
Never Ending Story

Part One

There is an old woman I see every day sitting by the fountain. On my way to
school I see her. On the way back I see her. I can even see her out my window. I have
always wondered about her, so one day I got up my courage and asked.

Now this is where my story begins.

Itwas cold the night I met Anastasia. I left the house wearing my snow jacket and
scarf. Winters in New York are usually cold, but I never thought it was possible to be
this cold. I walked through the swirling winds in the park and slowly approached the
woman. Her eyes were closed and she was smiling-smiling in weather this bad;
amazing. When I got closer she opened her eyes.

"Ah, I knew you would come," she said with a toothless laugh.
There was an awkward silence, but I interrupted it, inviting her in for a cup of tea.
"Well, I guess so ... but I haven't left this spot since ... well, I guess I could ...
"Ok," she said triumphantly as if she had just won a trophy.
The woman seemed younger than she looked and went easily up the stairs.

Inside, I offered the woman a cup of tea and cookies. She gladly took them and gobbled
them up.

I had so many questions I didn't know where to begin. As if reading my mind,
she introduced herself: "My name is Anastasia de la Contina Marcadores. Glad to make
your acquaintance." And through the nights she told me about her life.

Part Two

She lived happily with her parents in London, England until she was five. Her
parents had been murdered leaving her only a £.oncerti.!!,aand an old key. After a lot of
practicing, she grew to be an excellent musician. People would pay to hear her play,
though she only got barely enough money to pay for food and a place to stay. But her
whole life she wondered where the old key led to. Her parents left her no instructions of
what to do with the key. Every night she searched for the door that the key would fit
into, hoping that it would solve the mystery of her parents' death.

By the time she was fourteen, she grew bored with just playing music, for it was
not what she wanted to do. She decided to pursue her dream of being a teacher. Of
course, this was hard for she had never been to school and had no idea how to read or
count.

She sold her concertina and used the money to buy books. Now this might sound
impossible, but Anastasia learned to read, write, and count just by using three worn out
b~ (Mathematics for Beginners, Tom Sawyer, Cinderella). It took two years to learn
how to read fluently. But, of course, Anastasia was Anastasia, and she soon forgot about
the idea of teaching, and it floated away like a cloud to the back of her head.



For she had fallen in love.
His name was Matthew. He was tall and lanky and had a unshaved stubble of hair

on his chin. His mysterious eyes, hearty laugh and big smile made Anastasia instantly
like him. They met on a cloudless night in the courtyard of the Opera House. Anastasia
was taking a break from her studies, and was enjoying the moonlight when Matthew
came out of the Opera House carrying a large bag. When he spied the beautiful
Anastasia, he walked over, sat down beside her, and stated a conversation.

And so from then on, every Friday night outside the Opera House, Anastasia told
Mathew about her life as a musician, and Matthew told her stories of his travels and good
fortune. Some nights, Matthew would bring Anastasia presents, such as exotic perfumes,
jewelry, and two wooden monkeys he had gotten in Bombay. He got her anything that
would make her-happy.

Finally after two months, Matthew proposed to Anastasia. Without delay, she
said yes.

Anastasia imagined them living in a big mansion. So when Matthew showed
Anastasia where they would live, she was really surprised. It was an abandoned shack
with spider webs and rats. Anastasia got mad.

"You told me you were rich; had a job; had an indoor pool ... I can't believe you,
you ... you .. .lured me in with all your fancy gifts, which you obviously couldn't afford.
Where did you get those gifts, anyway. You didn't steal them did you?"

There was a moment of silence, and then Matthew spoke.
"I'm sorry, Anastasia, I did steal them. I'm a thief."
She immediately ran away. For weeks, she traveled, until finally she arrived in

New York City. She was so tired that she sat on that fountain and she didn't leave that
spot until the night that I invited her over.

I don't know that much more about her life, so it's all a big mystery to me. All I
know is that she comes over to my house every Monday night, telling me the story of her
life as we drink tea.

The end.
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