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Prologue 

 

 

 

The waves lapped upon the shore as Gram and I collected seashells. It was one of our favorite 

traditions to do by moonlight. With my small chubby fingers, I pulled up a perfectly intact shell. 

“Look, Gram! It’s beautiful,” I called to her as she ambled her way toward me. She nodded 

and smiled. “It’s going to be perfect for your collection, Emme. You shouldn’t let go of the perfect 

ones in life.” 

I shrugged and kept digging until my small seven-year-old fingers were frozen from the 

Maine coastal winds that bore down upon us. We eventually made our way back to the library and 

walked up the steps to the apartment where we lived. Gram’s library was a sanctuary for me. My 

home now. Without her needing to tell me, I ran a bath and washed the sand from my body and 

hair. After I was done, I dressed myself in the warmest pajamas I could find. Gram sat at the table 

drinking tea and kissed me as I approached. 

“You’re growing so fast, Emme. Your parents would be proud of you.” I smiled, not sure 

how they’d know if I was doing well or not. I saw our shells drying on the counter, knowing they’d 

be dry and put away in our jars by the morning. 

“Now off to bed with you,” Gram told me as she playfully tugged my hair. I kissed her cheek 

and went to my room. 

During the night, something woke me from a deep sleep. I sat up hearing whispered voices 

from somewhere outside my room. I padded across the floor, being careful not to wake Gram, and 

peeked outside my door. Nothing. 

Opening my door wider didn’t reveal the noise either. I grabbed my robe, knowing just where 

to look. I had to be fast or she’d catch me, so I swiftly went out the door of our apartment, down 

the stairs, and into the library. The noise got louder and revealed a man’s voice. 

As I got closer to the small room where Gram did her important paperwork, I saw a man 

standing with Gram. He was handsome and tall compared to my gray-haired, short Gram. She 

slumped into her chair and he remained standing. 

“Well, what if I don’t want that future for her? Do I not have any say in the matter?” 



He rubbed his chin. His back was now facing me, and it was then that I noticed his peculiar 

type of attire. He wasn’t wearing clothes that normal men wore; in fact I had never seen anyone 

wear pants like his. He looked like an explorer from one of my books with his pants tucked neatly 

inside of his boots. 

“I’m afraid neither of us has a say; it’s entirely up to Emmeline. If she grows up and begins 

reading the books, then she will know whether or not she wants to do it. You mustn’t hold her 

back from her legacy.” 

They were talking about me! I crouched down, hiding in the shadows, hoping to figure 

out what they were discussing. As it was, I was so confused. 

“You can’t make her protect them, Harold. She will have a choice. She’s my granddaughter!” 

Gram was angry now, and no one wanted to be around her when she was like that. 

Harold backed up a step and slowly took off his funny hat. “I know how you feel—” 

Gram snorted. “No, you do not. I have lost my son and his wife. I will not lose her. It is too 

dangerous. She will have a different life than that.” 

“Your son didn’t die because of the gift, Mavis. And you cannot travel. But it will go to her 

and you know it. Someday you will no longer be here, and she will have to protect your legacy.” 

She made another noise with her nose and said, “My legacy wasn’t something I chose, thanks 

to you, Harold. I think you meant well, but you and I both know how dangerous this is. Traveling 

through time to protect history isn’t something that—” She stopped abruptly and focused her eyes 

onto where I was currently crouched. “I think we have company.” 

I froze. She could see me. I wasn’t as hidden as I thought I was. And Gram was always good 

at seeing me when I thought I was being sneaky. 

“Emmeline, come here.” 

With wobbly legs I walked into my Gram’s forbidden office, and Harold never turned around 

to meet my gaze. Instead, he stood still and faced only Gram. 

“What have I told you about sneaking around at night?” Gram asked sternly. 

“Umm…not to,” I said shakily, almost in tears. 

“Now get your tushy back upstairs and into bed.” I did as she said, never once looking at the 

man in the eyes. 

As I walked back to my room, my brain tried hard to figure out what they were speaking 

about. Traveling through time? Legacy? It was confusing for a seven-year-old to know what those 

words meant. I would ask her about it in the morning. If I didn’t have the nerve to do that, then I 

would look it up in the library. 

But as I felt sleep pull me back under, I had already forgotten the whole conversation and the 

words in which I was to learn. 

 

 

 

 



One 

 

 

I set out to run the path around my dorm’s building after my long day in class. It was my release 

after being swarmed with lecture after lecture and being forced to read books I didn’t want to read. 

The lights from the street lamps lit my way as I ran along the curvy trail. I didn’t want to stay out 

here too late. We did, after all, have a huge day planned for tomorrow. As I ran, all the things we 

had to do to set up tomorrow’s run filled my mind along with the stress of finishing up my year at 

Berkley. I would be sad to leave my friends behind, but England was calling to me. I had this all 

worked out for years, and it was finally within my grasp. I looked forward to finishing up the rest 

of my college life and becoming a teacher. I could actually see it play out in front of me like a 

movie. So far, it went as planned. I spent my one year here in California, and I joined a sorority, 

got great grades, and made new friends. I would stay in England perhaps and teach there if I 

wanted. I was only nineteen and had accomplished so much already. It helped that I took 

accelerated classes in high school, giving me extra credits. The only downside to that was missing 

out on actual teen-life. I didn’t date then nor did I have a lot of friends. I made up for that here at 

Berkley though. 

I wouldn’t be stuck in Bay Ridge like everyone I graduated with. I would be living abroad. I 

would have tea in the mornings and in the afternoons. I wouldn’t be suffering freezing temperatures 

like I grew up with in Maine, choosing not to be subjected to a life on the Maine coast any longer. 

Saving all of my money, I got grants so I could go to school. I did everything with the focus 

that in the end I would be happy. I wouldn’t be like Gram, not that being like her was a terrible 

thing, but I wouldn’t be the town librarian. She had hoped that I would take the reins after she 

retired and I would take over the library. But I just couldn’t see myself sitting at a desk and re-

shelving books every day. Gram was good at her job. She read to the kids every Tuesday, and she 

helped the seniors every Thursday. She got three computers for the library and set them up so 

people in Bay Ridge could actually have Internet. That’s another thing I didn’t miss. The service 

there was terrible. 

Taking the corner at high speed, I felt my muscles tighten up as I ran faster and faster. There 

was always this feeling of exhilaration while I ran. I craved it on stressful days, like my muscles 

yearned for the torture the run put them through. I sighed as I felt the burn in my legs, and at the 

same time my stress sort of melted away. The study session I had with Harmony was gone out of 

my mind for just a second. Then a guy came out of nowhere, and I crashed into him with a smack. 

He fell, actually he tumbled, and I smacked my face on the grass. 

“Oh my God, are you all right?” He laughed. 

He held out a hand, and I took it as he pulled me up and my face burned with embarrassment. 

I was really tired, and no matter how graceful I was as a runner, I always seemed to hurt myself 

when I ran after a long day. I brushed off my knees and the guy did the same. Thankfully I fell 

face first into the grass, not the concrete. 



“I think I’ll live. But these yoga pants are done for,” I told him as I stuck my finger through 

the large hole at the knee. I looked up, and as the street light shone down on his face, I could see 

him fully. He was gorgeous, and I recognized him. I’d seen him around and drooled over his hot 

body a few times. 

“I’m Emme by the way. Sorry for running into you.” 

I pulled my hair back off of my sweaty face and gathered it into a high ponytail. I suddenly 

wished I wasn’t standing in front of him so grossly slick with sweat. He didn’t seem to mind, 

though, as he checked me out. 

“I’m Eric, and you can run into me anytime you want. You belong to Alpha Chi Beta, don’t 

you?” 

“Yep.” I was proud of my sorority and even prouder that he knew I was part of them. “Are 

you coming tomorrow?” 

He nodded, and I knew a guy like him would be up early to watch the 5k we had put together. 

Of course any guy who wasn’t there was a complete idiot or not into girls. 

“The Undie 5k is a great idea,” he said eagerly. “I can’t wait.” I bet he couldn’t. 

It really was a genius idea. Harmony was the one who came up with it. Once we started sign-

ups, at least half of the student body was there begging to sign up. Girls wanted to strip down to 

their panties so that they could show off their assets and hopefully gain the attention of some guy 

they were hopelessly pining for. The guys were there checking out the hot girls who would be 

stripping down and running in their skivvies. We made sure it was only a girl run. That was my 

idea. No guys in their tighty-whities would be running. No one needed to see guys junk flopping 

around as they ran. No thank you. The event was limited to only female students who were 

participating and anyone that donated to the run, we made sure. We were using the money for our 

sorority and donating fifty percent to cancer research. We had made bank on this run, and I was 

proud that we were sending quite a bit to the fund. 

As much as I hoped to run the 5k, I had to work it. Although, I would still be stripping down 

to my undies; it was the one thing Dawn insisted we make a requirement for all of us. We had to 

be in our undies so we showed the school that we were like them. So many people thought all 

sorority girls were snotty bitches—granted some were—but not all of them. I agreed to strip 

knowing that someday I would look back and hopefully laugh about these days. Besides, what is 

college for if not to have fun and be a little reckless? 

“Will I see you there?” Eric asked me with a smile. 

I nodded and bit my lip. I hadn’t really let myself get too attached to guys here. Sure some 

girls want relationships, but I wasn’t ready for that, especially since I was leaving soon. 

“Yeah, I’ll be there. Come by and see me,” I said as I backed away from him slowly. 

He nodded and said, “I can’t wait.” 

I ran back to the dorm, ignoring the pain in my knees. I could feel Eric’s eyes on me as I ran. 

I made sure to run slowly so that he could see me better. I wasn’t afraid of flirting; I actually liked 

it. It was fun to meet a guy and hang out and maybe, if the timing was right, hook up. I was all for 



meeting new people. I wasn’t ready for a serious relationship. It seemed I was at the right school 

for that since none of the guys I had met called or even hinted at a date after things got physical. 

It didn’t ever hurt my feelings. I was here on a temporary basis only and didn’t need any loose 

ends to tie up before I went to England. I already had Gram calling me every week, asking me 

when I was coming home. I could just imagine how awful a long distance relationship would be. 

I reached the dorm, and by then my knee was aching so badly that I was seriously limping. I 

opened my door and found Harmony and Dawn, my sorority sisters, fighting over which panty and 

bra set to wear tomorrow. 

“I already told you I like the blue, now you’re trying to get me to like the gold,” Harmony 

accused. “Gold is for hookers, and we, my friend, are not hookers.” 

I laughed. Harmony was my hippie friend. She was into free love and peace, but not selling 

her body. Her name fit her personality for sure. 

Getting her to agree to wear the underwear was like pulling teeth. Finally she gave in when 

she realized it was for a good cause. She’s a sucker for those. 

“Harmony, you don’t like gold? Fine, but I hate the blue. We’ll have to go out and exchange 

these for a different color,” Dawn huffed putting her hand on her hip. I knew Dawn’s tactic here, 

and I stood back to see what Harmony would do. Harmony hated shopping malls and everything 

they stood for. I bit my lip and watched her face, waiting. 

She looked from the pile of underwear to me and back again. She threw her hands up and 

said, “Fine! Let’s go to the mall.” 

My mouth fell open in shock. I couldn’t believe she chose that over the gold underwear. 

Dawn picked them up and found the receipt inside her purse, then turned to me and said, “Get 

dressed, Emme. We’re going shopping.” 

I saluted her and found a new pair of comfy yoga pants. My limp was getting worse by the 

time we got to the car. 

“What the hell is wrong with your leg?” Dawn asked in irritation. 

“I fell, but it’s okay because I fell into this hot guy. So I hurt myself for a good reason,” I 

explained. They stared at me, then burst out laughing like I said the funniest joke they’d ever heard. 

“Only you could make hurting yourself sound fun,” Dawn said. 

We piled into the car and drove to the mall. It was a quick fifteen minute ride from our campus 

if we took the highway, which we did. Luckily, since it was now dark, the mall was dead. Dawn 

pulled the car into a handicapped space, and I shook my head as she pulled out her grandpa’s card 

and hung it onto the mirror. 

“What?” she asked, feigning ignorance. She pointed to my knee and said, “You’re injured.” 

After limping through most of the mall, we finally made it to the lingerie store. I could stay 

in there all day smelling perfume and picking out cute undies. I had a thing for adorable underwear. 

I liked to look sexy, and there was nothing wrong with that. 

“How about pink?” I asked holding up a pale pink panty and bra set. 



Both girls shook their heads and argued over a floral pattern. I sighed and looked up and 

found a black and hot pink set that stood out and practically begged me to take it home. I reached 

out and ran my fingers over the lacey pattern. It was beautiful and so my style. 

“This…this right here,” I told the girls. They stopped bickering and stopped to stare. 

“Wow, you really have a passion for shopping,” Harmony said quietly. 

“No, Harmony, my passion isn’t for shopping. I have an eye for beautiful things, and this is 

beautiful,” I explained. I felt a slight buzz in my pocket—my phone. 

I pulled it out and answered right away. The caller was my best friend from back home, Rose. 

“Rose, what’s up?” 

She sighed, and I could hear a tremble in her voice. “Your Grandma Mavis is here. They 

brought her in via ambulance, Emme.” 

I dropped the bra and panties and backed out of the store slowly as if getting away from the 

beautiful things would lessen the heart-pounding fear that I felt at that moment. 

“Is…is she all right?” My voice cracked, and I knew instantly it was a stupid question. 

You know when you feel the bad news is real bad? Like when you get that call in the middle 

of the night and you know it’s not good news because it’s so late at night and who would be calling 

you? The fear of the answer Rose had for me was tightening around my throat like a noose. 

“It’s her heart, Emme. It’s growing weary. She was complaining of shortness of breath. She 

called me instead of 911, stubborn woman. So I dispatched an ambulance right away.” Rose was 

a doctor at Bay Ridge Regional, our town’s only hospital, and was always there for my Gram when 

she needed help. “She is experiencing heart failure.” 

She was doing that thing she did ever since she became a doctor; she was talking to me like 

a patient. I absolutely hated it. I didn’t like to be babied, especially by my best friend. 

“Shit, Rose, spit it out. What the hell is going on?” 

“She’s dying, and if you want to say your goodbyes, then get your ass on a plane as soon as 

you can.” 

“Okay,” I whispered and hung up. I looked at my friends and tears slipped down my face 

unexpectedly. “My Gram is sick. I have to go.” 

 

 

 

 

 

Two 

 

 

My leave of absence was emailed and approved by noon the next day, which was great timing 

since I found a flight leaving at three. I packed a small carry-on bag, thinking my stay wouldn’t be 



too long. I packed a week’s worth of clothes and my necessities into the bag: laptop, toiletries, 

make-up, and reading material. My hands shook as I slid the zipper closed. I stopped packing and 

took a breath, willing them to stop, but they didn’t listen. 

Harmony and Dawn were at the sorority house celebrating the awesome 5k they put on. 

Instead of participating that morning, I had been busy typing my leave of absence email and talking 

to Rose about Gram’s steady decline. She was now in ICU and in a coma. Rose swore up and down 

that she was comfortable, but I couldn’t imagine Gram being comfortable with tubes down her 

throat and in her arms. I shivered at the thought of seeing her like that. 

Gram was tough as nails. She was raised in Maine, and her family lived in a small cabin that 

did not have indoor plumbing, a heater, or air conditioning. Her family stayed warm by a fire on 

cold nights and cooled down at the lake on hot summer days. She always told me stories about 

growing up in that small cabin. 

“All five of us would share a room,” she’d explain. “My mother and father had their own 

room, but us kids had to share. I didn’t mind at all. I liked sleeping together with them, especially 

in the winter. We would snuggle up and stay toasty that way.” 

Her accent was thick, just like most of the townspeople. Our town was a well-known fishing 

and harbor town, and most passersbys would remark on how funny we spoke. Gram would tell 

them that no one talked funny but the flatlanders—her name for all non-Maine folks—and they’d 

laugh like they knew what she meant. 

I took my bag and heaved it over my shoulder. I left a note for the girls and didn’t look back 

at my room. I would be back to see it soon. Gram would recover, and I would come back and finish 

school. Then my plans would remain. My life was just on pause. 

 

**** 

 

The plane made a soft humming sound when we reached our altitude, and I was thankful for 

it. The constant engine noise was grating on my nerves. I pulled out a book that Gram had given 

me, and I held it in my hands caressing the cover. It brought back a memory of reading in Gram’s 

library. 

Her building was not always a library. Before Gram bought it, which was years before I was 

born, it was the home of Mr. Harold Lockhart. Harold was a scientist, and the house was befitting 

of a man of science. It was built very strangely. The top half was his private home and the bottom 

his lab and perfume store. 

I always thought it was strange that a scientist would also sell perfume, but Gram told me that 

he sold other things. Then, as a child, I never understood fully what she had meant. But now as a 

grown woman I knew that Mr. Lockhart would sell medicinal supplies and probably things no 

doctor would ever prescribe. From what I understood, he was a very profound and admired 

scientist until his death in the late seventies. It was before his death that he gave Gram the house. 

At first, she moved in to the top and sold books in the bottom half. Gram had always had a love 



affair with books. She told me once that she loved books more than my grandpa loved the sea. He 

owned his own fishing boat, and it was there that he spent a lot of his time. I never met him because 

the summer of 1987 he died at sea, leaving my dad fatherless and Gram a widow. 

She then turned the book store into a library. Times were hard in Bay Ridge and people had 

a hard time buying books. Gram decided our town needed the written word, so she became the 

only town librarian. She was needed in our boring town. I grew up there and relied on books as 

my escape from harsh winters and hot boring summers. I know most of the town relied on her then, 

and still did. 

My eyes began to close, and instead of diving into the pages of my book, I fell asleep. 

“Folks, I’d like to let you know we have reached the Bangor airport. It’s a cold night out 

there, so be sure to bundle up,” the Captain said, waking me from a dream. I wiped my mouth and 

felt drool on my chin. I looked around and noticed most people did the same. Oh well, I guess I 

wasn’t the only drooler on this flight. I looked out of the window and noticed the snowy ground 

below. It sure wasn’t great to be back. I left California and it was seventy degrees, and I come here 

and it’s literally freezing. Fabulous. 

I departed the plane and found a rental car company that was willing to rent a car to someone 

my age. The girl behind the desk handed me keys to a small two door car. Was she kidding me? 

“I need an SUV; it’s snowing outside!” I informed her as she rolled her eyes. I know it had 

been years since I had driven in the snow, but I could have handled the roads. I just didn’t want to 

drive a small compact car in this crap. 

She typed something and informed me there was a bigger car on the lot. 

“Great! I’ll take it.” 

As I stood staring at the minivan, I literally ate my words. 

“Shit,” I said to myself. I climbed in and started up the mommy-van. To my surprise it ran 

pretty smooth as I made my way onto the interstate. I wouldn’t be racing anyone anytime soon, 

but it took the snowy roads pretty well. 

As I watched the snow fall around me and kept an eye out for moose on the road, I was 

reminded of the day my parents died. The night was so similar. I was tucked into bed while Gram 

babysat me so my parents could go out on a much needed date. 

They hadn’t been on one in so long, and I can still remember my mom asking Gram if she 

wouldn’t mind watching me. I brushed my Barbie’s hair while Mom did hers in a pretty bun. Her 

black hair always hung down around her face, so to see her face for once, free of hair, was so 

amazing. 

“Mommy, you’re beautiful,” I had told her. 

She scooped me up and said, “But you are more beautiful and fairer than any in the land.” 

My mom always told me stories of distant lands where princesses lived and waited for their prince. 

In all of the stories, I was the princess. “Now come on. We have to get you to Gram’s.” 

The roads weren’t bad that night, not from my recollection, but the snow was heavy. My mom 

and dad looked so happy as I watched them get into their car and wave goodbye to me. I waved 



back, not knowing that I would never see them again. Gram became my mom and dad in one night. 

She took me in and cared for me after they died, and I’ll never forget how she remained so strong. 

Even after the funeral when I would cry, she’d say, “You’re mom and dad are not gone forever. 

You’ll see them again someday. No crying because you must be strong and live this life that they 

gave you. You are a gift, and they would want you to live each day thankful for what you have 

and who you will someday be.” 

I’ll never forget her words, and I still didn’t. As I made my way to Bay Ridge, I wondered 

how in the world a strong woman like Gram could leave this world. My Gram was tough, no one 

else in our town was tougher. I knew she would be just fine and make it out of the hospital and 

back into the library soon. She just needed to get her heart fixed, that’s all. 

My phone buzzed at that same moment. 

“Rose?” I answered with my freezing hands. 

“Where are you, Emme? The weather is getting kind of rough here,” she said. 

“I’m about an hour out. How is Gram doing?” 

“Emme, she’s not getting any better. She is still in a coma. We’re doing all we can to make 

her comfortable, but she has strict rules for how she wants to spend her last days. I need you to get 

here so we can discuss them.” 

Ugh, she was doing that doctor thing again. 

“Rose, I know you’re trying to prepare me and all, but I have a feeling Gram will be fine.” 

“Emme,” Rose whispered, “I don’t think you understand the severity of the situation. Your 

gram isn’t going to get better. She is declining, and she asked us not to keep her alive on machines. 

I mean, don’t you understand what I’m saying to you?” 

Anger coursed through me now as I gripped the steering wheel. I tried really hard not to lose 

it on Rose, but I didn’t think she understood. She had parents still, who she saw every day. 

“Rose, I understand. I’m not a child, but I’m trying to stay positive. Do you think this is easy 

for me? I’m losing the last family member I have left. I’ll be…I’ll be alone.” I pulled the car into 

a turnout and took heavy breaths as the tears threatened to come. “I need to go. I can’t focus on 

the road while I cry.” I hung up on my friend and got back on to the road. I had to get to Gram and 

make sure she made it through this. 

 

 

 

 

Three 

 

 



Finally I made it to Bay Ridge and saw the welcome sign even through the heavy snow. I could 

instantly smell the salty air as I rolled down the window. It had been a long time. I had to smell it, 

but the snow was getting in and all over me so I rolled it back up. 

Turning onto the main road, I saw the hospital leering in front of me. 

Dread. I felt it as I got closer. The town was asleep as it usually was this early in the morning. 

The sun was just coming up over the roofs of the buildings and houses. 

It was a small town. There were only three traffic lights, but it was growing. I could see that 

as I drove through. There was a coffee shop that hadn’t been there before and a new sandwich 

shop. As I turned the corner to the hospital, I saw new construction going in. They had levelled 

out quite a bit of forest to build God-only-knows-what. The sign read: JR Builders, bringing you 

brighter tomorrows. 

“Ugh,” I moaned. The last thing the town needed was a strip mall. Sure, the little kids here 

would enjoy a new movie theatre and bowling alley, but would they really like a new mall? 

Just by thinking that made me a traitor. I had packed up and moved away as soon as I 

graduated, and my new life was surrounded by buildings and malls. I had left this small town 

behind, and now I wasn’t in the position to say what was right or wrong. I was an outsider now. 

I pulled into the hospital parking lot and parked the van. Stretching my legs felt so good as I 

walked into the main entrance. I felt fine until I saw Rose coming to meet me. As soon as I saw 

her face, I lost it, falling into her arms and crying. She cried too as she held me tightly. I didn’t 

know how much I missed my friend until that moment. We talked frequently, but I didn’t realize 

she would look so damn grown up. 

“I’m so sorry if I sounded insincere earlier. I just …” she sobbed softly. “I just didn’t want 

you to think the impossible.” She pulled away from me and looked me in the eyes. “She’s dying, 

Emme. We’ve removed a lot of the tubes, to make her comfortable.” 

I nodded and didn’t say a word because what could I say? There were no words that would 

save Gram, and I had come here hoping beyond hope that Gram would pull through. 

I followed her to ICU and wiped my tears with the back of my hand. The hospital was quiet, 

save for a few beeps and nurses talking. 

Rose opened the door to the ICU and in we went. My hands were betraying me as they shook 

nervously. There lay Gram on the first bed to my right. 

I wasn’t prepared to see Gram’s frail body spread out on the tiny hospital bed. Her once black 

and gray hair was now as white as snow. Her strong face was slack and pale. Her once firm hands 

were covered with tubes and looked gray. Her color was all wrong. She was bright and lively the 

last time I saw her; now she was faded. 

She looked dead already, and a chill went through me at seeing her like this. When my parents 

died in the car accident, I never had to see them like this. My last thoughts of them were vibrant 

and alive. Now my last moments with Gram would not be. Would I always think of this moment 

when I thought of her? 



I rushed to her side and held her hand gently, afraid she would break. I rubbed her hand 

tenderly, and for the first time ever I was wracked with the guilt of leaving her here alone. When 

I left a year ago, I didn’t look back. I was so selfish. How could I leave her here? She had no one 

to take care of her, and when she needed me most, I was shopping for underwear. 

I hated myself in that moment, and it showed on my face because Rose grabbed me by the 

shoulders and said, “Now you knock that shit off right now, Emme. She wasn’t alone. She has the 

whole town here supporting her.” 

“But, I left her. She was there when I was alone and parentless, and I left her. When she 

needed me, I was out in California being a pretentious little shit.” 

Rose shook her head and laughed. 

“You went away to school. I did too; I left. I was gone way longer than you were.” 

It wasn’t the same, and she knew it. She went to school one state away and was home on 

weekends with her family. Rose was older than I was and of course had her career before me. 

When she went to college, I knew I wanted to go too. I always wanted to teach abroad and had a 

plan by my sophomore year. So when I graduated, I packed up my car and left this small town 

behind, and Gram too. 

A nurse came in and interrupted our talk, but I didn’t mind. She whispered a few things to 

Rose, and her eyes grew wide. 

“When did this happen?” Rose asked suddenly. 

“When you were downstairs on break,” the nurse said hesitant. 

Rose came to Gram’s bedside and checked her vitals and quickly flashed a light in her eyes. 

My heart was pounding as she did so. I was terrified at what this was all about. 

“What is it?” I asked frantically. 

“She said while I was downstairs, Mavis woke up and called out for you. She must be coming 

out of the coma.” Now my heart was really pounding. Could Gram possibly be getting better? Or 

was it a fluke. I had read once that when the body is dying the brain did strange things. 

“Talk to her, Emme. She will hear you. She’s not brain dead; she’s just not strong enough to 

fight anymore,” Rose instructed me. 

I leaned in and sat next to her body. It felt cold, so I pulled the blanket up higher. I ran my 

hands over her hair and said, “I’m here, Gram. I came all the way home. I won’t leave you again.” 

I cried and the tears slipped onto her. “I’m so sorry for leaving. I never intended to leave you alone. 

I only wanted to go to school.” I paused, waiting for her to wake up and reply to me. I shot a glance 

at Rose, and she ushered me to go on. 

“I was driving here, and I was thinking about all the times we spent together in the library 

and how special you have made my life here. I can’t lose you, Gram. I’m not ready.” The sobs 

took over, and I bent down to cry. If I never got to hear her voice again, I would never forgive 

myself. 

I felt her hand reach up and run through my hair. Looking up, I saw her dark brown eyes stare 

at mine. I smiled lightly. 



She returned the smile and said, “Don’t you ever say foolish things, child. You’ve been my 

delight for all of these years. I’m so proud of you.” She stopped and coughed a horrible liquid 

sounding cough. Her eyes didn’t hold their usual light. She looked exhausted. 

“She may have fluid in her lungs,” Rose said as she rushed to Gram’s side to do God-knows-

what. 

“No!” Gram said, hoarsely. “Enough. I’m ready to die.” She coughed again and seeing her 

like this was tearing me apart. “I don’t want to be in anymore pain. Just let me go.” 

I looked at Rose and had no idea what to do. She was obviously hurting with each cough. 

“I can give you something for the pain, but Mavis, if you don’t let me clear that fluid, you’ll 

…” 

“I’ll drown and die like my husband. So leave me be. I’ve signed my papers.” Gram had 

signed her DNR papers, but that didn’t mean Rose had to stand by and not treat her symptoms. 

“Gram, Rose has a duty to treat your symptoms while you’re here. She can’t let you drown 

in your own fluid. What if you can make it out of this and go home?” I was always hopeful. 

Gram’s eyes fluttered and Rose went to work. I stepped back and fell into the nurse’s arms 

as she ushered me out of the room so they could work. I couldn’t help but wonder if I would get a 

proper chance to say goodbye. 

 

**** 

 

I woke up an hour or so later and blinked my eyes to find I was still in the waiting room, 

alone. Rose hadn’t come out to talk to me yet. I pulled myself upright and dug for my phone. There 

were no missed calls, so I shut it back down and threw it in my bag. 

The sun was all the way up in the sky, and I stretched. I needed to see what was going on 

with Gram, but there was no one to talk to. I found a coffee machine and made myself a cup with 

extra sugar and no cream, because there wasn’t any. I braved the coffee and was surprised that it 

was good. 

“There you are, Sleeping Beauty,” Rose said as she walked into the room. “I figured since 

we got your Gram settled and rested, I’d let you sleep.” 

I put the coffee down and ran my hands over my messy head. “Can I see her?” 

Rose nodded and took me down the hall. I wondered then if she ever slept. 

“When do you go home?” I asked her. 

She laughed. “That’s a funny joke. Home, what’s that?” 

I stopped her in the hall. “Wait, are you telling me you don’t go home? Come on.” 

“I do. I just haven’t been there in two days. Not since Mavis came in. I’m one of three doctors 

in this hospital and the only one who specializes with the care she needs. I’m the only one you’d 

want to take care of her, right?” I nodded. “So that’s why I stay: for you.” 

I wrapped her in my arms and thanked her for staying. “Is Gram stable?” 



She nodded. “For now. We’ve moved her from ICU to her own room. She is comfortable. 

She asked that I give her something for the pain, but she is awake. The pulmonary edema has 

subsided for now, but with her weak heart it will either come back or her heart will give out.” 

I bit my lip and wondered out loud, “How long does that give her?” 

“It’s hard to say, maybe two days or maybe a week. I know that she won’t make it home, 

Emme. But that’s what she’s been asking for, to die in her bed. I just can’t release her to go home. 

Without the proper comforts, she would be in a lot of pain. Even a woman as tough as her, she 

wouldn’t be able to die at home.” 

I understood what she meant, Gram would be in so much pain and we’d end up back here 

anyway. I followed her to a nice quiet room where Gram lay. She actually had a bit more color in 

her cheeks, but nothing like the Gram I knew. I sat with her as she slept until it got dark. Finally 

when I couldn’t sit there any longer or read anymore magazines, I left the hospital to go home and 

shower. I had been in the hospital for almost twenty-four hours. 

Rose had gone home to sleep, and the hospital staff knew I was only down the road and to 

call me if Gram woke up. They gave me a bag of Gram’s belongings as I left the hospital. 

I drove the small trek to the library. I didn’t expect to feel what I did when I pulled into the 

lot. All of the feelings of home came back to me. The times I would run around the library like it 

was my playground, the summers spent on the beach across the street, and Gram’s face while I 

made snowmen in the parking lot. 

The old building was a faded robin’s egg blue that needed to be re-painted from the many 

storms that hit our coast. But it was built sturdy and strong just like Gram. 

I put my key in the lock and pushed the door in. Snow had built up on the steps, and I shoveled 

it away and poured salt on it so I didn’t slip coming out in a rush to go back to the hospital. A pile 

of mail sat at the hardwood floor when I walked into the entrance. I pulled them from the floor and 

set them aside for another time. I looked around the library for a moment. It sat to the left when 

you entered the door and had its own entrance. To the right was a separate door that led up a few 

stairs to Gram’s house. The library was quiet as I opened the other door. I shut it and walked up 

the creaky steps. It was a miracle she never fell down and broke a hip on the damned stairs. 

The house was clean as usual and still smelled of lemon. The white walls were filled with 

pictures of me from my childhood. I passed them by without a second glance. 

The kitchen needed a few groceries and a good mopping. Something had spilled on the floor, 

maybe milk, and was now sticky. I didn’t want to think how the spill happened, but I was sure it 

happened when she called Rose. 

I went to my old bedroom, and it felt so very strange to be home. I set my bag down and 

Gram’s next to it. Digging out my pajamas, I went to my bathroom to clean up. Once inside I took 

a good long look at myself. 

I looked like shit. My brown hair was frizzy and pulled up in the worst ponytail possible. I 

had always loved the color of my hair, but hated my curls. I wished that I had straight hair like 

Rose or my friends back home. Oh, how easy ponytails and showers would be. Not to mention the 



money I would save on product. My make-up was smeared under my eyes like I had stayed out 

partying all night. 

I started the shower and let the heated mist surround me as I cleaned away the sadness and 

the stress. 

When I emerged, I checked my phone; no missed calls. I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing 

or not. I needed to nap and to get my butt back to see Gram. But as I put on my sweatpants and T-

shirt, it was the library that called to me. I listened to the call and walked down the stairs and into 

my Gram’s library. I turned on the lights and a heavy feeling came over me. What would happen 

to this place when Gram died? I wasn’t sure, but one thing I did know was that I was not the person 

for the job. 
 


