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Chapter One

	I


	t was an improbable, impossible week at work.  As Manager at Morgan Stanley, one of the largest investment firms in Boston, actually in the country, Derek Holland had just lived through the September 15, 2008 Wall Street disaster.  They called it the beginning of a recession but later when they heard that Lehman Brothers was failing, the insiders in the business knew it was much more than that.

	The very next day, Derek knew he had to get away to clear his mind.  So he packed his RV and headed north for some "off season" camping at Sebago Lake. Intuitively, he understood this trip was more a matter of survival than impulse.

	As he drove up the Maine Turnpike, he began to relive the eighteen months since the accident outside of Boston where he lost he lost his wife, Jenny, and son, Zack. It was an unusual accident, the collision of two commuter trains.  The conductor, Phil Edmundton,  died when the two-car train he was operating struck the back of another train as he was approaching Woodland Station outbound on the green line at about 6 PM.  Somehow he missed the signal. Unfortunately, he took others to their death with him.  Jenny Holland, a young mother, and Zack Holland, her seven year old son were two causalities.

	As Derek's mind drifted back to that time, stark images of black twisted steel surfaced.  The scene with blue uniformed helpers, struggling emergency workers in bright orange, and a sense of urgency and horror.  Then he saw the dead faces of Jenny and Zack appearing slowly until they took over his whole mind and refused to dissipate into memory. They were still images etched in grey and black with diffused borders that entered stealthily, slowly descending like ghosts into his mind's eye.  He recognized the form of Jenny's face and the sweetness of Zack's mouth and eyes.

	An agitated motorist beeped his horn warning him as he drifted into the wrong lane.  Derek shook his head once as if to shake the image out of his mind, and, then again, to bring him back to the reality of the moment.

	I didn't think it could get any worse Derek thought as he sped along.  Jenny and Zack gone.  He felt the tears begin to well up in his throat.  Now this.  A tinge of fear gripped him.  It was always that tightening in his stomach that got his attention.  I could lose my job too.  Hell, everyone could lose their job.  Automatically, the investor in him began to assess the finances. What would be left?  What could he sell?  Where could he live?

	Suddenly, he started to smile to himself thinking that nothing could compare to the loss he had just lived through.  Even homelessness couldn't compare to the loss he already felt.  Suddenly, he realized he'd been prepared for this threat of loss. The accident was a life changer for me-not some disaster, some tragic error, or whatever it was that Channel 5 kept saying.  He knew he had found the only good anyone could ever say about losing his wife and child. Now, he could face any serious loss and live through it.

	When Derek was a young man, he'd been a camp counselor at Camp Sunshine in the Sebago Lake area.  Fondly, he remembered the lazy days swimming in the lake, teaching the boys how to fish.  Because the boys were terminally ill, the counselors did more than teach swimming and fishing.  They taught the boys to “live on.”  He remembered the peace sitting alone by the fire after the boys went to bed.  Now, he longed for any peace!  Instinctively, he recognized his need to return to the lake.  Now, Derek needed to find a way to “live on.”

	Stopping at the rest stop on 95, he ordered a large coffee at the Burger King.  The fatigue was beginning to set in.  Every bone in his body felt heavy. He had lived on caffeine these past few months.  Making his way up the Pike past Portland, he willed himself to stay awake.

	God, he remembered those long days at the office right after the funeral. Twelve hours a day!  Never stopping to feel or think.  Just working every minute.  Now I don't know how I made it. Work, and more work, I guess.   The worst thing was going home.  Couldn't do it some nights so I slept downtown, or at work. Now my work could be gone too.

	Derek felt dazed by the decline in the market, the puncturing of the subprime mortgage bubble.  It was a series of moments of  "What's next?" But I have to keep going he thought as he automatically checked the rear view mirror to see if his small car was still hitched behind him. He adjusted the mirror, took another sip of the hot coffee and slowed down when he saw the Maine State Police up ahead.

	Grateful to have anything to think about, anything to attend to, he kept his mind on the road.  Carefully, he listened to the persistent voice bursting from the GPS. In 4.5 miles take a right onto Highway 261.  He tried not to think.  But then as he made his way over to Sebago Lake, the country roads were more familiar, more relaxed.  Inadvertently, he replayed the day of the accident in his mind much as he did every time there was time for thought.

	At work, Derek was interrupted by a late afternoon call.  Someone was disturbing his hurried work as he tried to record the transactions of the day in a client’s folder.  He promised to meet Jenny and Zack at the Red Sox game.

	         Baseball was Zack’s thing.  The Red Sox his team.  He was seven and played Little League ball with the Hingham Pirates.  His uniform was not the conventional red or blue stripe but black and white, a perfect match for his black curly hair.  Derek was nervous when his son went to bat because the boy took every swing personally.  His dream-to hit like “Papi” of the Boston Red Sox.

	“Mr. Holland,” the official voice on the phone said bringing Derek back to the moment.

	“Yes,” he said as he straightened in his chair.

	“We don’t want to alarm you but there’s been an accident.  The T heading to Boston - a serious accident-two trains collided.”

	Derek put his hand to his head and gasped.

	“Your wife and son are being treated at the Mass General.  Can you come right away?”

	“Are they alright? he cried out, now standing and shaking all over.

	“We're doing the best we can,” the tired voice said.

	“Yes, yes thank you.”

	Leaving his papers on the desk, Derek grabbed his coat and sprinted to the parking lot below.  In a frenzy, he made his way to Fruit Street pulling into the parking lot without taking a ticket.  Running through the front lobby to the emergency room, he was greeted by the awful sight of nurses hustling between gurneys with broken bodies.

	“Jenny Holland!  Zack Holland!"  He shouted to anyone who would listen.  Someone directed him to a curtained cubicle.  The traumatic sights and sounds of that night became imbedded in his brain as he ended that day, not at a Red Sox game, but identifying the bodies of his wife and child.  These sights and sounds became a permanent memory in his psyche-and he ran from them every day and especially every night.

	At first, it didn’t seem real to Derek.  Every night when he was on the subway, he would think he was just ending the day going home to Hingham. To the comfort of his white colonial two-story house with its sculptured lawn and shrubs on 113 Elm St. Then, he realized that the comfort was gone.  Then, the memory flashed into his mind.  The constant media barrage of coverage of the accident added more visuals to the permanent visual slide show in his mind.  The scene of the train wreck, the testimony of those who survived.  He knew he shouldn't watch but he couldn’t pull himself away.

	Automatically, it was Channel 5 Boston, or 10 New England, that he turned to.  Inevitably, his wife and child’s image would appear-along with every gruesome detail that became his own.  Somehow he thought if he saw Jenny and Zack again, they might come back. This might be a nightmare!

	In the early weeks, Derek stumbled through the memorial and burial with the help of his own family, and, of course, Jenny’s Mom and Dad.  Somehow, he deferred decisions to her parents who were as broken as he was. They all just moved by rote.  It wasn’t as if Derek had no feelings, every night he cried, heart wrenching sobs that wracked his body.  Every time, he saw his son, Zack’s, face, this beautiful dark haired boy with lively innocent eyes, he wept again.  Sometimes he starred at Jenny’s picture for hours, or replayed their videos thinking he might keep her memory alive.

	Then in a few months, when the media cycle changed and he finally put his pictures in a special place, except his favorites which he kept beside his bed, he stopped crying every night.

	It was at this point that he realized the subprime mortgage crisis was becoming a crisis at Morgan Stanley.  There were meetings and more meetings.  Contact with clients, trying to reassure them and contact with his brokers to also reassure them.  As the situation at work became more desperate, Derek willingly drowned himself in his work.  Now to save his company, the only thing left.

	But as the months went on, he began to lose hope, and burn out physically with weight loss and fatigue.  This was his condition on September 15, 2008, the day of the Wall Street disaster, with Lehman Brothers about to fail and Morgan Stanley in trouble. Completely exhausted he approached the entrance gate at Sebago Lake.

	No reservations needed.  Just drive up to the gate, write down the dates, pick a site, and put a check in the brown box.  No one had to know where he was for a few days.  He would call his boss when he could but he knew there was little he could do for now.

	Derek picked site #148 because of its unencumbered view of the lake.  As he began to set up, he barely noticed a small tent tucked into the corner of #149 or the figure lying on the beach beside a beach chair.  He unhitched his Mazda Miata from the back of his RV and backed into the extra space on the site.

	Of course, he was destined to remember other times when the family pulled into Sebago.  The image of Jenny’s slight figure came back. Her dark silken hair cut in a straight “bob” that framed her face and moved when she turned her head.  Watching her move was like listening to a perfectly played Chopin Nocturne.  She was light and smooth yet filled with ripples of sound that were both soothing and exciting.

	Jenny would direct him into the campsite with little gestures to come forward, or move left or right.  Zack would climb up on the front seat delighting in being with Daddy “upfront".

	“Ok, Daddy, go back now. Stop!”

	When the Flair was in its spot, Jenny always said “Good job”, whether it was crooked or not.

	“Good job, Daddy,” echoed Zack.

	“Good job, Buddy,” the father repeated.  The little boy’s eyes always sparkled in the light of his father's approval.

	On these trips, Derek was always teaching the little boy, “You put this bar down now and lift this lever.” The boy watched and listened.

	“Now we get the hose and plug it in.”

	“Over here, over here,” the father pointed to the faucet. “And now we plug in  this cord so we will have electricity. We need that!”

	“We need that,” the child said mimicking the same tone as his father, following a few steps behind him.

	“Sweetheart, do you know where the red and white checkered tablecloth is?"  Jenny would call out.

	“Look in the box under the front seat.” Derek was great at remembering where everything was so Jenny often relied on his memory.

	“OK, got it! We’re good!  I’ll make some sandwiches,” she would say as she opened the frig in the RV.  Yeah, he thought, things with Jenny and Zach were always good.

	Then, Derek realized that this was the first time he'd taken out the RV since they were gone.  A wave of nausea swept over him.  Too many memories-too painful-he thought.  A shiver of fear went through him. Several times last summer he thought of camping and even made a trip over to Overland’s RV place to see if he could sell it.  When he found out the RV had depreciated so much, he decided to keep it.  Now, once again he wasn’t sure.

	After Derek fixed himself a snack, the nausea and fear left and fatigue overcame him so he decided to lie down for a few minutes.  He drew the curtains in the bedroom area to darken the room and as he dozed off, he could hear the rhythm of the waves on the shore.  Exhausted, he slept dreamless through the rest of that day and night until 6AM the next morning.

	Derek didn't know that he was not alone in his need to escape. Earlier that week Ingrid Mikkleson,  on her yearly pilgrimage to Sebago Lake, had found her way to the little tent on site #149,  to become the slight figure sleeping on the far side of the beach.  The one he barely noticed.

	 

	 

	
Chapter Two

	I


	ngrid looked down at the odometer as she sped along Route 95 on her way to the Sebago Lake Region.  Mindlessly, she paid the toll after greeting the toll taker as if this woman was one of Svein's parishioners, "And how are you today?  Thank you so much."  She automatically smiled into the tired, complacent face of the toll lady who seemed grateful to have any pleasant conversation headed her way. However, the toll taker did not return the smile.

	Ingrid realized that it had been two years since she had to greet any parishioners at Grace Lutheran. Had it really been two years?  How could that be? Two years?  Sometimes it feels like a week, or two months, and sometimes it feels like forever.  I guess I'm better than I was.  They say there's a definite progression to getting out of grief.  Elizabeth Kubler Ross' progression.  Like shock, denial, and all that.  Sometimes when you're going through it, it's hard to remember those stages she thought. Yes, stages. That's it!

	It can't be that definite for everyone.  You miss a husband you loved- more than a husband you didn't even like.  I know some women from Grace Lutheran that would be glad to be rid of a husband.  Their stages could never be the same as mine.  Just not as deep.  More superficial, I guess.

	"You're in shock," Carla said to me in that first week.  I guess she was right but it didn't seem like shock.  It was more like walking in a trance, doing everything by rote.  I had to push my body to do what my mind told it to do.  And it did it.  Like getting dressed in a simple black dress for the funeral.  Buying Kari an appropriate black suit with a ruffled collar, and the black shoes.  Sneakers wouldn't do at a funeral memorial service for the daughter of the Senior Pastor.

	And when things went wrong, when things got out of order like when the flowers got delivered to the wrong funeral home, I didn't get upset.  I cried because it seemed too heavy a mistake to try to fix. When Annie, Svein's secretary fixed it with a simple phone call, I could see that it was just a little detail.  I felt a little foolish crying so hard over that but it was OK.  Everyone was solicitous because I wasn't supposed to react normally.  After all, who finds their husband dead in his chair in the parsonage?

	Shock might be fixating on a small thing like the scarf to wear to the funeral.  What color?  One with too much color might not be appropriate but the dress needed some color.  Wouldn't people understand that the dress needed color. Probably not!

	Seeing the scarf lying on my bed, Svein's and my bed, Kari had said, "Mom are you going to wear this scarf with your dress?"  I didn't know how to answer her so I simply put on the scarf with black, blue, magenta and purple accents.  I just let her question make the decision for me.

	But it wasn't the scarf that stuck in her mind these last two years.  It was the look of death on Svein's face that day when she found him.  He was slumped down in his oversized black leather chair.  Her thoughts kept returning to that look, that blank white stare that was unmistakably death.  It came like a single frame in a movie. Suddenly, there on the screen of her mind.   Sometimes in her dreams it reappeared.  Every time it jolted her. Maybe that's what they mean when they say "shock"?

	How is it that one moment can implant itself in your mind she thought.  One sight that gets stuck and won't let time erase it.  Every other moment moves on but that moment recreates itself.  Maybe I'm bringing it on myself.  I'm not moving through the stages of grief the way I should.  Maybe I'm just crazy, she thought.

	There were grief therapy sessions at the church for those who are "experiencing" grief.  Ingrid knew she should go, so she did.  Self conscious, unwilling to believe she had to.  The corridor to the room behind the vestibule seemed longer on those nights.  Her reluctance to go was evident in her slow stride, and in the fact that she always arrived late.  But once in the room, she spoke of Svein to people who knew him and loved him.  She left feeling better.

	It may
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