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Visit to the Well
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I have always loved going to the well to retrieve water for my mother and our family. The well near our home was large and surrounded by a brick wall on which we often sat as we visited with others. I enjoy chatting with my friends and basking in the sunshine. One visit to the well forever altered my life.

My ancient Grandmother Milcah managed our household with stern control. Since Grandfather Nahor died, she owned the house and controlled all within it. Even before his death, she kept the responsibility of the home gripped in her tiny fist. 

Grandmother’s home was not the largest in Harran, but few were as large. Like most homes there, a tall, rounded structure, looking much like a beehive, rose from the first floor. These helped to keep the building cool in the hot times of the year and warm during the cold times. The open tips of these beehive additions allowed sun and light to enter and smoke to escape. I often wondered what kept the rain out during the heavy rains, but somehow, our home stayed dry. These tall, rounded additions kept our homes comfortable.

I often worked beside both Mother and Grandmother. How else would I know how to be the mistress of my home? Mother had learned the important responsibilities of caring for a home from her own mother. When they differed from Grandmother’s ways, as they often did, Grandmother Milcah insisted hers were right. I often watched Mother hold back tears of anger when Grandmother raged about having things done her way.

It was difficult to be there in the middle, between Mother and Grandmother. Mother had always desired the joy of her own home. However, Father had brought her to live in his parent’s home. At first, he promised it would be temporary, but as the years passed, Grandmother Milcah found ways to keep them in her home. 

Mother accepted all the responsibilities Grandmother Milcah would allow, directing the cleaning and overseeing the cooking. Even as she did that, she knew Grandmother kept her eyes on everything that happened in her home, and insisted we do everything her way. Mother tried to change, but it always brought arguments and tears.

Many times I promised myself not to act like my grandmother as the mistress in my home. When my sons brought their wives home, they could live where they pleased. Everything would not focus on me and my way.

Over the years, I have succeeded in that challenge more often than not, although I realize now I may have been kinder.

On that momentous day, we had spent the day cleaning the house from roof to basement, using much more water than normal, preparing our home and a special meal for an unknown visitor. Every woman in the house, except those who cooked, worked to complete the cleaning before time for the evening meal. Every year we did this. Most years, Father went to the streets to invite a guest. This year would doubtless be the same.

We needed one more trip to the well for water. I volunteered, grateful to stretch my back and walk away from the stress of the working women.

“Hurry there and back,” Mother ordered. “We have no time for you to gossip with your friends.”

The sun stood high above the horizon. “My friends will not join me there to gossip at this time of afternoon. I will hurry.”

Grabbing my favorite sunset red urn, I hurried out the door, feeling an unexpected freedom swell within in my breast. I filled my lungs with a deep breath and allowed it to deliberately slip out. Tipping my head back to feel the sun warm my face, I spun in a circle and danced toward the well.

As expected, no other young women dipped water for their mothers.I had no one to gossip with or share stories. There would be no delays in filling my urn and returning to the cleaning.

The vessel, attached to a post by a long rope, plunged deep into the well without being lost. Releasing the vessel into the well and leaning on the sandstone brick wall to listen for it to hit the water, I saw a tall stranger swathed in white robes to keep sun and sand away standing in prayer. Near him stood his camels. I shrugged. Normally, only women used the well to bring water to their homes, but sometimes men visited our well. We lived on a trade route and strangers often came to town. I pulled the vessel from of the well.

Grandmother Milcah did not like me to go to the well alone, fearing one of these strangers would abduct me and demand a fortune to return me. I did not understand her fears. Who was I that a stranger would pay attention to me? I had grown taller than all my friends and struggled with my sense of self, considering myself less than them, petite, dark eyed,  and beautiful. What man would want a tall, big-footed woman with lighter brown eyes like me?

As I poured water from the vessel into my urn, the stranger approached. I held my breath, praying he would not want to cause my family problems by taking me from them. I did my best not to show my concern and turned to smile at him.

“I pray you, mistress, give me some water,” he said, holding out his cup.

I caught my breath. His demeanor showed no threat to me. Certainly Grandmother Milcah would understand giving a stranger water. I lifted my urn and poured water into his cup. As he lifted it to his lips, a camel complained where it stood with his others, their heads drooping near the dry watering trough.

“Your camels must be thirsty. Allow me to draw water for them as well.” I turned and dumped the vessel into the well again, pouring the water  into the trough many times until the camels quenched their thirst. 

As the camels dipped their noses into the water, the stranger touched my arm. “Who are you?”

I shrugged. How would it hurt to tell this kind man my name? “I am Rebekah, daughter of Bethuel, Nahor’s son.” Grandmother Milcah would not have wanted me to share so much, but the words slipped past my teeth. “Come home with me. We have straw, food, and space enough for you and your camels to lodge in our home.” My toes wiggled inside my sandal. Would Mother accept a visitor, this visitor? One I brought home from the well?

Only then did I see his servants behind the camels. They could have drawn water for the camels. Too late now. I have done the job. 

He lifted a trembling hand. “You are the one.”

I glanced around the space surrounding the well. No one stood there except me, the strange man, and his servants. “What?”

He ignored my question and hurried to a camel to rummage through bags on its back.

With a frown, I lifted my urn to my shoulder and turned to leave. Mother was waiting for the water. 

“Rebekah?” the stranger called. 

I faced him.

“You are the one my master, Abraham, sent me to find.”

My eyes opened wide. Grandmother Milcah had spoke of a similar name the night before. But she had used Abraham, not Abram. Abraham? Was he referring to Abram, the missing brother of Grandfather Nahor? 

“Lift your arm.” The stranger held out something gold.

Tilting my head to the side, I pursed my lips. “Why?”

He held up gold bracelets. “So I may put these on you.”

I shoved back the loose ends of my wavy dark hair, then held them out.

He lightly slid bracelets onto my wrists and put earrings on my ears.

What did all this mean? What did I do to receive such magnificent gifts?

I remembered stories of this Abram. He had unexpectedly left home. Their father, Grandfather Terah, had betrayed this uncle to the priests of Elkenah, telling them of Abram’s teaching and worshiping the God of our fathers, Jehovah. When they tried to sacrifice Abram, it did not go well for them. On that day, a fire destroyed  their temple and the priests in it. Abram and his wife, Sarai, took some of the family and left. 

Years later, Terah returned to Ur for a time. When he did not receive the welcome he expected from the priests of Elkenah, he gathered the family and returned to Harran. I was born there in the home owned by Grandmother Milcah and Grandfather Nahor.

My memories rapidly passed through my thoughts, and I looked up from my introspection to find the stranger. He was bowed once more in prayer to Jehovah.

I shook my head and balanced my urn on my shoulder to take it to Mother as fast as possible without spilling. She would chide me for my tardiness.

When I arrived home, Mother looked up at me with a scowl. “Where have you been, Rebekah? I expected you earlier. What would I say to your grandmother if you did not return and someone insisted we pay for your return?” She gawked at me. “And what do you wear on your wrists and ears?”

“You would not believe,” I said, setting my urn carefully on the table as my brother, Laban, entered the room. “As I poured water from the well vessel into my urn, a stranger asked me for a drink. I gave him a drink, as you have taught me, then  his camels were thirsty. So, I filled the troughs so they could drink. It was a little thing for me to do.”

“You were kind, but I waited for the water,” Mother grumbled.

“I knew you waited, but the camels were thirsty.”

“The stranger was able to fill the troughs,” Laban said. “Even I can fill troughs.”

What would he say if he knew there were servants? It is too late to complain.

“But why the bracelets and rings of gold?” Mother asked.

My toes bounced and I shoved loose hair out of my face. “The man asked my name after I gave water to his camels. When I told him, he rushed to a pack on one of his camels and brought these and set them on me. He said I am the one his master, Abraham, sent him to find. Mother, what does this mean?”

Mother’s eyes had widened as I spoke until I feared her eyes would burst from her face. “Where is this stranger? You should have invited him to come here to stay.”

“I did, Mother. I told him we have room and food for him to lodge with all his camels, but he knelt to pray to Jehovah. I ran home to warn you.”

“Come with me. We will go bring him home,” Laban said, taking me by the arm and rushing toward the door.

Only five years older than me, Laban ordered me around as if he were my father. I lifted my eyebrows as I glanced at Mother.

She nodded. “Yes, go bring the stranger home.”

Laban and I hurried back to the well where we found the stranger waiting with his men and camels.

“Why are you standing here?” Laban asked.

I cringed at his lack of courtesy.

“I waited for the maid to return and show me the way,” the stranger said. He waved toward his camels. “The camels quenched their thirst with the water the maid dipped from the well, and my men also drank while they waited.”

“Come with us,” Laban said. “We have prepared our home and stables for you to lodge with us. If Uncle Abram sent you, you are most welcome.”

The stranger bowed. “I am Amir, a servant of Abraham. I remember when he was Abram.” He signaled to his men. “We will go with you.”

We formed a small parade as Laban and I led Amir, his men, and his camels from the well to our home.

“What will Grandmother Milcah say?” I asked Laban in a whisper.

“She knew Abram. She will welcome Amir and his men.”

I hoped she would.
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Laban showed Amir and his men where to lodge and feed their camels. I helped him give them water to wash themselves, wanting to ensure they cleaned the dust from their feet before they trod on Grandmother Milcah’s floors. No one liked to hear her complaints about dirt on her clean floors.

Mother and the servants had prepared a special meal for the evening while cleaning. Before Laban and I returned with Amir and his men, they had set the table with the beautiful cloth and dishes we used for this day of giving. The gold bracelets and earrings I wore gave her a sense of the man’s importance.

When he entered, Mother bowed and invited him to join us.

“Yes, do come in,” Grandmother Milcah said, appearing behind Mother unexpectedly. “We have prepared a feast for a visitor, not knowing who we would welcome. Come. Eat.”

Amir bowed to her. “I cannot eat until I have shared my errand.”

“Your errand?” Grandmother’s mouth dropped open when she saw the heavy gold jewelry Amir had placed on me. “What errand do you have?”

“My master, whom Jehovah has blessed greatly in the years since he left Harran, sent me on this errand. He has many flocks, herds, silver, and gold, with many menservants and maidservants, camels and asses.”

Grandmother nodded. “And who is your master?”

“You would know him as Abram. He now uses the name Jehovah gave him, Abraham.”

I let my fingers run around a bracelet. The gold felt cold to the touch. I hoped they would lead to a warmer purpose.

Grandmother sucked in a breath between her teeth, whistling slightly. “Abram still lives? What of Sarai?”

“He does,” Amir replied. “My master’s wife, Sarah, gave birth in her old age, long after her womb had dried.”

I joined Grandmother and Mother in a sharp gasp.

“Nothing is impossible with Jehovah. He gave them a child when they were ancient. And that child, Isaac, has received an inheritance of all Abraham has.”

Grandmother led Amir into the sitting room where she received guests, then waved a hand toward a chair as she sat. “Sit. You have much to tell us. Be comfortable and share.”

Amir bit his lip, then nodded as he sat in a nearby chair.. “I have much to tell. My parents left Harran with Abraham and Sarah many years ago.”

“Abraham and Sarah?” Grandmother’s eyebrows dipped low.

Amir’s face lit up. “Jehovah blessed Abram and Sarai greatly. He changed their names and promised them a family that would be an immense nation and bless all the earth. Abram was ninety-nine then. Within the year, Sarah delivered Isaac. In the years since his birth, Abraham and Sarah watched over him and taught him to love Jehovah.”

“As is appropriate,” my father, Bethuel, said, entering the sitting room and seating himself near Mother. Time had grayed his hair, but his back continued straight.

Amir nodded toward him. “Isaac spent years concerned about finding a wife among the Canaanites. Sarah and Abraham warned him to choose carefully. There are none who worship Jehovah outside our village in Mamre. None for Isaac to wed.”

“That is rough for him.” Laban sighed in sympathy with his cousin.

I perched near my father, amazed to hear stories of my long-lost great-uncle. 

“It is. Abraham is much older now, too old to travel, and Isaac needs a wife,” Amir ducked his head briefly before turning toward me. “Sarah died last year, and her final request was that Isaac marry a woman who worships Jehovah, not one from among the local Canaanites. Abraham sent me here to Harran to return with a woman. He hoped a daughter of his brother still worships Jehovah and would become Isaac’s wife.”

“How did you find us?” my father asked, rubbing his eyebrows.

“I feared I would not find you. Worse, I feared the maid would not come with me when I did. But Abraham promised me Jehovah’s angel would be with me and help me find his family.”

“And did he?” Mother asked.

Amir ducked his head. “He did. When I arrived in Harran, I stopped at the well, since we were thirsty from our travels. I needed to understand how to find the right woman to ask.”

“How did you find her?” Father asked.

“I prayed, asking that the right maiden would not only give me water but also draw water for my camels.”

Everyone’s eyes turned toward me. I tried not to squirm and held my toes still.

“And?” Grandmother asked, still staring at me.

I knew. I had given him water and offered to fill the water troughs for his camels. He had placed gold rings on my arms and ears. I was the one he sought.

“When Rebekah drew water from the well, I asked her for water.” Amir told my family all I had done. He told them how he had asked who I was, then placed gold bracelets and earrings on me. “And I bowed my head and worshiped Jehovah and blessed the God of my master, Abraham, who led me to find his brother’s son.”

He looked around the room. “Where is the brother? Where is Nahor?”

Father glanced at Grandmother, who sat with her head bowed. “Nahor, my father, died a year ago.”

“About the same time as Sarah died.” Amir whispered.

We all ducked our heads. I brushed the back of my hand against my nose, wiping away the sadness of our loss.

Amir allowed the moment of mourning as we each remembered Grandfather Nahor. As we wiped our eyes, he spoke once more.

“I pray you deal kindly with my master and me. I am here to ask for your daughter, Rebekah, to go with me to be the wife of my master’s son, Isaac. Will you allow this?”

I swallowed my surprise. I never expected to be invited to marry Abraham’s son.

Father and Laban shared a look. Understanding passed between them. I expected the answer to come from Mother and Grandmother.

Instead, Father answered. “You have come from Jehovah. We cannot deny you, nor speak evil or good of you or this thing.” He took my hand in his. “Here is Rebekah. You may take her to your master’s son to be his wife, as Jehovah has said.”

Will he take me now, before we eat or rest?

Amir rose and left the room. We all stared at each other. 

“Where is he going?” Grandmother asked.

Mother and Father shrugged.

Perhaps he does not want me.

We soon discovered his purpose. He returned with four men carrying two chests between them. They set the chests on the floor in front of them.

“These are for you,” Amir said to me, reaching into one trunk and withdrawing jewels backed in silver and gold and lengths of pearls strung on fine threads of gold. These he handed to me. I held them in my hands, unsure what to do with them. Then he bent to bring out exquisitely woven dresses and veils. He draped the veils across my head and shoulders, the dresses and other garments he set in my arms.

I stood with my jaw agape and turned to Mother. Her eyes mirrored Grandmother’s, wide as the plates that held refreshments for our guest.

Amir reached into the chests again and again, bringing out jewels, jeweled swords, strings of beads made of gold, lengths of the softest wool, and many other precious objects which he gave to Laban, Mother, Father, and Grandmother.

They attempted to refuse the gifts, but Amir insisted. He said Abraham had charged him to give these to the family of his brother.

When he had emptied the chests, his men closed them and lifted them between them once more, carrying them from the room.

“Now, will you eat with us?” Grandmother asked. “Food is waiting.”

“Now that I have received your answer, yes. I will eat with you,” Amir said.

With my hands full of gifts, I brushed the hair from my face using my arm. What will I do with these gifts?

At a signal from Grandmother, one of our maids, Galia, hurried in and took the jewels. “I will put these in your room.” Her arms were full of them.

Another maid, Aletza, took the veils and dresses off my head and shoulders. She ran her fingers across the fine fabric. “Beautiful,” she breathed, then hurriedly followed Galia out the door.

Grandmother Milcah led us to the dining room where the table laden with special meats and treats waited for us. 

“We knew a special visitor would join us today,” Grandmother said. “We did not know who would come.” She pointed her cane at Mother. “I cannot be angry with you for sending Rebekah to the well today. Look what joy it brought to our home.”

Is her joy in sending me away to an unknown husband, or all the gifts sent by Abraham to purchase me? I shook off the thought and enjoyed the meal.

Later that evening, I slipped away from the feasting and stepped into the night air. I wanted to offer my prayer to Jehovah.
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Prior to Amir’s arrival, I filled my prayers with my desires to find a worthy man to marry. I wanted one who would worship Jehovah and follow his commandments. No men lived in Harran old enough for me to consider. Most who loved Jehovah left with Sarai and Abram. I spent many tearful nights begging Jehovah to show me the way to find a man who would love me and serve Him.

My visit to the well that day brought me the answer I sought. I would now leave Harran and my grandmother’s home to find a new home with this man, one who would love and honor Jehovah. He had blessed me more than I understood.

I slept that night with words of gratitude on my lips. When I rose, I discovered Father, Laban, and Amir had eaten and drank long into the night, celebrating the covenant they made to marry me to Isaac. As men, it was their privilege to celebrate.

Even if they had invited me, I would not have joined them. I did not like the thickness of my tongue or the fuzziness of my brain that followed the morning after nights of drinking.

The men rose from their beds after we women had begun our morning chores. There is always work for women. That is our tradition. I stood folding linens when a maidservant tapped me on the shoulder.

“I apologize, Mistress Rebekah, but your father requires you to join him in the dining room.”

“Why would he want me there? I have chores to do.”

She lifted her eyebrows and shook her head. “He asked me to send you there.”

I finished folding the tablecloth in my hands and set it neatly in the stack before I turned toward the dining room.

“Ah, there you are, Rebekah,” Father said. “Will you go with this man?”

My heart raced, but I nodded. “You agreed I should be the wife of his master’s son.” I could see no reason for their concern.

“Amir desires to return to his master today,” Laban said. “We asked him to wait ten days so we can celebrate your betrothal and wedding with our friends. Amir insists he should take you today and leave for his master’s home.”

I gazed at my brother and father from beneath a lowered brow. “What is the problem?”

“Will you go with Amir now as he requests, or will you stay to celebrate with our friends?” Laban asked, his voice filled with rough frustration.

The pleading faces of the men in the room caused me to shudder. Father and Laban wanted to show me off to their friends, bragging of the wealth they and I had received from this man. I saw no deceit in Amir, only a desire to return to his master and his family. I had no reason for me to prevent the completion of Amir’s obligation to Abraham.

“I will go,” I said.

“Now?” Mother asked. She had followed me into the room unseen by me.

“Yes, today.” I turned to Amir. “I will prepare my possessions for travel. It should not take long. Is that acceptable?”

“If you go today,” Father said, “you must wait long enough for the marriage rite. We will marry you vicariously to Isaac, so it will be safe for you to travel with Amir.”

I looked between Father and Amir.

Amir bowed. “Abraham suggested it may be better for a married woman to travel with her maids and a group of men than an unmarried woman. How do you suggest we do this?”

Father turned his gaze on me. “Go dress in one of the beautiful dresses Amir brought you and cover yourself with a wedding veil. Amir can stand in for Isaac. That way, when you reach Isaac, you will be married.”

“Is that legal before Jehovah?” I asked.

“It is,” Amir said, ducking his head.

I scurried up to my room to change. 

My nurse since my birth, Deborah, entered on my heels. “What are you dressing for?” Her brown braid, with a few streaks of white, hung over her shoulder.

“My wedding.”

“Today?” she yelped. “But Isaac is far away in Canaan.”

“He is, but it will be a vicarious marriage. Amir will stand in for Isaac. When I arrive in Canaan, we will already be married. Father and Amir agree it will be safer for me to travel as a married woman than an unmarried maiden.” I untied the ties on the shoulders of my dress and allowed it to drop to the floor in a puddle.

“Which dress will you wear?” Deborah asked and stepped to the hooks lining the wall where my dresses hung.

“The cream dress Amir gave me yesterday.” 

Deborah lifted it from the peg and helped me to pull it over my head.

Mother entered. “Sit. I will dress your hair.”

Deborah tied the sash before I sank onto the stool, then stood back while Mother brushed and braided my hair, pinning it in curls on my head.

“Which veil do you want?” Deborah asked as Mother neared the end.

“The sheer, long red one Amir gave me.” It had a beautiful, subtle design woven into it.

When Mother completed braiding my hair, I rose. She and Deborah draped the veil over my head. It hung to my feet, both in front and in back. Then they set the jewelry on my ears and arms, as Amir had the day before. I peeked into the brushed copper sheet in my room to see myself and nodded. This would do.

Mother and Deborah helped me walk down the stairs. “You will want to gather your possessions after Rebekah’s wedding,” Mother told Deborah.

“Am I going with Rebekah?” She gulped. “I have served your family for many years.”

“And you will continue to serve us as you go with Rebekah. She needs a woman to help her,” Mother said.

I nodded inside my veil. I wanted someone to accompany me on this journey. No one needed to know my concerns about traveling alone. I wanted to exude faith and trust in God.

“Will others go as maids for Rebekah?” Deborah asked.

“Yes,” Mother said and hummed. “I think I will send three maids with her. It will show her importance.”

My importance! What importance do I have? I am marrying a man I never met without ever meeting him! How am I important? Only for the precious gifts Amir brought with him.

Mother led me into the sitting room where I blinked at all the family and some of our neighbors waiting for me. I searched for Amir in the gathering. As the people settled into their seats, I glimpsed him. Amir stood near the front of the room dressed in clean, formal clothing. He smiled when he saw me. My returning smile was not as large as his.

I went to stand next to him and waited while Father moved to stand in front of us. He repeated the words often used to marry, including the words, “for and in behalf of Isaac, son of Abraham.”

After the rite, friends hugged and congratulated me. I turned to leave as soon as politely possible, aware Amir wanted to go home.

“I will have my men bring the chests we emptied yesterday to your room,” Amir said as I passed him. “Thank you for considering my wishes.”

I nodded toward him. “I understand your need to leave soon. I look forward to meeting Isaac.”

“Can you fit all you need into two chests?”

“I believe I can. Will there be enough space in your caravan for my maids and my nurse?”

Amir smiled. “I planned for you to bring your women with you.”

I nodded to him. “Excellent. I will hurry. Two chests should be enough.”

“That is good,” Amir said. “I would like to leave before the sun reaches its zenith. Can you be ready that fast?”

I nodded. “I can do that.”

Deborah walked with me, helping me up the stairs with my long veil. She helped me change from my wedding finery into traveling clothing. We folded my clothing and set it into a chest.

“Where are we going?” Deborah asked.

“Isaac lives somewhere in Canaan.”

She glanced up at the ceiling before expelling a deep breath. “That is far away. We may never see home again.”

I bit my lip. “Perhaps. There is no hope for me to find a man who worships Jehovah in Harran. Jehovah’s angel led Amir to me. I am going. You may go or stay. I will need someone with me. I have never traveled from Harran before. However, if you choose to stay, I will understand.”

“No.” Deborah set more clothing into the chest. “You may need a nurse.”

“I am too old for a nurse.”

“Perhaps,” Deborah said with a grin. “If you do not need my services as a nurse, perhaps you will have a child who needs me.”

“I hope so.” I removed scrolls from a shelf and set them on my bed. I would place them into the top of a chest. “What about your family?”

“My family is gone.” Deborah’s grin became a sad smile. “You are my family now. I will gather my possessions. Amir is waiting for us. Men are seldom patient.”

I giggled. “Not the men we know. I hope Isaac is patient.”

Deborah grinned and left to gather her possessions.

I folded and tucked my dresses and other possessions into a trunk until a maidservant hurried into my room. “Your mother sent me to pack for you. Bring me the possessions you want to take.”

I stepped away from the chest and searched my room, pulling a drawing of my parents from the wall, another scroll containing the words of the prophets from a shelf, and other items to be set into the chests.  I would never return.

We soon had everything packed. A small space on the top of one trunk waited to be filled. 

Mother entered, bringing me a gift wrapped in a beautiful red print silk cloth. She set it into the open space.

“What is that?” I asked, pushing my hair from my face.

“Open it after you are with Isaac,” she said as she closed the lid.

I gazed at the trunk, thinking I wanted to open and unwrap her gift now, but menservants entered and carried the trunks away.

Mother put her arms around me in a tight embrace. “I will miss you, Rebekah. I did not anticipate losing you this soon or to a man so far away.”

“I cannot marry here. I trust the angel who helped Amir find me. I will be happy with Isaac, but I will miss you.” 

“You have learned much. Perhaps not all you should, but you are an intelligent girl. Learn quickly.”

Her hot tears fell on my shoulder. “I will miss you, Mother. What shall I do without you?”

“Have a wonderful life with Isaac and your new family. Trust Jehovah. Trust Isaac to do what is best for you. Abram was a good man. I expect he still is. I am certain he taught Isaac well since he sent his servant here to find you.”

I pushed myself away and pulled a square of linen from the bag slung over my shoulder to wipe away Mother’s tears. I dabbed at her face.

“You leave an empty place in our home, but not in my heart,” Mother said. “I will always carry you here.” She touched the center of her chest.

“And I will always remember you,” I said, touching the side of my head and my heart.

Deborah cleared her throat from the doorway. “Amir is waiting.”

Mother pulled me close for a last quick hug, then pushed me away. “Amir is waiting. You must go.”

I kissed her on the cheek and walked from my room, joining Deborah to walk down the stair to the door. Mother stayed in my room. I never spoke to her again.
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