* * * * *
The following morning, Piper sat drinking her morning coffee when her cell phone started to ring. Her best friend, Skylar, was calling.
“Hey, Sky,” Piper said, answering the call. 
“Hey Pipes! How did it go with the model last night?”
She tried to think of a way to describe her night. 
“It was horrible. All she did was talk about herself and about being a model. She has herself up on a pedestal so high she could rub elbows with God! It was ridiculous,” Piper expressed.
“Do you think maybe you’re just being too picky?” Skylar asked.
“Absolutely not. She was definitely not the one for me.” 
There was a brief silence to which she just knew Skylar was rolling her eyes.
“Ok, well listen. I found the perfect girl for you. Her name is Amber and she works with me. I showed her your picture and she’s very interested in meeting you.”
Piper scoffed. “You can’t just go showing girls my picture like your shopping me around. I’m not an item on a menu.” She was rather bothered by her friend in that moment. 
“I know that, silly. But, I’m just trying to help. I told her you’d meet her for drinks tonight at McMillan’s Pub at 8:00 pm.”
“SKYLAR!!” Piper exclaimed, “You set me up on a date without asking me?”
“Just trust me! You’re gonna love her. She’s great,” Skylar proclaimed, “I gotta go though. The baby’s getting fussy. Let me know how the date goes. Talk to you later.”
“But—“ 
It was too late though. Skylar had hung up the phone. Piper couldn’t believe her friend. She didn’t need anyone to set her up on dates. She wasn’t that desperate. At some point that day, Piper had to get a hold of Skylar and get her to cancel this thing. There was no chance she’d be meeting with this woman for drinks.
Having her day off to a rough start, she tried to forget about the conversation and prepare herself for work. She poured the remainder of her coffee into a travel mug and grabbed it on her way out the door. 
* * * * *
  Nine grueling hours later, Piper returned back home after a long day at the office. She grabbed her mail from her box and carried it with her into her condo. She glanced through the mail, taking note of which ones were bills and which ones were junk. That’s when one of the envelopes grabbed her attention. She singled it out and laid the other mail on her kitchen island. Giving it a good look, she immediately saw it was delivered to the wrong address. It was addressed to Megan Thompson. How a letter destined for Denver, Colorado ended up in her mailbox in Manhattan, New York was beyond her comprehension. She figured she’d just return it to the sender, but realized that there was no return address. 
She didn’t know how she wanted to go about having received this misdirected letter. The sensible thing to do was to take it to the post office and have them redeliver it to the right address. However, something about the letter had her taking a moment of pause. She felt strangely drawn to it. It could have been the elegant handwriting scrolled across the front or maybe it was the subtle hint of apricots and honey she faintly smelled coming from it. Without really thinking about it, she flipped the envelope over and tore it open at the seam. She felt a little bad about opening somebody else’s mail, but it didn’t overcome her curiosity. Inside the envelope was a piece of notebook paper which she promptly slid out and unfolded. 
“Dear Megan,” it had written across the top. Piper knew then that it was a handwritten letter. She knew she should keep her nose out of it. It wasn’t her business to know the contents of the letter. Nevertheless, the temptation to read on was too great.
…..and so she did.
Dear Megan,
	If I could be anywhere, it would be in your arms. If I could think anything, I’d only think of you. And, if I could do anything, I’d do whatever it took to keep us together forever. You are my world, my moon, my sun, and my stars. You are the reason I find the air to breathe. And right now, I’m suffocating without you.
	My life was changed from the day you stepped into it. Your beauty, your grace, and your bright personality enchanted me. I was captivated! I still am. When you were living here, every day that I left work, I looked forward to turning down Newport Street knowing that I was about to be home and get to look into those beautiful brown eyes of yours. I wasn’t worried when you left San Francisco and took the job in Denver. I knew our love could withstand the distance. Please don’t tell me I was wrong.
	I’m not sure what happened or why you’ve chosen to walk away, but nothing is worth losing what we had over. Whatever it is, we can fix it. I refuse to let our love fade into the shadows. The embers of our passion can be fanned into flames once again. Whatever you need from me is yours. I would do anything for you!
I would climb any mountain …brave any storm …Hell! I would walk barefoot on a bed of broken glass to get to you on the other side. That’s how deep my love for you flows. 
My arms ache to hold you again. My lips long to taste the sweetness of your kiss. And, my heart begs to feel yours beating right beside it. 
Tell me there’s still a chance for us. Let’s find our way back to each other. I’m standing here, arms open wide, waiting for you to take a leap of faith back into my life. 
With all my love, 
Penelope 
“Wow!” Piper said after she finished reading. She was in awe! That had to be the most romantic letter she’d ever read. This “Penelope” sounded like an amazing person. As she re-read the letter, her heart melted once again. All she could think about was how she wished she was Megan and had someone who felt that way about her. Someone like Penelope was everything she wanted in a partner. Granted, Piper didn’t really know Penelope other than what she gathered from the letter. But, she just had this feeling as she held the letter there in her hands. It was as if she could feel the love surging through Penelope within the fibers of the notebook paper. It was a powerful feeling!
She looked back at the front of the envelope hoping to miraculously see a return address.  But, not to her surprise, it wasn’t there. She frowned at the blank space in the upper left corner. Who was this Penelope and where could she find her?
Swiftly, her sense of reason kicked back in and she shook her head to clear it. 
“Get a grip, Piper!” she chastised herself, “You’re being ridiculous. It’s just a letter. Stop getting carried away.”
She couldn’t believe she was even looking for information on Penelope. Even if there had been a return address, it wasn’t like Piper was going to track her down. What would she even say if she did?
“Hey? You don’t know me but, I accidently received a letter you sent to your ex-girlfriend. I opened it, and read it, and just wanted to tell you that you’re incredible!?”
“She would think I was crazy!” Piper predicted, “Not to mention feeling like I had invaded her private thoughts by opening a letter not meant for me to read,” she concluded.
She had gotten swept away by this letter and needed to find her feet and bring herself back to Earth again. She put the letter back in the envelope, sat it down on her kitchen counter, and stepped back. Putting on her hat of rationality, she decided that the letter should go to the person it was intended for. She searched in her kitchen drawers for her scotch tape. Once found, she very carefully sealed the envelope back up, trying hard to make it appear as though it had never been opened.  It was Piper’s plan to take the letter to the post office the next day on her way to work and inform them that it had been sent to the wrong address. Then, the letter could be on its way to Megan and Piper could pretend this whole event never happened. Out of sight, out of mind…..right?
* * * * *
It was 7:57 p.m. and Piper found herself sitting at the bar at McMillan’s Pub wondering what the hell she was doing there. For some reason, she had decided to keep the date Skylar had set up for her. She had but minutes to prepare herself. She had no clue what Amber looked like, so she was just going to have to wait for Amber to spot her out. Just as she finished ordering a drink for herself, a voice came from over her shoulder.
“Piper?” the voice said.
Piper turned around to see a very beautiful young woman staring back at her. 
“You must be Amber,” she replied.
“That’s me,” Amber said cheerfully, “It’s nice to meet you. You’re even prettier than the pictures Skylar showed me.”
Piper was flattered. “Thank you,” she said.
The next 45 minutes were spent chitchatting back and forth. She had learned about Amber’s job and the things she liked to do for fun. Amber seemed like a perfectly pleasant person. Though, somehow, Piper just wasn’t all that engrossed in the conversation. Her mind kept wandering back to earlier in the day when she was reading Penelope’s letter. She kept hearing various lines from the letter replay in her head.
“If I could be anywhere, it would be in your arms.”
“You are the reason I find the air to breathe”
“I would walk barefoot on a bed of broken glass to get to you”
Piper’s thoughts continued to sway away from Amber. She had unintentionally tuned out. 
“So, what about yourself?” Amber asked, “What are some of the things you like to do for fun?”
Piper snapped back to reality and had to quickly regroup. She tried to remember what Amber had just asked her. 
“Oh? Um…well,” she stumbled. 
Piper forced herself to switch her focus to the moment at hand. She proceeded to tell Amber about her likes and interests, giving the appearance that she was an active participant in this exchange.
Overall, the date was nice. There was nothing Amber said or did wrong and if this was how her previous date went, she’d have left feeling happy and hopeful. However, happy and hopeful were not the emotions Piper was currently experiencing. On her drive home, all Piper could feel was envy. 
She was terribly envious of Megan. What was so special about her that made Penelope pine for her so badly? It sounded like Megan either didn’t have a clue as to what she had with Penelope or she simply didn’t care. Whichever was the case, Penelope deserved better and Piper made a decision. She was going to get home, sit down at her desk, and write Penelope a letter. What she planned to put in this letter, she wasn’t sure. She just knew she needed to get her feelings out and this letter was going to be her vessel to do so. 
* * * * *
Dear Penelope,
	You don’t know me but, my name is Piper Mcdonally. I received a letter you mailed. It was addressed to Megan Thompson. Don’t be upset, but I opened it and read it. I didn’t mean to invade your privacy. All I can say is that I was curious and it got the better of me. I’m really sorry. 
I’m writing you because…..well, I don’t really know exactly. When I read your letter, it just compelled me to respond. I can’t speak on your relationship with Megan and I don’t want to be insensitive. Yet having said that, I’m going to give you my honest opinion. 
Penelope, you are an inconceivably stunning individual! I can tell that when you love someone, you love them intensely and with all your heart. It’s a beautiful thing. I marvel in the way you express how you feel. 
It doesn’t sound like Megan appreciates all that you are. I mean, at least not the way that I would. If I had someone who felt about me the way that you feel about Megan, there isn’t anything in the world I wouldn’t do for her. I’d bend over backwards to make sure she was loved and cared for beyond belief. She would feel the passion I have for her in every gaze, in every touch, and in every kiss. I’d never take her for granted. I would spend each day showing her how special and how important she is to me. It wouldn’t matter where she was in the world. No distance could ever keep me away from the woman I loved. She’d be my everything, my all, my forever and always. 
…..I’d never let her go. 
If Megan doesn’t understand that or feel that same way, then she’s not the right one for you.  
Sorry if I’ve overstepped. But, it bothers me that someone as amazing as you is being treated like less than you deserve. I just wanted you to know that. 
Take care, Penelope. …that’s a lovely name, by the way. 
All my best wishes,
Piper
She took a moment reading back what she wrote. It felt good having gotten all that out. Now, the question was what to do next. It wasn’t like she could actually send the letter. 
….or could she??
Piper got up from her desk and walked back over to the kitchen counter where she had left Penelope’s letter. She picked it up and pondered. There was something that told her she needed to read it just one more time. As such, she undid her earlier sealing job and pulled the notebook paper back out of the envelope. Unfolding it, she started to read before suddenly freezing. There it was in plain sight. Why hadn’t she realized it earlier? 
Piper ran to her laptop computer and opened it. Searching the white pages, she began typing in all the information she knew about Penelope. She obviously knew her name, but realized she also knew she lived in San Francisco. Not only did she have the location of San Francisco, she also knew about Newport Street. How many women named Penelope lived in San Francisco on Newport Street?
….only one.
Piper found a listing for a Penelope Conner who lived at 45 West Newport Street in San Francisco. It had to be her!
She squealed with elation. She was so happy!! She had Penelope’s address to send her letter to. With that, she made a change of plans. The next day, in place of returning the letter to Megan back to the post office, Piper would be mailing her letter to Penelope instead.
* * * * *
A week later, in San Francisco….
Tears streamed down Penelope’s face as she finished reading the letter she just received in the mail. She had no idea how her letter to Megan found it’s way to Piper Mcdonally, but she couldn’t say she was upset by it. Quite the contrary, in fact. She was so moved by Piper’s letter that it literally made her cry. When she told Bonnie all about it, Bonnie couldn’t believe it. She told Penelope that it had to be fate. There was no other way to explain it. 
Although love for Megan was still in Penelope’s heart, it had been pushed aside to make room for the newly found connection she made with this stranger. She couldn’t deny the fact that Piper sounded like just the type of woman she would want to be with. Piper was everything she wished Megan to be. 
But, what was she to do now? She thought to send Piper a letter, but then she had a better idea. 
* * * * *
It had been two weeks since Piper had sent Penelope the letter. She kept obsessively checking her mailbox every day waiting for a response. However, each day that there was no letter from Penelope in her box, Piper felt the dread of disappointment overtake her. Eventually, she just assumed that no letter would be coming at all. A lot of thoughts went running through Piper’s mind as to why she hadn’t heard from Penelope. Her first thought was that maybe the letter got lost in the mail. That scenario was the more acceptable one. Her other thought that maybe Penelope had received the letter, but chose not to reply, was one she didn’t want to acknowledge. Piper didn’t know what that would mean. In the back of her mind, she hoped that Penelope would be just as taken by her letter as she was taken by Penelope’s. Piper knew she was probably being foolish. But, she just couldn’t get Penelope out of her mind. 
* * * * *
It was nightfall and darkness settled in as Piper sat out on her terrace drinking a cup of hot tea. She was trying to relax and decompress from her day. The sudden ring of her doorbell startled her and she jumped. She looked at the time and it was nearly midnight. She couldn’t fathom who would be at her door at that hour of night. It sort of worried her, honestly. 
She tentatively made her way to the front  door and opened it with hesitation. On the other side of the door stood a young woman. She was absolutely gorgeous and Piper momentarily froze at the sight. 
“Are you Piper Mcdonally?” the woman asked. Her voice was small but warm. 
“Yes,” Piper answered, curiously. 
The young woman’s face lit up. “Wow! You’re even more beautiful than I imagined.”
Piper raised an eyebrow. She was flattered by the compliment, but didn’t understand how this woman knew who she was. She hadn’t seen her anywhere before. 
“Thanks,” she said apprehensively, “Um…do I know you?”
The young woman tucked a piece of hair behind her ear and looked away briefly. When she returned her gaze to Piper, Piper could see the nervousness in her eyes.
“I’m…Penelope.”
Right away, Piper’s heart stopped. There she was! The girl Piper had been dreaming about. She couldn’t believe it. She didn’t know what to say initially. It didn’t seem like words could express what she was feeling. She had built up so much emotion for this woman that it all just came exploding to the surface. Without thinking, she reached out and took Penelope’s face into her hands and kissed her.
Penelope, shocked at first, quickly fell into the kiss, indulging in every moment her lips were on Piper’s. She, too, had feelings for Piper that could not be contained. The kiss became intense and neither wanted to pull away. Inevitably though, the kiss broke and they stood in front of each other completely spellbound. 
Piper took Penelope’s hand into hers.
“Come with me,” she said.
Piper led her into her condo and out onto her terrace. Penelope was immediately taken by the beautiful view. 
“Oh my!” Penelope said, “This is breathtaking.”
She looked up at the night sky and spotted a bright star. She paused and then gasped as a revelation hit her.
“This is gonna sound crazy, but I made a wish on a star just like that one,” she said, pointing to it. 
Piper then had a revelation of her own. “You’re kidding!” she claimed, “because I made a wish on a star just like that one too.”
“And, what did you wish for?” Penelope asked.
Piper thought that over carefully before concluding, “I….I think I wished for you.”
She watched Penelope’s face brighten and it warmed her heart.
“What did you wish for,” Piper asked, looking at Penelope with adoration.
Penelope turned to Piper and said, “I think I wished for you too”
Piper beamed as she got closer to Penelope. She reached out her arms, pulled Penelope into them, and held her tightly. Piper smelled the same apricots and honey on Penelope that had delighted her senses from the day she received the letter. She was completely swept away. 
Both leaning in, their lips met in sweet rapture. They kissed passionately as they stood there on the terrace amidst the illumination of the moon and picturesque city lights. It was a kiss that held the promise of forever. It may not have been logical, but it was surely real and they both felt it.
Perhaps it appeared to have been an accident that a letter ended up in the wrong mailbox.  However, for these two women, it was more than just a fluke. Piper and Penelope were proof that despite life’s obstacles, things can turn around. Sometimes you have to take a chance and wish upon a star.
