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TO TERESA K, for making an otherwise intensely difficult year a lot more fun, and to lava lamps and the sweet release they can bring.
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“WHAT DO YOU THINK about the name Rogan?” Jimmy asked.

“No way. I’d sooner go with Grendle.” Shelly turned to look out the window at the passing scenery, mostly to hide her smile. Snow adorned the trees and fence posts along the roadside. The headlights reflected off the ice, illuminating the creek bed below on their right and the rising hills on the left. She’d never liked driving through Nephi Canyon at night.

“Grendle wasn’t even a real person—and you would never be so cruel.” He nudged her with his elbow. “I know you better than that.”

Her lips quirked, enjoying the banter. She caught his glance in her direction along with the flash of the dimple in his right cheek—it never had the decency to duplicate itself on his left side. “The whole discussion is academic, since we aren’t even married yet—”

“The wedding is only five days away,” he said, as if she needed reminding.

“—and I’m not going to try having children until you at least finish at Snow College—which is more than a year off.” 

He laughed. “It’s never too early to discuss the future.” An oncoming car’s headlight glared through the windshield and made his tawny hair turn a ghostly silver. 

She held in a chuckle as she watched the snow fall softly around them. It wasn’t bad yet, but promised to grow heavier as the night progressed. She was grateful they’d finished their shopping early, but looking at the weather, wished she hadn’t dawdled over dinner. It had been so long since the two of them had been able to spend much time together, especially time alone. He’d been off his mission for over two months, but her final semester at Utah State University while he was living at home in Ephraim still kept them apart. “If you’re looking for an argument, I’d rather discuss the Nuggets’ chances against the Bulls.” She picked a topic they could both discuss with gusto. 

“Just because your brother-in-law plays for the Nuggets does not make his team inherently better.” 

“And your irrational preference for the Bulls won’t improve their chances.” 

“It’s about the team dynamics. Besides, loyalty’s important.”

“So if they were ranked last in the nation, you would still stick by their side?” She tried to make her voice sound scathing, but couldn’t manage it. She loved his loyalty. In fact, she loved everything about Jimmy and had for as long as she could remember. 

“Ranked last in the nation? As if that would happen with Cliff on the team.” He snorted and took his eyes away from the winding pass between Nephi and Fountain Green.

“Eyes on the road. I’d prefer to arrive back home in one piece,” she chided. The roads through the canyon could be nasty, even without fresh snowfall.

“It was barely a glance. Besides, I enjoy being with you. After all the time we spent apart, I still have a hard time believing you said yes.”

“You worried that I wouldn’t?” She kept her tone light but didn’t look at him. The fact was, she’d very nearly told someone else yes. A few months earlier she’d found herself caught between her love for Rob, the man she’d been seeing casually for several months, and Jimmy, the one she’d loved since childhood and who would return from his mission in a matter of weeks. Jimmy had won, of course, as she had known he would long before she promised to wait for him, but it hadn’t been an easy decision. 

All throughout the past semester, she’d caught the edge of hurt and anger in Rob’s demeanor every time their eyes met on campus. It was a relief to be done with school, knowing he would finish in the spring—long before Jimmy finished at Snow and they moved to Logan so Jimmy could earn his own degree. 

“I know I shouldn’t have doubted, but when your companion gets a Dear John, it can be hard to remind yourself your girlfriend would never do something like that to you.” He reached over and gave her clasped hands a squeeze. “I couldn’t ask for anyone better.”

Guilt didn’t creep over her this time—it flooded. Her mind raced as she tried to find the words to tell him the truth—he deserved that much. Though he’d known she dated occasionally, he had no idea how serious her relationship with Rob had become. It wasn’t that she was trying to keep it a secret—she hadn’t been able to get the words out. Maybe this was her chance. “Jimmy.” 

“Hold on!” His hand left hers and clasped the wheel.

Shelly looked through the windshield to see a huge elk turn to stare at them from its position in the middle of the road. She had barely enough time to take a deep breath and steel herself for impact before the car crunched against the animal, then spun and flipped end over end. 

When the car stopped moving—she was fairly certain it was her head that was still spinning, and not the car—Shelly pried her eyes open. Her head pounded, and her chest heaved as she fought to breathe after the collision knocked the air from her lungs.

“Jimmy?” She looked to the left where she expected him to be, but didn’t see him. Stiff and anxious, she searched the back seat, but didn’t see him there, either. Had he been thrown out? Her heart rate ratcheted up and she looked around to see if she could tell where he’d gone. The side windows were all missing, the roof smashed several inches lower than it should have been in most places, and the front window was nothing but a mass of spider web cracks. “Jimmy!”

When she moved her right arm, pain lanced through her and she clutched it close to her chest, trying to ignore the way the skin poked out on the side. The bone had to be broken. 

She looked around, but couldn’t find her cell phone anywhere. 

With her free hand, she shook her door, but it was too smashed to budge. She studied the window opening with its chunks of shattered glass. She used the snow scraper at her feet to clear the way, then, trusting her clothes to protect her, began pulling herself through—not an easy task one-handed. 

It took more work than she expected as she discovered that she hurt all over. If she hadn’t been so anxious to find Jimmy, she might have stayed put, but she had to find him.

“Jimmy!” Shelly called his name every few seconds, certain this time he would answer. Maybe he was only dazed from the jolt. She saw the headlights from another car parked up on the edge of the road. The car had rolled a lot further down the embankment than she had thought. A person walked in front of the headlights, and she could see them coming down into the creek bed. Shelly was about halfway out of the car window when a strong pair of arms grabbed her under the shoulders and helped her. She stifled a scream of pain as her right arm was jarred.

“Are you okay?” a man’s voice asked. He helped her to her feet, but didn’t let go until she felt steadier. “Is there anyone else in the car? Who are you looking for?”

“My fiancé. I don’t know where he went. He’s not in the car.” Shelly took a step away, searching for a dark shape in the white snow while her head and muscles screamed at her to stop. Hysteria rose in her chest as she considered all the things that might have happened to Jimmy.

“I think you’re bleeding.” The man—somewhere in his forties—touched the side of her head and nodded, as if confirming the injury. “Is your arm hurt?” 

“Yes, I think it’s broken.”

“We called 911, but we’re not sure how much they understood. The signal’s bad here.”

Like she needed him to tell her that. She’d lived in the area all her life. “Thanks. Do you know where my fiancé is?” She tried to move through the deep snow, but sank nearly to her knee with every step.

“Hey, over here. I found someone,” another male voice called out, rougher and lower-toned. “Come help me, Mark.”

The man with Shelly turned to her. “You should stay here.”

“Now, Mark. Hurry! He’s in pretty bad shape,” the man called again.

It was freezing and Shelly was in her shoes and shirtsleeves. She reached through the car window and pulled out her fluffy winter coat, struggling to wrap it around her one-handed. Then she moved as quickly as possible toward the two men. They were on their knees in the snow. There was no direct light around them and the reflections of headlights above them weren’t enough to illuminate their actions.

More people arrived and began moving down the embankment, but Shelly ignored their calls, intent on the very still figure lying between the two strangers. Jimmy couldn’t be hurt, not after everything they’d been through. She felt herself begin to hyperventilate and her head spun again when she saw the dark spots against the whiteness of snow around him. Maybe it wasn’t blood, she told herself. It could be anything.

“I found a heartbeat. Hold pressure on that wound,” one of the men said.

Shelly sobbed, trying to grab Jimmy’s hand, but a woman held her back. Shelly tried to get away, to get back to Jimmy, but the woman pulled her further from the scene. “Miss, were you in the accident?” the woman asked.

“Yes.”

“You need to sit. Come on, let’s go up to the road. The police and paramedics will be here soon.”

“I can’t leave him. What if he needs me?” She struggled a little longer, then, too exhausted to fight, allowed herself to be led up to the road as the ambulance crew arrived. A Highway Patrol trooper came over and began asking her about the accident, and another EMT joined her, questioning and checking Shelly. 

The next thing Shelly knew, an EMT was coaxing her onto a backboard. “Any time there’s a roll over it’s protocol to backboard patients,” he explained when she resisted. “It’s only a precaution.” 

“I’ve been walking around for a long time now,” Shelly protested.

“And the adrenaline that’s kept you moving will wear off soon. There might be something wrong and you don’t even know it yet. Please? My partners are taking good care of the guy you were with.”

Feeling light-headed and queasy all of a sudden, she consented and soon found herself strapped on and wearing a c-collar. They set her board on the bench seat in the back of the ambulance and strapped her in before they staunched the sluggish blood flow on her forehead. After that, the EMTs mostly focused on Jimmy, who had been loaded onto the wheeled gurney a couple feet away. 

As soon as he was in the back, the ambulance headed for the hospital in Nephi. The EMTs said Jimmy needed help breathing, an IV, and various other things Shelly didn’t understand. They checked her blood pressure, shone a bright light in her eyes, and asked her some of the same questions she had already answered. She wanted to ask why they kept repeating themselves, but didn’t want to waste her breath as she heard the worry in the voices of the people working on Jimmy. 

The twists and turns of the canyon nauseated Shelly and she wondered why the driver had to take the corners so fast, yet it seemed to take forever to get to the hospital in Nephi. With every bump or jolt or shift on the road, pain screamed through her arm. 

“Sorry,” one woman told her after a head-spinning turn. “An ambulance isn’t exactly built like a race car. They don’t corner very well, even when driven carefully.”

“I think I figured that out.” Shelly tried to smile, then asked for the hundredth time how Jimmy was doing. Still, she only got the answer that the others were taking care of him, and would do their best. 

That wasn’t very comforting, especially when one of the crew members asked about bringing in a helicopter to get Jimmy to Utah Valley Regional, and another said the copter would never travel through the storm.

Shelly’s heart plummeted. It had been her idea to go to Provo earlier. Jimmy had protested that there was too much to do and the weather report wasn’t good, but she insisted. She needed the time alone with him before she went crazy with preparations, time to reassure herself that she’d made the right decision. Now she wished she’d never thought of it. If Jimmy didn’t make it—the thought was too awful to consider. She pushed it away and was grateful when one of the EMTs finally said they were pulling into the hospital parking lot.

The long night only got worse.

Shelly had been through x-ray and was released from the backboard before anyone would tell her anything about Jimmy. A man in a white coat, whose tag read Dr. Chung, came into her corner of the ER, clipboard in hand. “I hear you’re engaged to the other patient, Jimmy Sorenson.”

“Yes, we’re getting married in five days. Is he doing all right?” Shelly huddled under the warm blanket the nursing staff had given her, but she continued to shiver. She couldn’t seem to get warm.

The man frowned, a haggard look on his face. She wondered if he was old enough to be a doctor. He looked awfully young. “His injuries are extensive. The ambulance has already taken him to Provo for critical care treatment.”

Her own injuries were forgotten as panic crowded into her chest. “I have to go. I need to call someone to get me. I’ve got to be with him.”

“What you need to do,” the doctor interjected, “is let me put a cast on that broken arm and take care of you. By the time you’re finished, your parents should be here. They’re already on their way. You can talk to them about taking you to Provo.”

Though the pain medication the nurse had given her earlier was kicking in so she struggled to think, Shelly realized she was stranded and needed to be treated. Still, every minute crawled as she waited for them to finish the cast. Her mother arrived nearly an hour after Shelly reached the hospital and still the cast wasn’t done.

When they finally climbed in the car, Shelly was forced to endure the endless drive to the trauma center.  The falling snow only served to slow their progress. She leaned back in the seat and closed her eyes after fifteen minutes of the car crawling through the heavy storm. Cursing the pain medication, she fell asleep.
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WHEN THEY REACHED the emergency area at UVRMC, Jimmy was still in surgery. A nurse took them to a waiting room, where his parents already sat with a few of his siblings in a small alcove of chairs. Shelly and her mom joined them.

“Shelly, how are you?’ Carol hugged her, clinging and shaking.

“I’m okay. It’s just a broken arm.” 

Carol’s eyes went to Shelly’s forehead. “Looks like more than a broken arm to me.”

“Oh, yeah,” Shelly touched the head wound that had finally stopped bleeding after she got into the ambulance. It was still bandaged. “A few scrapes and bruises, possibly a concussion. Nothing that won’t heal. Have you heard about Jimmy yet?”

“No.” Carol turned to the nurse, her face white and older than Shelly ever remembered. “Will my son be all right?”

The nurse spoke in a reassuring tone, and Shelly pushed back the fear that stole over her. “He’s still in surgery. They’re doing the best they can for him. I’ll send the doctor out to speak with you as soon as possible. It may be a while.” 

Shelly wanted to scream, to cry, anything. All she could do was hold her broken arm close, feeling frozen and silent. This can’t be happening. She stared at the stark white walls and floor. Jimmy’s siblings and their spouses asked her questions and she repeated the nights’ events, trying to think of anything they could have done differently. Could they have stopped it? How long before Jimmy recovered? She couldn’t think of any other outcome.

A couple of hospital workers in mint green scrubs walked past them, talking about a basketball game at one of the local high schools the previous night. A man strolled the halls with a young boy in a hospital gown, telling stories about the fun things they would do when the boy got out. A cell phone rang somewhere.

Somehow, none of it seemed real. It could all have been on a television screen and not have affected her less. I wonder if this is what shock feels like.

Hours passed before the doctor came in. His grim face said enough. Shelly didn’t bother listening to his words. The edges of her vision began to turn fuzzy, then black and she gulped in air, even as her chest grew tight.

“Shelly, hey, are you okay?” Her mom’s voice pierced her senses and Shelly felt herself being shaken. “Come on, we can see Jimmy soon. Deep breaths, honey.”

Not sure if it was the stress, the medication, or both, Shelly fought to stay alert, and after a moment, started to feel better, though the lightheadedness lingered. “How is he?”

“Out of surgery. It’s touch and go.” Her mom put a hand to Shelly’s forehead. “We have a little wait before they’ll let us into his room.”

Carol crouched beside her “Honey, are you sure they should have checked you out of the hospital? Are you okay?” 

“I’m fine. I just need to see Jimmy.” Despite more questions, Shelly stuck to her stance. Jimmy’s sister-in-law brought her a soda and a grilled cheese sandwich from the café down the hall, and at her insistence, Shelly ate. Surprisingly, it did help her feel better. 

When they were finally allowed into his room, Jimmy’s father and a brother talked in low tones about giving a priesthood blessing. Jimmy’s sister-in-law stood to the side of the doorway, hugging herself with her arms. Shelly found a seat and took Jimmy’s hand gingerly in hers, but felt little warmth. Carol sat on the other side of the bed, taking her son’s other hand.

The hospital staff only allowed everyone to stay long enough for Jimmy’s dad and brother to give him the blessing. What she felt when they finished, however, was not the reassurance she sought, but disbelief as Jimmy’s father, Allan, commended Jimmy’s spirit back to his Father in Heaven. She wanted to scream in argument, but couldn’t get out anything but a low moan.

When the prayer was over, Shelly glared at Allan and found her voice again. “You were supposed to make him better.” 

“I wish I could, but I’m only the mouthpiece of the Lord, and He wanted Jim to come home.” His voice was raw and tears streaked his face, but it didn’t make her less angry with him. How could he let Jimmy go without a fight?

Then everyone acted as if a sentence had been passed. Carol sobbed over her son’s hand, his brothers took turns saying a few words and saying goodbye, and even Shelly’s parents tried to pull her from his bedside. They were wrong. She and Jimmy were getting married. She knew it. 

Shelly was so numb, the tears would not fall. Inside, she felt like she was dying, too. 

After a while, everyone left her alone with him. She could hear Jimmy’s labored breath as he struggled for air. He was so pale.

She stroked the matted hair on Jimmy’s forehead. The sides of his face were streaked with blood. Her fingers caressed his right cheek, searching for his dimple. She thought of all the times she and Jimmy had driven around and talked in the evenings when they were teens. Sometimes he would tease her, and despite all he could do to keep a straight face, the dimple would always give him away. He had no poker face. 

She’d always loved that about him.

“Jimmy, you wouldn’t leave me now, would you? We have so many plans, a whole life together—at least six kids in that big house on Main Street. I love you.” The last words were barely a whisper as a lump in her throat blocked them. Her long hair hung limply over his body as she leaned down to plant a kiss on his cheek. 

Shelly whispered memories about things they had done together and plans for the future. She knew she had to keep talking, sure the effort would keep him alive. 

Her eyes were dry as she played with his CTR ring, his constant reminder to Choose The Right, twisting it from side to side and chatting away. As she spoke to him, her heart filled with fervent prayer that he would be healed, despite what the doctor had said. Despite the blessing that told otherwise.

After a few minutes, his parents came back in with the doctor. A moment later, the steady, but slow, beeping on the heart monitor slowed even further and the machine set off a warning bell. The doctor told everyone to leave and called in a crew of hospital staff.

The wait in the hall took forever, and Shelly huddled into herself against one wall. She didn’t acknowledge her mom’s arm wrapped around her. 

Eventually the doctor re-emerged, covered in sweat. “I’m sorry, there’s nothing more we can do.” He hesitated for a moment. “His records show he’s an organ donor. There’s never a good way to ask this, but would you give your consent for us to use this tragedy to help others?”

When Allan’s rough voice whispered agreement, Shelly pulled away from her mother’s embrace and hurried down the corridor, unable to stand it. 

They were giving up.

She didn’t know if she would ever forgive herself for how it had happened. 
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SHELLY WOKE TO THE SEARING reminder that Jimmy was dead. She turned onto her side and squeezed her eyes closed again, fighting the tears and despair that tried to overtake her. Maybe if she tried hard enough, she could convince herself he was still on his mission. She’d waited patiently for him for two years. Surely she could manage to wait longer—at least until the pain didn’t threaten to yank out all her internal organs and smash them to mush. 

She knew she wasn’t fooling herself, but thinking of him as only being away for a while helped quell the pain, if only a little. The fact was, between his mission and her last semester of school, it had been well over two years since they were able to spend any real time together. The regular emails and phone calls since he came home had been a big improvement, but were nothing like being near him. 

That made her feel guilty. Then she felt guilty because she hadn’t been fully faithful to him while he was on his mission. If she had been, she wouldn’t have struggled so much over her relationship with Rob, even if it had been perfectly respectable.

She still felt a pang of sadness when she thought of Rob—the man she’d dated and sung duets with the previous school year. The one she had told about Jimmy, but then dated often anyway. When he’d proposed only days before Jimmy returned to Utah late in the summer, she had found herself far more tempted than she had expected.

It had been a near thing, that decision. She doubted Rob knew how narrow the margin had been between choosing him or choosing Jimmy. She’d loved them both so much.

Why had she felt so strongly that she should choose Jimmy if he was going to die five days before the wedding? Why did that happen? The confirmation of her decision had come again and again since then, yet here it was, her wedding day—and she would bury the man she had loved since she was fifteen.

There was a knock at the open door and Shelly checked the clock. Past time to get up—if she wanted to face the day, that was. “I’m awake,” she called out.

Her older sister, Lily, came in, closing the door behind her. “If you’re going to get to the viewing on time, you ought to leave now.”

“I don’t want to go.” Shelly could barely get the words out through her parched throat.

“You didn’t go last night, either.” Lily’s voice was soft, filled with compassion.

“So?”

Lily sat on the edge of the bed and studied her younger sister. “Not going won’t stop it from being real.”

“I know that,” Shelly snapped. This was supposed to have been her wedding day.

There was a long moment of silence—long enough for Shelly to feel bad for being short-tempered. She knew her sister wanted what was best for her. Lily had been married only a few weeks earlier to her second husband, Denver Nuggets center, Curtis Werner. She’d taken several days to come home with her two young children to attend the wedding-turned-funeral. Lily had been a rock of support. Curtis had managed to stop in for the day between games. 

“I’m sorry. I’m not trying to be difficult.” Shelly closed her eyes so she wouldn’t have to see the hurt on her sister’s face. Being alone with her thoughts was terrible. But dealing with other people’s sympathy was almost as bad.

“You know you’ll regret it if you don’t make it to at least a few minutes of the viewing.”

Since she figured her sister was right, Shelly nodded. But there was no reason to get there early. Another glance at the clock told her that early wasn’t an option anyway, not if she was going to shower and make herself presentable—a must after laying around in a funk since she returned from the hospital several days ago. “Fine. I’m getting up. Will you help me wrap my cast so it won’t get wet?” She struggled to pull her broken arm out from under the covers, the cast making her movements awkward.

“Of course.” Lily stood and Shelly pushed back the blankets. Her stomach complained at the lack of nourishment over the past few days, and she didn’t know if her hair would ever comb out again. She almost didn’t care.
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SHELLY HAD AGREED WITH her sister that she needed to go to the viewing—but she didn’t want to arrive too soon. If she had to spend much time in there with the empty shell that used to be Jimmy, she thought she might crack.

Ten minutes before the viewing was supposed to end, she sidled into the room, keeping her gaze averted from the coffin that dominated one wall. Chrome gleamed from the handles along the sides, drawing her attention to the box as she avoided eye contact with everyone. The heavy smell of flowers filled the room.

Carol, Jimmy’s mother, refused to be ignored, however. It took only seconds for the woman to cross the room and envelope Shelly in a hug. “Honey, I’m so sorry this happened!” 

Suddenly Shelly felt too numb to cry. Everything seemed too unreal to be true. All she wanted to do now was to hang on, to get through this day. This minute. Then maybe she would be able to tackle the next one. “I know everyone will miss him. We had him back for such a short time.” Her voice sounded wooden in her own ears.

“Yes. But now he’s gone home to do more important work.” Carol’s voice caught on the last word, as if she were still trying to convince herself, while she wiped at the tears that trickled down her face. 

Shelly only nodded, and allowed the woman, who should have become her mother-in-law that day, to lead her across the room to the coffin. With every step, she felt her heart sink more, and the bile in her stomach rose. 

The unreality of the situation was even more pronounced as Shelly looked at the body that used to be Jimmy. She didn’t know if it was the coloring, the effects of the accident, or simply her own detachment, but it was easy to convince herself it wasn’t really him. He didn’t look like that. Jimmy had a constant sparkle in his eye and a joke on his glib tongue every time he opened his mouth. He was energetic and sweet and loved her like no tomorrow. 

Whomever it was lying in the coffin, it definitely wasn’t the Jimmy she had loved so hopelessly as a preteen, and so giddily when he finally realized she was a girl and not just the irritating kid around the corner—then so deeply as they finished high school and he headed off for his mission.

She reached out and touched his arm, stiff beneath the white temple clothes. She didn’t feel any emotions, really, but preferred numbness to the grinding pain she had carried over the past few days.

A moment later, she stepped back across the room so she couldn’t see in the coffin anymore and stood, waiting for the family prayer. Carol hadn’t said as much, but Shelly knew she was expected to stay, and then follow the family in and sit with them through the funeral. 

While she waited, a long-time neighbor came through the room, stopping to speak to everyone and searched Shelly out. “Honey, I’m so sorry. What a terrible wedding day this has turned out to be.”

Shelly’s stomach twisted and she fought to keep her composure and not run from the room at the woman’s insensitive comments. Instead, she hid the pain, murmuring something unintelligible and wishing the woman away. 

She was grateful she hadn’t been asked to speak, didn’t have to participate in anything that happened through the rest of the day. She simply gave wan smiles and accepted hugs through the proceedings, then returned home and climbed in bed to shut everything out again. 
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THE NEXT DAY, SHELLY got out of bed, showered, did her hair and makeup, and went down to breakfast. She played with her toddler nephew and infant niece, baked Christmas cookies to take to the neighbors, and tried to ignore the cheery sound of seasonal music as it played in the background.

She followed the holiday pattern, getting through one day, one hour at a time, though she pretended it wasn’t real, that Jimmy would be back someday. Most of the time, she succeeded in convincing herself nothing was wrong—there was only a delay in timing. Shelly opened gifts, ate when she had to, and moved along automatically.

When school started up again after the holidays ended, she began work at the Institute of Religion across the street from the Snow College campus. Her temporary, part-time job was perfect, as the students distracted her and kept her busy every day. Though she got a lot of curious looks from locals, few asked her how she was doing—for which she was grateful. If she heard whispering behind her back from some of them, she did her best to ignore it.

She only wished her job was full-time to fill the extra hours. When she was offered a second job running the checkout at Kent’s grocery store full-time in her free hours, she took it eagerly.
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“CURTIS AND I HAVE been talking about you,” Lily said over the phone in late February. “Didn’t you say once that you wanted to study abroad?”

Shelly rolled her eyes as she sorted dried silverware into the drawer. She was fairly sure she had said something like that, since the thought had crossed her mind several times over the years, but it hadn’t fit with her plan—the plan to get through school before Jimmy returned from his mission. “I might have. I finished my degree, though.”

“I did some research. There are schools in England that have a single-year master’s program. Your grades were always excellent, so you could get admitted easily. Think—you’ve always been fascinated with England. This could be your chance to live there, and study history right where it happened. You could even dig around for the genealogy we haven’t been able to track down from here. There’s a great university only ten miles from where Great-great-grandma Florie was born.”

It was almost tempting—except for one very important detail. “Um, hello, I work at Kent’s. You can’t think I’ve got that kind of cash.” Shelly picked up a sauce pan next and wiped it down before setting it back in the drawer under the stove. She started to get a kink in her neck from holding the tiny cell phone between her shoulder and ear.

“Um, hello,” Lily echoed Shelly. “Someone you know has plenty of money and can’t think of a better way to spend it.”

“Your kids are will need college tuition, too.”

“We’ll have that all set aside before Curtis finishes his contract here in Denver. No worries. Let us help you. You’re doing nothing and going nowhere there in Ephraim.”

“You loved living here.” Shelly threaded the drying cloth through the handle of the fridge and grabbed the dish cloth to wipe down the table.

“Yes, I did. It’s a great place to grow up and there are lots of possibilities for people to do something with their lives if they get the proper schooling—a bachelor’s degree hardly prepares you for anything these days. Especially as it’s not a teaching degree. I don’t think you’re even making plans for the future. If you don’t want to study abroad, that’s fine, but you need to do something, and staying there in Ephraim can’t be good for your mental health. There are too many memories.”

Lily was right about that. There were too many daily reminders of Jimmy. Shelly clung to them, even as she ignored the fact that she would never see him again. “I’m doing fine here. I’ll move on.”

“Mom said you work like crazy, read like a demon in your time off, and do nothing else. You don’t go out with friends, and you don’t even email or chat on the phone with Katie much anymore.”

Shelly knew she hadn’t spoken with her lifelong best friend lately. During their last phone call, Katie had encouraged Shelly to return to Logan to work or pursue her master’s degree. There was no way Shelly wanted to run into Rob again, though. She had lost too much without reminders of his pain, on top of her own. “I spend a lot of time at the ‘Tute. I meet people there, do things, get involved.” She scrubbed extra hard at a dried spot of strawberry jam.

“Liar. You may be there, but Kellie said you never mix with the others, not really. And Danyelle said—”

“Do we need to hash this all out?” Shelly asked, not wanting to hear all of her shortcomings. It was a low blow to learn her younger sisters had been talking about her to Lily.

She looked up from the table and stared daggers at her sisters in the family picture that hung nearby. It was probably a good thing they were all out of the house at the moment.

“I sent you a packet with information from three or four universities. I think it’ll interest you. You know you can’t stay home forever, stagnating.”

“Are you giving me an ultimatum? Pick something, or move out of Mom’s house?” Shelly was pleased with her nonchalant tone.

“Don’t be melodramatic. I only want you to look it over and see what you think. You may surprise yourself. If you have other plans, that’s fine, but you need to do something about your future.”

“You’re pushy.” 

“I learned from the best. You are, if I remember correctly, the one who went out and found me an apartment in Logan before I even had a job, and despite the fact that I had no intention of moving there.”

“I was right, too.” Shelly couldn’t help it—she had to smile to herself at the thought. If she hadn’t been so helpful, Lily might not have moved to Logan, and she might not be married to Curtis now.

“Yes, you were. And I appreciate it. Please let me return the favor. You don’t have to apply to any of the schools—just look at them.”

Shelly knew she was beaten. “Fine, I’ll look them over. I’m not promising anything else.” But she felt the first stirrings of excitement in a long time. England did sound good. It would be a fresh start, something completely different to mirror the change in her life plans. 

At least looking at the brochures would distract her for a while, even if she never took the next step.
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WORKING THE CASH REGISTER at Kent’s kept Shelly busy, but the slow moments left too much time to think. All of the college students running through the store should have been a boon, but too often she’d catch a glimpse of light brown hair, or rolling laughter that was so much like Jimmy’s. It fed the continuing nightmares she had of the crash, keeping them fresh in her mind.

She smiled as a local woman she knew only by sight came through her line. “How are you doing, Shelly?”

Though the look of compassion in the woman’s eyes said she wondered how Shelly was coping, and that it wasn’t simply a casual question, Shelly merely smiled and gave her the same answer she would give anyone. “Great. Keeping busy. How has your day been?” 

“Life never stops, if you know what I mean.” Then the woman’s smile faltered as if she realized what she was saying. “Well, spring sports are starting and James needs new cleats, Shaun has outgrown his school clothes and Lisa wants a prom dress, but we’ll manage.” The woman went on to talk about her son’s batting average and expectations for playing college ball as Shelly rang her in. 

Shelly glanced up when the doors slid open again and felt that familiar excitement, then devastation as a particular student came in with friends. He looked so much like Jimmy she was always fooled for a second before realizing it couldn’t be him.

It must have shown on her face, because the woman turned from the credit card machine where she’d been signing her name and caught sight of the young men. “You poor thing. It must be difficult here with all the memories.”

Shelly gritted her teeth, forced a smile, and handed her the receipt. “It’s home to me.”

When the woman left her counter with a sad face, then stopped to look back at Shelly as she chatted with another woman at the door, Shelly made a decision.

She had poured over the college brochures Lily sent her, read more on the school websites, and even played with admissions paperwork over the past six weeks, but hadn’t made a decision one way or the other about going to England. She needed a change, though, and England sounded far enough away to find some peace.
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BY THE END OF APRIL, Shelly had been accepted at Hull University in Yorkshire, England—the school Lily had mentioned was near their ancestors’ town. Her job at the Institute had ended with the close of the semester, and the Manti Pageant rehearsals were well underway. Shelly hadn’t been able to participate while she was at USU, but now threw herself into preparations and helped with costumes in her spare time to fill the extra hours. 

As the weeks continued to pass, Shelly grew more convinced that Lily was right. She needed a complete change of scene, and she wondered if getting involved in the pageant had been a mistake. Memories of warm June nights and practicing with Jimmy crowded her mind. The smell of grease paint and the familiar recordings of the narrator took her back to high school and the tingling excitement of a new relationship. 

Once the show was underway, the bustle of people in downtown Manti reminded her of the past. She tried to remember her childhood—long before she had the slightest inkling of interest in Jimmy—as she walked past displays of books, trinkets, and pencil sketches of the prophets. She even offered to help serve at the annual turkey dinner with a high school friend.

That was how she ran into Rob again. She had been busy keeping an eye on the teens across the room between greeting people in line and hadn’t looked to see who was coming. It wasn’t until he was getting gravy from the woman standing next to her that Shelly saw him.

Rob had obviously seen her before he reached her station, where she scooped corn onto people’s plates. “Hi, Shelly.” 

She swallowed in surprise and fought to put a pleasant smile on her face, even as emotions tumbled through her and her hands bobbled. “Hello, Rob. Did you come down for the pageant?”

“Yes. Lindsey hasn’t been before, so I thought I’d bring her.” The young Dean Cain look-alike gestured to a gorgeous raven-haired woman next to him. She stood several inches taller than Shelly’s five-foot-three, had flawless skin, and was model-thin.

Wearing a decent, but well-loved tee and an old pair of jeans, Shelly felt dowdy by comparison. After a bad haircut, her hair was shorter than she liked, but if it hadn’t been back in a net to keep it out of the food, it would at least look okay. 

“That’s great. I love the pageant. I’ve hardly missed a season since I was a toddler. I’m sure you’ll love the show.” Why did she have to sound like an idiot? What did he think about seeing her here, now? His number was still in her cell phone and she had thought about calling him several times over the past few months, but figured he had moved on. Apparently she had been right.

 “Thank you. So how do you know each other?” Lindsey nudged Rob playfully with her elbow and sent him a flirty smile.

“Sorry. Lindsey, this is Shelly. We sang together quite a bit last year. Shelly, this is Lindsey, my new girlfriend.” His expression was blank as he made the introductions. 

Shelly was surprised by the knife of pain caused by his words—or rather, that the wound could get deeper than it had been a moment earlier. Still, she put on her best smile for them. “I hope you enjoy the evening. It looks like the weather will be perfect.” She glanced down the line and realized there weren’t many people behind them.

Lindsey put a hand on Rob’s arm, but kept her gaze on Shelly. “So, do you get to eat once everyone is through?”

“Yes.”

“Great—you’ll have to join us. We’ll save you a seat! I’d love to hear about Rob’s life before we met. He’s so closed-mouthed.” She nudged Rob toward the peanut butter bars at the end of the table, and Shelly scooped corn onto the remaining plates.

She thought about skipping out. Soon she would need to get makeup and her costume on for the night, and the younger kids always needed extra help. She filled a plate for herself and turned to leave, but saw Lindsey gesturing her over. Shelly hesitated, but didn’t want to be rude—or at least that’s what she told herself—so she moved toward the couple. 

They were a great pair, aesthetically speaking—two beautiful people with dark hair. Lindsey was already well tanned, while Rob’s olive skin was only a shade or two darker than Shelly remembered from the previous December. 

Feeling decidedly awkward, she slid into the seat across the table from Lindsey. “So, how long have you two been dating?”

“About a month,” Lindsey said. “We’re both working at Salt Lake Community College. I’m in admissions and he’s in accounting.”

“That’s great.” Shelly turned to Rob and sincerely told him, “I’m glad you got settled so quickly. I know how hard it is to get a job right now.”

“Yeah.” His mouth moved, like he was trying to figure out what to say next. He settled for, “And what are you doing now, besides serving dinner for the pageant?”

“I’m working at the grocery store in Ephraim. I’ve been busy with costumes and practices for the pageant, but after next week, I’ll be getting ready to work on my master’s.”

“What are you studying? Which school will you attend?” Lindsey asked. 

“History. I’m taking a one-year master’s in England, actually. I won’t leave until late August, and within a year, I’ll be finished.” Shelly carefully met Lindsey’s eyes before turning to Rob.

“Isn’t that where Rhett is?” Lindsey asked Rob. “Where is he serving, exactly?”

Shelly had forgotten that Rob’s brother Rhett was on a mission in England. She quickly calculated and decided Rhett would be shortly past his hump day. “I’ll be in Yorkshire.”

“That’s in his mission boundaries,” Rob said. “It’s the England Leeds Mission. You’ll have to keep an eye out for Elder Durrant.” 

She’d been to Rhett’s farewell as a ‘friend’ of Rob’s, so she remembered they were actually half-brothers, thus the different last names. “I’ll do that.” Their gazes met, and she felt the zing of electricity that had been so strong between them the previous fall—until she’d chosen Jimmy over him. It shot down her spine and made a lump lodge in her throat. She missed spending time with Rob. 

He’d sent her a condolence card shortly after the accident. Katie had spread the word on Facebook to all of their school friends long before spring semester began. She had appreciated his card, but been too numb to know how to respond. She still wasn’t sure what to think. She caught his look at her left hand, where she still wore Jimmy’s ring, and felt a pang of longing, even while she was torn by the feelings she had felt for both men. It was too late for her and Rob, though, even if she weren’t leaving for England in a matter of weeks.

Lindsey broke the moment of silent understanding that passed between them, changing the subject to something funny that had happened to her brother on his mission. Shelly ate as quickly as she could without being impolite, and then excused herself to prepare for that night’s show. 

She wondered what would have happened if she’d chosen differently. Then she pushed that thought away. She still wasn’t ready for a relationship, and she’d already hurt Rob once. There was no reason to believe he’d be willing to give her another chance.
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SHELLY WOKE TO LOOK OUT the airplane windows and find green hills racing below. She heard the soft, deep English accent of the old man behind her as he spoke to the children traveling with him. She pulled a long, gold chain from under her shirt and fingered the engagement ring on the end. Her hand didn’t feel right without the ring—she’d worn it almost a full year. 

There was a ding as the ‘fasten seatbelt’ sign flashed on and the pilot’s voice blared from the loudspeaker. His deep voice resonated as he recited the time, temperature, and other pertinent information in British accents. The intercom squealed, and then clicked as he hung up.

Shelly tucked her book into the side pocket of her carryon and readied herself for disembarking the plane.

In only a few minutes, the plane landed and pulled up to the terminal. As she approached the baggage claim, Shelly worried about the time and whether she’d make all her trains that day. She’d never been in a foreign country before. 

Crowds bustled around her and the loudspeakers blared. Two guys dressed punk-rocker style crossed her path with their many piercings and tattoos, and brightly dyed hair twisted in gravity-defying updos. In stark contrast, two old ladies strolled along, talking about knitting patterns. Hints of food from the airport vendors wafted though the air and Shelly caught the reek of cigarette smoke as someone walked past. She told herself it wasn’t so different from walking through the airport in Salt Lake.

No matter how she tried, she couldn’t believe her life. It was very different from Salt Lake, and ages apart from the sleepy town of Ephraim. She could swear the people around her didn’t only look and sound foreign, but the air smelled different.

But maybe that was her imagination. 

She found her bags quickly once they slid down the shoot. The first one was medium-sized and came away from the pile of luggage with no trouble. Other people bumped her on each side as they pulled their own luggage from the rotating system. 

When her much-larger suitcase arrived, however, the process wasn’t nearly so easy. She had packed her largest suitcase as full and tight as possible to avoid shipping charges, which made it rather heavy. Still, she hadn’t thought much of that before now. 

She yanked at the handle, and it rocked slightly, but still wouldn’t clear the lip of the carousel. She dropped her other two bags, grabbed the large handle with both hands, and gave it another tug. It almost cleared the edge this time before slamming back down again. Shelly let out a huff of irritation as she followed the carousel further. She tripped over a small, bright pink suitcase and nearly fell on her face. This dislodged her grip. 

Trying not to fall over, she reached out and was caught by a pair of very strong, very male arms. “Whoa, hold on there. Taking a face-plant here wouldn’t be very good for the ego,” a deep voice said. She looked up to see a tall, bleached-blond, blue-eyed Adonis in his early twenties smiling down at her, and exhaled in surprise. And she’d thought Rob was good-looking. 

“Thanks.”

“No problem.” He released her once she’d steadied herself. “You don’t want to lose track of your other bags there.” He gestured behind her to where her things now sat on the floor. A teenaged girl watched Shelly and the man with amusement, then winked at the blond.

Shelly turned back in time to catch his return wink. Suddenly, his appearance didn’t appeal so much after all. She grabbed her other luggage and stood out of the way while people snatched their own belongings. When the carousel brought her bag back around, the man pulled her suitcase from it before she could try again. 

He set it beside her and grinned. “Anything else I can do for you?” 

“No, this was it. But thank you.” She smiled; both grateful for his help and embarrassed she’d needed it. 

“My pleasure.” His eyes slid down her form and returned to linger on her face. 

Shelly became uncomfortable and tugged the luggage close. With another thank-you called over her shoulder, she hurried to the growing line at customs. After a brief word or two, the attendant told her to go on through. 

A few minutes and some stairs later, Shelly found her platform. “Only five minutes.” She rummaged through her purse for her ticket. Her hair fell over her face, blocking her view, and she blew a strand away, wishing it was long enough to braid or pull back in a pony tail. “There you are.” She clutched her ticket for the Heathrow Express and searched for her train.

The air was filled with voices—almost all of them foreign. She still couldn’t believe she was here—that she was doing this. What had she been thinking when she turned in the application? Sure, she’d thought about study abroad, dreamed about it long ago, but she hadn’t seriously considered it. 

Now she watched and waited for her first train to pull in, the next leg of her journey. Once it arrived, it didn’t take long to get settled and pull out “Anne of Avonlea” for the hour-long ride. 

The soft rocking of the train was relaxing, but she had slept on the plane and wasn’t tired now. She also didn’t want to risk having her belongings stolen while she slept. 

When the train stopped, she hurried to transfer her luggage. Her stomach growled as she waited to board. She was glad this leg was only fifteen minutes long; maybe she’d be able to grab a bite soon. Shelly pulled out the rail guide and checked the schedule. Rats, only five minutes between trips. I’ll be lucky to make it at all. The next train to Hull wouldn’t go through there for another hour if she missed her connection.

In her hurry to exit, Shelly pulled too hard on one of the luggage handles and broke it. She stared at it for a few seconds in disbelief. “Great, exactly what I need,” she muttered. She grasped the black corner ribbing and dragged the case out the door. The straps from her other two bags slipped from her shoulders, banging against the large bag, throwing her off balance for a moment, but she managed to keep from losing all of it. Her hair hung in her face again and she ignored it, irritated. 

Why didn’t I let Lily buy me the more expensive luggage? I’m such a penny pincher—and it wasn’t even my money. Shelly hiked the straps of the carryon and other bag up on her shoulders again, then grabbed more tightly onto the ribbing on both sides of the large suitcase. She was glad it at least had wheels. 

After finding where to go, Shelly hurried to the platform as the train came in. The doors opened and she tried to get on, but the wheels lodged in the crack between the train and the platform. She turned to get a better hold when someone else helped lift it. She looked up, surprised to find the same blond guy from the airport on the other end. He slid the bag to an empty row of seats and then flipped over the tag on the handle to look at it before he piled his bags on hers and sat beside her.

“Thank you,” Shelly said.

“You’re welcome. Are you going to Hull University this year?”

How did he know? It kind of creeped her out—even if he did seem friendly. “What makes you ask that?”

“You’re not English and… I noticed the tag on your big bag has the International Office number on it.” He shrugged.

If he’d recognized the number, he must be a student there as well, so she decided to admit it. “Yes.” She had put the number on her bag in case it was lost in transit. She wouldn’t have any other contact point until she got settled in her apartment in a few days. No, it’s a flat, she reminded herself. Call it a flat. 

“I’m Clay Fuller,” he said. His ice blue eyes shone down at her. He had a perfect tan and gleaming white teeth. They were hard to miss when they were all on display.

“I’m Shelly,” she said. “You must go to Hull too. You’re not British, either.” She saw, however, that he didn’t have much luggage with him.

“Yeah, this is my last year, thankfully. But then, next year I’ll have to find something to do with my life, so maybe that’s not so exciting.” 

“You’re from the U.S. aren’t you? Back East, maybe?” 

“Yeah, upper New York State. Where are you from?”

“Utah.” She definitely wouldn’t have placed his accent as New York. She wondered if she’d heard too many Brooklyn accents on TV.

“I’ve heard there’s great skiing in Utah.”

“So I’m told. I don’t ski much, but I know a number of fanatics.” Rob came to mind. He loved skiing. Jimmy had enjoyed it now and then too. She was far happier curled in front of a fire with a mug of hot cocoa and a book, though. “Thanks again for your help. I was getting pretty frustrated.” 

“You’re welcome. White knights are always ready to help a beautiful maiden in distress.” He flashed her another grin, and she did her best to resist his charm. 

The train pulled out of the station and Shelly leaned back into her seat, preparing for the two-hour ride. It was the last leg of her journey. Someone from the International Office was supposed to wait for her at the end. She hoped they weren’t late.

“So where are you living?” he asked.

“I’m on campus.”

He waited for her to continue, then prodded, “Dorm’s or flats?”

“Flats.”

His grin turned amused. “Secretive, aren’t you?”

She shrugged. “So, tell me about Hull.”

He gave her a few pointers of what to check out on campus, and mentioned he’d be helping with orientation that week. “So, are you getting maid service
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