
        
            
                
            
        


	 

To Live Again

 

 

 

 

 

By Lauralee Bliss

 

 

 

[image: wee-words-horizontal]

http://www.writers-exchange.com

 


To Live Again

Copyright 2001, 2013, 2015, 2018, 2022, 2025 Lauralee Bliss

Writers Exchange E-Publishing

PO Box 372

ATHERTON QLD 4883

 

Cover Art by: Sandy Cummins and GermanCreative

 

Published by Writers Exchange E-Publishing

http://www.writers-exchange.com

 

ISBN: 978-1-876962-17-3

 

The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 (five) years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author's imagination and are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission from the publisher.

 


 

 

Table of Contents

 

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Epilogue

 







Weeping may endure for the night, but joy cometh in the morning.

Psalm 30:5 KJV

 

 

 

Chapter 1

 

"We're going to be late!" Janice Dawson moaned. Her eyes darted to the golden anniversary clock sitting on the fireplace mantel. "Mary, put on your shoes. Lisa, come here and let Mommy tie on your hair ribbons."

Five-year-old Lisa shuffled into the living room, her tiny fist clutching the piece of pink ribbon that matched the ruffles on her Sunday dress. Limping behind her in stocking feet came eight-year-old Mary. She held one shoe in her hand with confusion written in her dark brown eyes.

"I don't know where my other shoe is, Mommy," Mary complained. 

Janice picked up the ribbon from Lisa's outstretched hand and looped it around the ponytail behind her head. She stole another glance at the clock ticking down to their departure time. "Look under your bed or in the coat closet. Really girls, I must be there on time today. Last week I was late and I can't do this two weeks in a row."

"Where's Daddy?" Lisa inquired. She reached up her hand to tug on the ponytail Janice fashioned. Brown hair fell in soft tendrils around her face. The ribbon came to a rest at her feet.

"Oh Lisa, now look what you did!" With a swipe of her hand, Janice yanked off the hair band. The tiny girl shrieked, accompanied by tears that squirted out of her hazel eyes and rolled down her cheeks. "Oh honey, I'm so sorry," Janice murmured, scooping the distraught child into her arms. "When Mommy gets woken up in the middle of the night and can't go back to sleep, she ends up a mean ol' grouch. I know I shouldn't take it out on you."

Lisa giggled, even as her fist wiped away the tears. "Did Daddy go help with the babies again, Mommy?"

Janice nodded, once more fixing Lisa's hair by twisting the soft strands in her fingers and slipping on a hair band. "Yes. Daddy got a call in the middle of the night. Mrs. Clark is ready to have her baby."

"So Daddy is at the hospital?" Mary inquired. She tugged on the other patent leather shoe found beneath the couch, then waited patiently for Janice to fasten it to her foot.

"Yes. I haven't heard anything, so I guess he's still there." Janice sighed, swiping back a lock of wavy brown hair that fell across her forehead before her fingers fumbled to fasten the buckle on Mary's shoe.

"Daddy sure helps bring a lot of babies," Mary remarked.

"That's his job, honey. He's a family doctor, you know, and that's what doctors do." She stood to her feet and picked up her purse and Bible from the counter. "All right, I think we're finally ready."

Both girls skipped ahead of Janice who closed the solid oak door behind them with a thump. Bright sunshine greeted her on this pleasant spring day. She wished Len was here to accompany the family to church, but the flight of expectant mothers racing to the hospital in the middle of the night was a fact of life for a family practitioner. Despite Len's success with his medical practice and her happy home life, Janice felt herself on edge these days. She could not settle a terrible sense of foreboding welling up within her. Every night she thanked God in her prayers for the love of her husband, the stylish house they owned, the lovely gardens she managed with care, and her healthy daughters that never ceased to amuse her with their childish antics. Yet she worried that one day her beautiful life might come to an end. Len laughed when she confessed her fear the other night after the girls were tucked in bed. 

"This isn't something to laugh about, Len," she told him, wiggling her way out of his arms and climbing to her feet. She paced the carpeted floor of their master suite in agitation. "We've enjoyed so many blessings...I'm afraid I'm due for a healthy dose of tribulation any day now."

"Jan, if you allow your Christianity to bring forth fear and not faith, what good is it? God wants you to trust Him and not your circumstances." Len rose from the bed at that point. His six-foot frame towered over her five-foot-five in a picture of strength and security. His dark eyes that she found so appealing stared lovingly into her face, tracing every defining line of her narrow cheeks, sloped nose, and green eyes that he said reminded him of the dazzling Emerald City in the Wizard of Oz. 

"I know I should be thankful," she murmured, enjoying the feel of his arms curled around her. "You have such a wonderful job with this family practice, and we have two sweet girls...."

"...and I have a beautiful and talented wife," he finished, supplementing his statement with a kiss that for several moments diverted her thoughtful contemplation.

Janice dwelt on the kiss and the delightful intimacy shared afterwards until Mary's girlish voice piped up. 

"Mommy, aren't we going to church?"

Janice awoke from her dream to realize she had not yet started the engine. "There goes my mind," she murmured, shaking her head and turning the key in the ignition. "I'm thinking of Len when I'm supposed to be driving us to our Sunday school class." She proceeded down the tree-lined drive of the affluent neighborhood where they had purchased a home only a year ago. She missed Len on the weekends when he had to work. During the week, she was involved with a hum of daily activities that included home schooling her girls in the morning and running a cake decorating business in the afternoon. Janice was grateful for the fine home, complete with a large gourmet kitchen where she could fashion her cakes. The girls loved to watch her create a funny Big Bird or a sweet ballerina out of the cakes she baked in the oven. Creating and decorating cakes in her spare time allowed Janice the opportunity to put her skills to use while keeping the girls at home with her. Most of all, she was happy that Len supported her work - even helping her finance the bakeware and the purchase of a convection oven. 

"He's so sweet to me," Janice murmured, steering the car into the parking lot of the neighborhood church. "Oh, how I miss him." An idea suddenly sparked in her mind. Perhaps after the service, she could surprise Len with Sunday dinner at the hospital. She glowed at the thought of his reaction to the gesture - his dark eyes lighting up and a smile creasing his face, displaying the even white teeth in contrast to his tan complexion. "I can buy a box of chicken from the market, along with some side dishes," she mused, "and of course we'll need dinner rolls, paper plates, perhaps a gallon of sweetened iced tea..."

"Hi Lisa! Hi Mary!" A cheery voice greeted the family when they entered the foyer of the church.

"Aunt Katy!" the girls cried together. They raced into the arms of a tall woman with chestnut brown hair and a large smile, stylishly dressed in a two-piece suit.

Janice was still thinking about the surprise dinner for Len when she felt a tap on her shoulder. She whirled in a start to find a set of familiar dark brown eyes peering steadily into her own. 

"Len!" 

Laughter filled her ears. "Ah ha, so he left you alone again, did he?"

Janice turned her head away to avoid him seeing the crimson flush that tainted her cheeks. "I'm so sorry, Paul. I don't know why I do that to you all the time."

"Not all the time," he corrected good-naturedly. "Just when you miss my brother. You're forgiven."

"So is Len at the hospital again?" Katy inquired, her arms cradling her two little nieces.

Janice nodded while trying to regain her composure. "Yes. We got a call around two in the morning. One of his patients, Mrs. Clark, went into early labor. He knew this would be a difficult delivery."

"You poor thing." Katy stared over at Paul. "I bet you didn't sleep a wink the rest of the night."

Janice eyed her in amazement. "How did you know?"

"Because we know how much you two love each other. It's hard to sleep without your honey by your side to kiss you good night."

"Mommy and Daddy kiss a lot," Lisa remarked. 

"That means they love each other," Mary added.

"That's right," agreed their Uncle Paul who suddenly grabbed Katy in an affectionate hold. "So what does this mean, girls?" He proceeded to plant a firm kiss on her rosy lips.

Katy pushed him away. "Really Paul, and in church, too!"

"I was greeting you with a holy kiss," he said innocently, but with a mischievous grin.

"Enough of the holy kisses. Our nieces are late for their Sunday school class."

"I guess Pat, Dan, and Karen are already in their classes?" Janice remarked, glancing around for the three children belonging to Paul and Katherine Dawson.

"Yes, so you'd better go on to your classes," Katy instructed the two girls, patting their heads affectionately. She added, "And why don't we mosey on in to ours?"

Janice was grateful on this lonely Sunday for the companionship of Len's older brother Paul and his wife Katherine or Katy, as she was known. Janice walked behind the couple who held hands as they entered the church sanctuary, thinking of the family resemblance between Paul and Len. Despite the five years difference in their ages, both men possessed the dark brown eyes and tawny complexion of the Dawson line. Paul's hair already showed telltale signs of aging with gray streaks running through his head of black hair. Len maintained his youthful appearance with hardly a gray hair to be found. Just the other day, Janice teased Len at finding a solitary gray hair among the jet-black strands on his head. "Soon you'll look just like Paul," she joked.

"I certainly hope not." 

Janice frowned at the sharp retort. Despite their appearance, both brothers were staunchly different, waging a silent war from the past that kept them apart for most of their adult years. When Janice tried to broach Len on the subject, he only swatted away her concerns and steered the conversation around to her cake decorating business. 

Janice knew better than to allow the subject to slip, but once he engaged her in conversation about her favorite pastime--cake decorating, she couldn't help herself. Immediately she launched into her ideas for her first wedding cake, explaining in detail the lacy design in the frosting, accompanied by wedding bells on the top tier. The job itself proved tedious, but the results were stunning. Janice delivered the cake with confidence to the reception hall and found the bride overwhelmed by the presentation. The next day, a photographer and journalist arrived at the house, eager to run a story about her in-home cake decorating business in the lifestyle section of the newspaper. 

"You're famous!" Len exclaimed to Janice, giving her a hug as they scanned the article that followed. 

Janice only wondered when all this would come to a screeching halt. She flipped through her Bible, searching absentmindedly for the Gospel of Matthew, which the congregation had been studying the last several weeks. She never noticed Katy give her a sideways glance before whispering to Paul. He nodded and rose. Janice jerked her head around and jumped when she found him sitting down beside her.

"Since you miss Len so much, Katy thought I could help out," Paul whispered with a twinkle in his eye.

"Don't be silly, Paul. I know I mistake you for Len all the time, but you really don't look that much alike. You have too much gray hair, for one thing."

He chuckled. "Then just pretend I'm Len. That way you can concentrate on the pastor, knowing your husband is right here by your side. Here, you can look at my phone with me, I have it right here."

Janice shook her head, forcing a smile at his suggestion. "Nice try Paul, but you will never be Len. Your personalities are like night and day."

Paul snapped his fingers in mock rejection to the annoyance of two elderly ladies sitting in the pew directly in front of them. One lady turned and gave them both an icy glare.

"You're getting us in trouble with the Addington sisters!" Janice whispered furiously. "Go back and sit with Katy where you belong."

He raised his hands in defeat. "All right, I tried. But from now on, keep your mind on what's going on in the pulpit."

"Thanks, I will," Janice promised, accompanied by a sheepish grin. Paul winked and returned to his rightful place beside Katy. For the remainder of the Bible class and throughout the service that followed, Janice concentrated on the words spoken by the pastor and the songs of praise that filled her heart. Afterward she was greeted by many of the congregation who commented on Len's absence from the service. Janice maintained her composure during the cumbersome task of informing everyone of Len's late night duty at the hospital. When she managed to tear herself and the girls away, she hurried outside to the car. The voice of a young boy halted her steps.

"Aunt Jan!" he cried, waving his hand. Janice turned to see her ten-year-old nephew, Daniel, running to catch up. "Hey, Dad and Mom want to know if you can come over for lunch today." 

Janice watched Paul and Katy in the background with their two other children by their side - eleven-year-old Patrick who was an image of Len in his younger days, and eight-year-old Karen, the same age as Mary. "I can't today, Dan. Tell your mom and dad I plan on surprising Uncle Len with lunch at the hospital."

"Okay," he acknowledged, rushing off to deliver the news. 

Janice ushered the girls to the car and fastened their seat belts securely.

"So we're gonna see Daddy at work?" Lisa wondered, staring down at the picture of Jesus in her hands, colored in with crayons during her Sunday school class.

"I think it would be a nice surprise. I'll call the hospital, though, just to make sure he's not in the middle of a delivery." Janice fumbled in her purse for the cell phone. Her fingers trembled while punching in the number for the hospital.

"I'm sorry, but Dr. Dawson is unable to speak with you right now," a haughty voice informed her.

"Is he involved with a delivery?"

"Not at this time."

"This is Dr. Dawson's wife and I would like to speak with him." Janice tried to steady her voice, all the while wondering who was the new nurse on duty. Most of the OB staff at the University Hospital recognized her voice and were prompt in bringing Len to the phone unless he was involved with a delivery.

Again the nurse snapped, "I'm sorry, but he can't come to the phone. I suggest you call his answering service and leave a message. Thank you." 

A dial tone met her startled ears. Janice stared at the cell phone in dismay before flinging it into her purse. "We'll see about that!" she huffed.

"What's the matter, Mommy?" asked Mary.

Janice smiled shakily in an effort to settle the concerned expressions filtering across the faces of her daughters. "Oh, it's nothing, honey. I guess Daddy's pretty busy at the hospital. I'm wondering now whether we should bring him lunch."

"I want to see the babies," Lisa protested.

"Yeah Mommy, let's go see the babies," Mary chimed in. "That way you'll know if Daddy's busy or not."

"That's a good idea," Janice admitted, driving out onto the highway. "We'll stop at the market and grab a few items for lunch. Maybe we can steal Daddy away for a quick bite to eat."

Both girls giggled at the idea of stealing their daddy with a delightful noise that warmed Janice's heart. The oldest daughter, Mary, displayed a carefree personality in contrast with her younger sister, Lisa, who proved studious and quiet. Janice often wondered what she would do without the companionship of her two girls during the lonely times when Len was away. She cherished the ability to keep her girls at home with her during the day. Many of her friends objected to her decision to school the girls at home. They warned her that she would grow weary of them and feel unsatisfied as a mere keeper of the home. Yet Janice did not feel anything but satisfaction with the way she was bringing up her girls, along with having her cake decorating business on the side. She enjoyed the idea of teaching her girls reading, writing, and arithmetic in conjunction with her beliefs in the Bible. Hearing the childish whispers in the backseat as Mary read to Lisa out of one of her books, Janice felt proud to have taught them.
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Janice steered the car into the hospital parking garage after picking up lunch at a nearby market. The mouth-watering aroma of chicken filled the car. Everywhere she looked, people were scurrying into the stunning brick and white complex of the University Hospital, holding flower arrangements or other gifts for the sick. Janice picked up the food bags, and with her girls in tow, walked across the causeway above the busy thoroughfare below. Once inside the elevator, she allowed the girls to push the button for the eighth floor that housed the obstetrics unit. When the steel doors parted, the shrill of newborn babies in their bassinets met their ears. The girls' childish voices begged Janice to see the tiny infants.

"We'll go right after we find your father," Janice whispered. She came to the nurses' station and breathed a sigh of relief at finding the friendly face of Cathy McPherson, one of the staff nurses who often assisted Len in delivery. "Hi Cathy," she greeted the young woman manning a seat before a computer screen with a pen light in her fingers. 

Instead of her usual perky smile and friendly greeting, the woman looked up at her in surprise. "Why Janice, didn't they tell you downstairs?"

"Tell me what?"

"Dr. Dawson...I mean your husband...he's....he's in the emergency room. He suffered an attack a short time go and....."

"No!" Janice cried, leaving the lunch bags at the nurse's station and rushing for the nearest elevator, dragging her girls behind. No! Her mind screamed in panic. Not Len, please God!

 


 

 

Chapter 2

 

Janice arrived breathless to the emergency room to find her beloved husband dressing in his clothes while fighting with the attending ER physician who insisted he have a battery of tests to determine the cause of his pain. "It's acute cholecystitis, Harry," Leonard Dawson argued, pushing buttons through the buttonholes to his shirt when Janice rushed into his arms.

"Oh Len, I was so worried!"

"There's nothing to worry about," he told her soothingly. "I'm fine. I just had a little spell after the delivery was over. It's nothing." 

"He refuses to have us perform an abdominal ultrasound," the emergency room doctor stated, obviously vexed over Len's decision. "I tell you, doctors are the most obstinate beings. They think they're omniscient or something."

"Len, maybe you should have them...," Janice began.

"It isn't necessary," he interrupted. "I keep telling this guy it's my gallbladder. It runs in the family. Paul had his out a few years ago, you remember that, Jan. Dad had the same surgery back when he was my age. All the Dawson men suffer with it. It's an inherited trait. One of these days I'm gonna have an internist look at it, but now's not the time. There's too much going on." He jammed his feet into his winged-tip shoes, then turned toward his daughters who stared at him with their large eyes. "Daddy's fine," he assured them before sweeping the pair into his arms. "How about a kiss?"

"We brought you lunch, Daddy," Mary announced.

"Fried chicken!" added Lisa.

"I wish I could eat it, but I'm afraid fried chicken is the last thing I want to give a bad gallbladder. Clogs everything up inside. But I'll watch you eat it for me if that's okay with you."

"Actually we left the lunch at the nurse's station after Cathy told me you were down here in Emergency," Janice remarked.

Len chuckled. "I'm sure the nurses will enjoy the free food. The food around here is enough to give anyone acute cholecystitis, right Harry?"

"I'm not saying anything more, Len, or I'm liable to blow my stack," the doctor retorted before striding off to examine another patient hidden behind a curtain on the opposite side of the room.

"I need to check on my patient in OB, then we can go home."

"Did everything go all right with the mother?" Janice inquired as they headed for the elevator.

"It was a close one but she finally delivered. I was afraid she might require an emergency cesarean the way her labor was progressing."

"You must be exhausted," Janice crooned, rubbing the back of his neck.

"I am pretty tired," he admitted. He winced in pain as his fingers probed the area of tenderness just below his right rib cage.

Janice couldn't help but notice his discomfort that set off her own painful worries. "Are you sure you shouldn't have that checked out, Len? What if it's something serious?"

"It isn't, Jan, so please stop worrying about it. Go ahead and wait for me by the main entrance and I'll be down in a jiffy." He planted a kiss on her cheek.

"All right." Janice watched him enter the elevator and the doors close over a crooked smile on his face before he disappeared to the obstetrics unit. She turned with a sigh and entered the waiting room to ponder the strange occurrence down in emergency while Mary and Lisa went to investigate the large tank of tropical fish displayed in the corner. Len never complained of pain as far as she could recollect. He did appear thinner these days. His appetite had slacked off in the last several weeks, which she attributed to a busy schedule that did not allow him time for proper meals. The combination of these factors gave her an uneasy feeling, as if something lurked within him, waiting to rear its ugly head when she least expected it. 

Her foot tapped the thick carpet until she heard his familiar voice calling for her. Len's appearance inside the waiting room startled her. His pinched face and dark circles below his eyes renewed her fears. Something was definitely wrong. "Are you sure you're all right, honey?" 

"Just fine," he said, managing a tight smile. "Pain's nearly gone. It's typical with this kind of thing, Jan, especially if you've passed a gallstone which is probably what happened."

"You have stones inside you, Daddy?" Mary asked, slipping her hand into his.

Len chuckled. "I forgot that we have two inquisitive girls." He turned to address his eldest daughter who stared up at him with a set of large brown eyes like her father. "Not really, Mary. It's not the kind of stone you're thinking of, although a gallstone can be shaped like a tiny pebble you find out in the road. Sometimes inside your tummy you get these little pebbles that form from the foods we eat. They get stuck inside the tubes and cause pain."

Mary nodded, satisfied by the simple explanation.

"So is that what your father and Paul both had?" Janice wondered as they crossed over the causeway toward their respective cars nestled within the parking garage.

"Exactly. Nothing to worry about. Race you home."

"Maybe I should drive you home instead..." she began.

A frown tugged down the corners of his mouth. "Now Jan, don't start babying me. I'm fine. I wouldn't attempt to drive if I wasn't. You all mean too much to me."

"All right," she conceded, watching him saunter off to his car. She opened the rear door for her girls, wishing she felt the same confidence as Len did concerning his condition. Shivers raced up her spine at the mere idea of something medically wrong with him. Perhaps she should call Paul and ask for his feedback concerning this gallbladder disease inflicting the family. She only prayed that God would give her the strength and the wisdom to navigate her through whatever lie ahead.

When they arrived home, Len immediately went into the master bedroom to recover from his exhausting night. Janice entertained the girls with a story while they sat together cozily on the couch. Outside the window on an azalea bush, a bird chirped a merry song. Lisa jumped to her feet and raced over to observe the bird in the midst of his musical serenade. Flowers stood poised to bloom from the buds scattered along the branches. Janice and Mary joined in the observation of the bird before he flew off to unite with his feathery companions on an electrical wire spanning the street.

"What kind of bird was that, Mommy?" Mary wondered, resting her head against Janice's shoulder.

Janice ran her fingers through the soft brown strands of her daughter's hair. "I'm not sure, honey. We should check out a bird book from the library and start looking up the birds around here. Now that it's spring, the birds have returned to build their nests."

"Where did they go?" Mary wondered.

"Once winter comes, they fly down south where it's nice and warm. Birds don't like the cold weather, you see. They go to some of the marshlands way down in Florida or even to the country of Mexico. When the warm weather returns, they fly back here to have their babies."

"So the birds are gonna have babies?" Lisa asked, joining Mary by occupying the other shoulder. 

Janice felt the heavy warmth of her daughters' heads resting on each shoulder pad to her flowered














































cover.jpeg
LAURALEE BLISS






images/image-1.png
N 4





images/image.png
Wrriters Exchange [E-[Pulblisking





