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Chapter 1

CONNOR CLOSED THE door behind him. He had been dreading this moment. He stood, immobilized. He saw her coffin…across the room, yet he couldn’t move. After a long time, he finally took his first step. Reaching her open casket, his throat tightened as he gazed upon her face. He searched, in vain, for familiarity and warmth, but he found only the harshness of rigidity and coldness. His eyes misted, blurring his view. He stepped back as tears welled up and streamed down his face. A droplet fell, and then another as his tears turned into a torrent. No longer caring who would hear him, he released his sobs and wailed into the silent walls as if they could comfort him.

Connor knelt in front of the coffin and whispered her name. First he spoke softly and gently, between sobs racked with pain. Then he shouted her name, over and over, as if he could bring her back. He lost track of the time. Eventually, his sobs subsided.


Chapter 2

CONNOR LAY CRUMPLED next to her coffin, not willing to get up just yet, not ready to leave. He let his mind wander, thinking about his mother, himself as a little boy. This was the one time, the one trip Connor had never wanted to take.

It was a long drive across the state—he had traveled for miles and miles without seeing a gas station, without seeing a mile marker. As the city faded behind him and he drove further and further away, Connor felt a new sense of freedom. He opened his sunroof, basked in the warm rays of the sun, felt the rush of the wind, smelled the fresh air, and tuned into nature. His worries and burdens were swept away with the wind. The further away he got from the city, the better he felt. The vastness of this land, the beauty of it, stirred something deep inside of him. He had escaped the four solid walls of his office with his coveted window, the office he had worked so hard to attain…and that he was now imprisoned in. Long hours, day after day, with little time for fun.

When Connor had first received the call about his mother, he felt a twinge of guilt, knowing that he hadn’t visited as often as he should have. Her death was sudden and unexpected. The last time he went home was over the holidays, last year. His family was small, just the three of them: him, his mom and dad. He didn’t have kids, wasn’t married. His parents had long stopped asking that question. His father had passed first. Now it was his mother. He was the only one left.

Images from long ago appeared, unbidden yet not unwelcome. The time she had surprised him with a birthday party and a pony ride. He had pestered her for this, but she had been cautious. He wanted what every little boy wanted, and he thought that a pony ride was just the thing. As a little boy, he had been fearless; he did crazy things just to see if he could. “Do first and ask later” was his motto. When his parents had found out, he got plenty of whippings for his mischief. He had grown up in the small town. He knew his parents were disappointed that he didn’t stay, that he left like so many of the kids before him, packing up his bags as soon as he graduated high school and heading to the big, shining city. He got a little scholarship at the community college and worked hard to get established with solid academics. After two years, he transferred to the state college.

Connor had immersed himself in his studies. The thought of crawling back to his hometown and admitting failure drove him harder each time things got tough. During a particularly rough semester, he seriously thought about throwing in the towel—he even told himself he was meant to live out his life in the little town of Rocky Flats, doing what every generation of the Nortons had done. Maybe he was meant to inherit his family’s little hardware store and live out his life there.

No! He was determined to get away.

Now, twenty years later, he was going home at age thirty-eight. He had achieved success and climbed the corporate ladder.

He remembered his mom on his last visit, straightening his shirt collar. “Connor, you know you have more clothes at home. You can come and get them anytime.”

“Mom…I know you want me to wear them, but they are out of style. I have to buy new shirts and suits every year.” He paused. “I rotate my shirts and suits and take them to the donation center. I have to dress a certain way.”

“The styles will come back. They always do, you know.”

“Yes, Mom. I know.”

“You’re my pride and joy, always remember this.” She kissed him on the cheek and tugged lovingly at the corner of his shirt collar.

That was the last time he saw her.


Chapter 3

CONNOR STRAIGHTENED HIS clothes and steadied himself as he got up from the floor. Dale was waiting in a fancy red chair in the parlor when Connor walked out, and he immediately stood up.

“Mr. Williams, first I want to thank you. I don’t know what I would’ve done at a time like this,” Connor said.

“No worries. That is what we do here.” He paused. “Do you have any questions or concerns?”

“As a matter of fact, I do,” Connor said. “My mother…I have a beautiful new dress for her and her favorite pearls to go with it.” He wanted her to look her best…one last time.

“Is that what you want for her viewing tomorrow?”

“Yes, I’d like for her to wear this dress and the pearls for her viewing and the burial.” He turned toward the door. “I have it in my car now. I’ll bring it in.”

“Of course.”

Connor went to the car and came back with the shopping bag. “I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this.”

“I do want to mention a detail about the flowers,” Dale said. “We ordered a mixed flower arrangement, but we’ve found out that one of the flowers is in short supply.” He stopped, then continued. “The florist has offered to upgrade to another arrangement. Perhaps you can select something that suits your mother and pick out her favorite colors for flowers?”

“I’d like that.”

“Good. The flower shop is across the street. You won’t miss it.”

“Thank you. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


Chapter 4

CONNOR REMEMBERED SEEING the flower shop when he drove into town. As a kid, he used to save his money to buy candy at the store next to it. He had no need to buy flowers until now.

He pressed his nose against the window and peered in, imagining that he could smell the flowers. A pleasant chime sounded when Connor opened the door. The aroma of fresh flowers and the splash of bright colors greeted him. Glancing around, he didn’t immediately see anyone in the shop. Every space in the small store was smartly utilized in an attractive and efficient layout.

“Hello?” a faint voice called from back of the store. “I’ll be with you in a minute.”

“Take your time. I’ll just be looking.”

A petite brunette walked out a few minutes later. “Hi. I’m Mary Ann. Can I help you?”

She was short, reaching only to the top of his shoulders. He smiled at her. “Yes, I’m Connor Norton.”

“You’re Connor Norton!” she said. “I was just about to call the funeral home to discuss some alternatives for your mother’s arrangements. Your timing is perfect.”

“I just came from there. Dale told me…there was a shortage with the flowers? I’m here to discuss other options with you.”

“I’m glad you came. Please follow me, and I’ll show you what we have.”

She took him to the back of the store and showed him the arrangements she was working on.

“My mother’s favorite color is white,” Connor said. “I’d like to see what flowers you have in that color.”

“Dale wasn’t sure what colors to use, so I’d extra-ordered several varieties of seasonal white flowers. Here’s what may work…” Mary Ann reached in the floral refrigerator and picked a selection of white flowers. She paused. “I don’t have any lilies. I’m cautious about using them ever since a customer’s cat almost died from lily poisoning. It doesn’t take much to be potentially fatal…small ingestions of any part of the lily plant or pollen, even drinking the water from the vase.”

“I didn’t know lilies are so deadly. I’ve heard certain plants and foods are toxic to cats.”

She made a new arrangement and tied it together with blue and white lace ribbons. “What do you think?”

Connor studied the arrangement. He nodded. “I think she would be very pleased.”

“That’s wonderful.” Mary Ann’s face lit up. She was eager to get back to work. “I’ll add these flowers to the other arrangement, the wreath, and the table centerpiece.” She looked up at him. “Would you like to come back later to look at them?”

Connor pulled out his cell phone to check the time. “I’ve got a few more stops to make. But I can come back later…maybe when you close?”

“That’s fine. We close at five but I’m usually still here in the back till six or seven. I’ll keep an eye out for you,” Mary Ann said. “I’ll put the CLOSED sign on the door, but I won’t lock it. You can come in. I’ll listen for the bell.”

“Great. I’ll stop by later.”


Chapter 5

CONNOR WALKED OUT and closed the door, then headed for Mr. Monroe’s office. Rocky Flats was a one-lawyer town, and Mr. Monroe did legal business for everybody. His office was prominently located in the middle of town, right next to the bank. Connor always thought Mr. Monroe situated his office there so he wouldn’t have far to walk each time he deposited the money he collected from his clients in town.

He opened the door. A woman in her fifties sat behind the desk, dressed in a severe business suit. Black-rimmed glasses perched on her nose. A slight lifting of her right eyebrow was the only sign of welcome. “Yes?”

“Hi, I’m Connor Norton. I have an appointment to see Mr. Monroe.”

“Oh yes, Mr. Monroe is expecting you,” she said as she reached for her desk phone. “I’ll tell him you’re here.”

“Thank you.”

A minute later the door opened and Mr. Monroe himself came out. The lawyer had known the Norton family for many years and done business with Connor’s father. He shook Connor’s hand with enthusiasm. “Good to see you. Please come in.”

He ushered Connor into his office, nodding to his secretary.

“I’ve been expecting you,” he said.

“Hello, Mr. Monroe. I just got back in town.”

“I’m very sorry to hear about your mom. My deepest condolences.”

“Thank you.”

“I know this has come all of a sudden. We have some business to attend to, papers to sign,” said Mr. Monroe as he pulled a folder of documents from a drawer in his desk.

“You have my full attention,” said Connor, sitting straight up in the brown leather chair. He felt the unforgiving stiffness of the chair and squirmed, wishing he could sink into a soft, cushioned seat before getting to business. The discomfort of the chair was nothing compared to what he was feeling inside. He wasn’t ready to sign off on any big decisions now, even if Mr. Monroe insisted.

An hour later, Connor was back out and walking in the street. He turned toward the church. It was always open—a sanctuary welcoming all.

“Pastor Maller?” he called as he went into the church.

“Oh, Connor,” said the pastor warmly. “How are you?”

“I’m fine,” said Connor. “I’m sorry to trouble you, but I wonder if you’d say a prayer with me…for my mother.”

“Of course. Please come in.”

“I just left the funeral home and the flower shop. Is there anything else we need to discuss before the service?”

“Well…there is the matter of the music. Does your mother have a favorite song?”

“Oh, that’s easy. ‘Climb Ev’ry Mountain’ was my mother’s favorite.”

“I happen to have that music,” the pastor said with a twinkle in his eyes. “I can ask my daughter to sing this song if you’d like.”

“Oh, that’ll be wonderful. Please ask her.”

“I’m sure she’ll do it. She’s sang this with your mom and knows the song well.”

“My mother would absolutely love that!” Connor breathed a sigh of relief. He had not thought of the music for the funeral service and was glad the pastor had brought it up. “Could we pray together for my mother now? I’d like that.”

The pastor nodded as he started the prayer.


Chapter 6

WALKING BACK OUTSIDE into the brightness of the day, Connor welcomed the afternoon sun. He raised his head, wanting the rays to penetrate deep down, awakening the parts of him dwelling in the darkness. The day so far had been somber and filled with sorrow. He needed to grieve, and he knew there would be days and days ahead when he would mourn his mother. For now, he closed his eyes and turned his face toward the sun, basking in the sunshine. He thought he felt the gentle touch of God for a moment.

Connor checked the time on his cell phone. It was 4:30. He had another stop to make at the hardware store.

“Hey, Ron,” Connor called to the guy loading bags of mulch into the back of a customer’s pickup. He had known Ron since Rocky Flats Elementary School.

Ron turned and, recognizing Connor, shouted, “Hey man, you’re back!”

Connor reached his friend quickly with long strides and patted him on the back. “Glad to see you out here working so hard.”

“Shucks, man, you should have seen the last load,” he said with a chuckle. “You just got in?”

“Yep. I’ll be staying at the house to get things in order.”

“So how long are you planning on staying?”

“About three weeks. If I get done earlier, I may go back earlier.”

“Stay for a bit if you can. We haven’t seen much of you,” Ron said with a grin, adding, “Even if you get done earlier.”

“We’ll see about that. I’ve got a lot of work to do back at the office.”

“See you around, then,” said Ron. Then he turned serious. “You know we are closing the store tomorrow…out of respect for your mother.”

“Thanks, man. This means a lot…you can’t imagine how much it means to me.”

“Your parents were kind to me. Your dad sold me the business after I’d worked for him for over ten years.”

“Yes, I know.”

“I thought I could do it all, but I didn’t know how much was involved in a business.” He shook his head. “Don’t get me wrong. I love the work, but it’s a little more than I can handle.”

“So what are you thinking of doing?”

“Well, I’ve been thinking about getting a partner, and then expanding your father’s old hardware business.”

“Expanding?”

“Yup. Adding an outdoor section with lawn mowers, furniture, and chain saws; a garden center with plants and more; maybe some guns and ammo. I’m also thinking about expanding the kitchen wares and adding more appliances.”

“Sounds interesting. My mom would have liked the kitchen gadgets and appliances. But guns and ammo? I really don’t see the need in this peaceful town.”

Ron cleared his throat. “We can talk about it. I know you just got in town, but let me put it out to you now. I want to make this offer to you first, partners 50/50. It feels like it’s the right thing to do.”

“I appreciate this. I’d like to think it over. When do you need my answer?”

“I’ll need to know by the end of the year, so don’t take too long.”

Connor nodded. “Thanks.”

He dashed across the street to the flower shop. It felt good to be home. He didn’t have to drive around town looking for everyone. People moved in a slower pace here than in the city, or so it seemed. But maybe it was just that people were more relaxed, and things felt more natural. The stress of city life seemed like a lifetime removed. Connor was determined not to think of work and just be here.


Chapter 7

“HEY, I’M BACK!” shouted Connor as he opened the door to the little flower shop and the bell dinged. Connor made a mental note to ask Mary Ann what the bell was made of, what metal made such an enchanting sound.

Mary Ann came from the back of the store, gesturing for him to follow her. “Here, I’d like to show you my new arrangements. Come on back.”

Connor walked back, not knowing what to expect. When he got there, his eyes opened wide. “What…you did all this?”

Mary Ann had made good use of her time and her skills. The arrangements were beautiful and elegant. She had saved special blue ribbons and exquisite white lace for a time like this. This is fit for a queen! thought Connor.

“Well, do you like it?”

“Like it? I LOVE it!”

“I had a little creative inspiration and added tiny blue flowers in the background, and it was absolutely the right touch to accentuate the table arrangement.”

“This is so lovely. Thank you!” gushed Connor as he admired her handiwork. “My mother…this is a lovely tribute…more than I expected.”

“I’m glad,” said Mary Ann, blushing a bit.

“Well, how can I thank you enough?” said Connor.

“You already have,” said Mary Ann. “I’ll have these delivered to the funeral home in the morning.”


Chapter 8

CONNOR WALKED BACK to his SUV. He felt hungry and decided to stop at the grocery store on his way back to the house. It hadn’t changed much. He quickly grabbed a few things for breakfast and dinner, plus a can of coffee and sugar. He would come back later.

Pulling up in the driveway of his family home, he couldn’t help feeling sad at the way it looked, a bit neglected. The house needed a fresh coat of paint, and the yard needed work. His dad had taken care of a lot of this when he was alive. Connor parked his car, taking out his luggage and the grocery bags.

Opening the door, Connor smelled the faint odor of musk. He put his suitcase in his old bedroom and quickly ran around, opening the windows and curtains to bring in the light and fresh air. The house was orderly and neat as always. His mom had taken great care to keep it that way.

Soon Connor was heating food for his dinner, and the coffee was brewing. Connor felt exhausted and gratefully sought out the couch. He turned on the TV, but not much was on. The usual stuff…somebody got an award, the weather, upcoming activities. Not much crime here. They did announcements of birth, weddings, and deaths. Connor saw a notice come up about his mother’s funeral, along with the lovely photo of her. He looked at the picture and remembered one more thing. Glancing at the clock, he hesitated, wondering if it was too late to call. He picked up the phone.

“Hello, Mr. Williams? This is Connor Norton again.” He paused. “I hope it’s not too late, but I just thought of something.”

“No problem. How can I help you?”

“Well…you know the picture of my mother…the one that was in the paper?”

“Yes.”

He nodded. “That’s the one…do you have that picture for the service tomorrow?”

“I do.”

“Oh, good. What size do you have?”

“Five by seven.”

“Do you think it’s possible to have a larger size blown up and framed for the funeral?”

“I’ll see what I can do.”

“Great. Oh, by the way I was at the flower shop. They will be delivering the arrangements tomorrow morning. They are very lovely,” Connor added.

“Excellent. Will that be all?”

“Yes…that’s all…see you tomorrow.” He finished the call.

At some point after Connor ate his dinner, he dozed off on the couch. He was so tired that he didn’t even make it to his room.


Chapter 9

THE GRATING NOISE of the garbage truck rudely awoke him the next morning. Connor jolted, realizing that he had forgotten to put out the garbage. It was pointless to run out now, so he lay back for a moment, listening to the birds chirping. It looked like another beautiful and bright day. Sunny. No sign of rain.

Connor jumped into the shower, cleaned up, and dressed in a t-shirt and jeans. Before the afternoon service, he planned to come back to freshen up and put on his new suit—his best suit. He fixed a plate of scrambled eggs and toast. It was a light breakfast but enough for him to get started. He brewed a fresh pot of coffee, planning to drink it black. He took the paper and his cup of coffee outside to sit on the porch. Glancing through the paper, he quickly got caught up with the goings-on in the town. It was a small paper, but full of local news, events, and activities. There was a section for national and international news also, as well as comics, ads, and a crossword puzzle.

Connor smiled, recalling how many times he watched his dad grab the crossword puzzle page first. His mom would try to get his dad’s attention whenever he took too long doing the puzzle. She had gotten irritated more than once at how slow he was. She didn’t quite get it…that it was relaxing for him, that he took his time thinking about the words. Honestly, it was possible that his dad even took a little longer than necessary to do the crossword puzzle on occasion, especially if she was bugging him. Little things like not putting the toilet lid down or leaving dirty socks around bothered a lot of married folks, but with his mom and dad, he recalled them mostly arguing about the crossword puzzles.

His mom, if truth be told, felt left out whenever his dad did his crosswords. Truly, she felt he had closed a door on her. When he was doing a crossword, she’d lean over his shoulder, peer at what he’d put down on the puzzle, and sometimes she’d shout out a word or two before he could think it. But he didn’t like that either. He didn’t want her doing that, and he certainly didn’t want her to shout out a word before he could put it down. No, no, no! That he didn’t like. Connor could see this scenario playing out now…and smiled. He had watched this so many times; it was always the same thing over and over. As many times as he had seen them, they always acted as if they’ve never had the conversation before. It was amusing to him, but they were serious about it, utterly serious. This was a habit, a routine they did week after week, for years, as long as he could remember.


Chapter 10

IT WAS ALMOST lunchtime. Connor wasn’t feeling hungry. Really, he was too nervous to eat. He got out his new suit and dressed slowly before driving to the funeral home. The door to the funeral home was open already. Inside, a table was laid out with brochures about his mom’s service, with the eye-catching flower arrangement in the middle and the sign-in book next to it.

Entering the sanctuary, he went straight to see his mother. She was wearing the new dress and the pearls, looking beautiful at rest. A spectacular large flower arrangement was placed next to her. The enlarged eight by ten framed picture, his favorite photo of his mom, was propped on a stand, framed by the gorgeous wreath of white flowers. Everything was perfect.

Connor greeted the pastor, then sat down and waited for the service to start. People came in quietly and filled the room. Somewhere he heard the soft sounds of notes played on a flute! It was calming and echoed in the room as it floated on air. He was lost in the music, surrounded by the beauty and fragrance of the flowers. As he gazed at her picture, the happy memories flooded back. He saw his mother dancing in the field, arms out and twirling, happy and laughing. He smiled. It was as if she was singing and dancing in the meadow and in the hills. Then he heard the most pleasing sound…a voice that started low and then soared higher and higher singing, “The hills are alive with the sound of music…”

He looked around and saw the girl singing—well, she sounded like a girl, but she was a woman singing. The passion and beauty of her voice captivated him. Her face lit up like an angel singing to his mother. He imagined that his mom could hear this music and was singing along with the song she knew so well and had sung to him so many times before. He was really touched. He composed himself and fell into a trance for the rest of the song, forgetting everything else except for this special tribute to his mother.

This was the moment when he realized the beauty of it all. At that moment, he put aside the sorrow. For he was here, among all these people, in this sacred place, surrounded by beauty, music, and love…there would be no sorrow. No sorrow would be sent to her along the way where she must go now. They would send music, happiness, and love. For where she was going, there would never be any pain or sadness; there would be only eternal joy. And there, he firmly believed, she would forever rest in peace. The thought of his mother in eternal peace calmed and comforted him. She would be there waiting for him when it was his time, and she would join her ancestors. That he also believed. So he was really happy at the moment, as he should be, in this, her moment. This was the celebration of her life! A person only got to do this once. This was her moment. The world was a better place for her having lived in it. And she left her mark behind, forever, in this world.

No matter if you were a good person or a bad person, Connor truly believed that when a person leaves this world, they would have a place to go to that would either give them peace or would put them in torment for eternity because of what they did in their lifetime. Or maybe, just maybe, there was a third place, another place between the two, where they would get another chance if they really wanted to be a better person—there would be another way to get a second chance…not in this life, but in the next life, in the middle place…in-between the other two places. Maybe.

But Connor had to believe in something, in the balance of the world or how it all worked. Maybe the good, bad, beautiful, and ugly all had to be balanced. The world wasn’t all good or all bad, and it wasn’t all beautiful or all ugly. Maybe in the next place there would still be all of this; maybe there would be a chance to have another life that turned the bad into the good or the ugly into the beautiful. Because if everything was the same, then all would be the same. There would be no souls to save if all souls were good. There would be no ugliness if all were beautiful. Would we get tired of it if everyone and everything was good and beautiful? Would we appreciate what each person had if we didn’t have anything else? Would anyone know what it was like to be bad or ugly? Would we feel the angst of those who yearned to be, even for one day, good and beautiful? Who would yearn to be bad and ugly? Maybe there would be people who would yearn for that? That and everything in between. Connor’s thoughts rambled on and on.

Was there an afterlife? Could he know for sure that she’d never feel the cold? Or the pain? Would he meet her again one day when he was also gone from this world? He wouldn’t know the answers until he took the journey, whatever path he would be on. Who knew the path and where it would take him? He would have to see.

The music had stopped. The pastor was speaking, Connor quickly realized. At first he didn’t catch the words, but he felt them. The way the pastor was talking, the feeling he was expressing, was so eloquent, so beautiful. Connor didn’t have to listen to the words to catch the meaning. It was obvious that it was a tribute to someone dear. The dearly departed mother that Connor so loved. She would have liked it if she could have heard. She would have enjoyed hearing his stories and what he shared.

Connor had chosen not to speak at her service. He wanted to pay his respects quietly and privately. He couldn’t imagine getting up in front of all these people, what he would say. He felt a twinge of guilt. He had left twenty years ago and only came back infrequently, staying a few days at a time. Most visits were during the holidays, the obligatory times. A few times he came home for important events like birthdays, anniversaries, or whenever he could make it home. It wasn’t like he even knew everybody anymore. He felt like a stranger. Then again, he had changed over the years, and folks who remembered Connor as a child no longer recognized him. His guilt was mixed with regret, with remorse that he hadn’t come back as often or stayed as long as he should have. He had become more distant from his dad. Initially, he had pulled back to work out some of his issues. Over the years, the resentment kept him at bay, and he barely spoke to his dad when he came home. His dad was a man of few words anyway, but even so it was noticeable that they hardly talked. There was no meanness between them, just a thin veil of ice that could not be warmed over. His mother pleaded with him, but Connor was stubborn. There were times he looked in his mother’s eyes and saw her love. He knew she wanted to see more of him, that she missed him; she didn’t even have to say it. He knew that no matter what, no matter how far away he was, she loved him. He loved her too, but he didn’t really say it as he should have. It was something he would have to live with. There was nothing he could do about it now.

Connor went through the rest of the service, his memories wandering in and out, not quite sure what he had heard but lost in his thoughts, thinking things that he wanted to say to his mother if she were here. He heard quiet sniffles. Here and there a muffled sob could be heard. Others had tears on their faces and dabbed with tissues or handkerchiefs. He watched as more people expressed their grief. He came out of his grief to join the rest of the congregation in their collective grief, all the while rejoicing her life.

The service was coming to an end and he could hear the music once again. The flute played; this time it was joined by a violin, and together the notes became a melodious symphony of joyous sounds. The music uplifted and calmed, it flowed and soothed, until his heart was salved, this passage was taken, this tribute done, and her life was honored.

He stood as the service ended. People came up to talk to him, and he went through the motions, greeting each and hearing their words of comfort. The words blended together. Sounding alike and yet distinct. He was polite and thanked everyone for coming. He didn’t attempt to smile except for the few times when he returned a smile. Connor stood by her as people came to pay their last respects. It was quiet, orderly, and people even whispered so as not to disturb her rest.

He had a choice of burial or cremation. It wasn’t something they had talked about, but he remembered one conversation where he had overheard his mother talking at another funeral, telling someone she was glad there would be a burial. There was something so physically final about totally letting go, scattering ashes to the wind, to the earth, or to the sea. Yes, it was something he had thought about. But a part of him also didn’t want to do that. Burial was a time-honored way to go.

He knew she would be buried here, next to his father, in her best new dress and the pearls. He would have a place to come visit her. He could touch the ground, touch her headstone, and know that she was safe in her resting place. He had already purchased a plot next to his mom to prepare for his own journey. He knew that each day he had in the world was one less day that he would have to live, and that each day he lived took him closer to where he was going. He didn’t know when or how or where it would happen. But he knew it was inevitable. As life was inevitable, so surely was death. He would be her child forever. She would be his mother forever. Nothing would ever change that. Ever.


Chapter 11

CONNOR SLEPT IN the next morning. He didn’t have appointments or activities scheduled. He was going to let the day unfold, see how it went, and not plan anything. He still had three weeks minus two days at home.

One of the things Connor knew he had to do was to go over their belongings. His parents didn’t have a lot of things, or it didn’t seem like it. But looking over the house, he realized they had more than he had thought. There were several filing cabinets and boxes of stuff in the attic as well.

He stretched his legs and got out of bed. He took his time making breakfast. While the coffee was brewing, he went out on the porch and got the paper. He absentmindedly checked the classified section. He did this in the city, checking out jobs whenever he could, just to see what was out there and see what skills were in demand. He was really on top of his game, some people would say.

But there wasn’t a large classified section in this paper, just a few postings. He hadn’t expected to see a lot. A few handyman ads, some yard work, odds and ends. There was an ad for a part-time assistant to help with bookkeeping and paperwork. It didn’t give the name of the business, just a number to call. He looked at the next section and saw some items for sale. That seemed like
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