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			Dedication

			Kim Gunn, thank you for everything. 
I’m proud of you.

		

	
		
			One

			Sunday, October 15, 1961

			The lights blinded me as I crested the top of the hill. I panicked. “Bob!” April’s screams pierced my eardrums. My son wailed in the back seat. I pressed my foot to the brake pedal and held it as hard as possible. Tires squealed as I white-knuckled the steering wheel to the right, trying to avoid the oncoming car. Everything slowed, and my life flashed before my eyes. The steering wheel pushed the air from my lungs. I glanced to the right, watching my wife fly forward. The crunching noise of her hitting the metal dashboard of our 1961 Dodge Dart sent chills down my spine. Glass and metal flew, and everything closed in around me. Screams turned to cries, then sobs, before fading to silence.

			My nose twitched, and I caught a whiff of something horrible. Wait, wait. No, it couldn’t be. Panic set in. I squirmed yet couldn’t move. Oh no, gas! The scent was strong. I need to get out of here. I blinked. How long had I been out? My vision was stained. Everything was red. Why was it red? I was confused and in agony. Pain seared throughout my body. I raised my right hand slightly to wipe the debris from my eye. My finger bled. A fresh cut? I must have a piece of glass embedded in my eyelid. Confused, I tried to move my head to the right, but metal debris was scattered and restricted my movement. April, where was April? I needed to see her blonde hair. I couldn’t move. My heart raced. Something held me in place. My stomach whirled. I wanted to throw up. The smell was strong. “April!” I shouted but heard nothing. Was I dreaming? Lights. I remembered the lights. They were coming right at me as I crested the hill. 

			I turned the steering wheel. I know I turned… or tried to turn. Did I turn too late? Water flowed from my eyes and burned when it mixed with the cuts on my face. What had I done? “April!” I screamed again. Silence. Was I yelling? Was I even talking? Was this all happening in my mind? Could I talk? I moved my lips and said, “Hello.” I heard nothing. 

			I couldn’t move. I tried to push with my feet, but my legs were pinned. I wiggled my toes. I could feel that. I smiled, then noticed the gift wrap—birthday wrapping, to be exact. My son’s birthday. “Bobby!” I screamed. “Bobby Junior!” I coughed, sobbed, choked on my saliva, and sobbed some more. Why was no one responding to me? “Bobby? April? Is anyone there?” I couldn’t even hear myself. My body hurt all over. I was dazed and confused. My mind whirled. Was I alive? Was this the afterlife they talked about in church? Is that all I remembered from church? Was I a horrible person? So bad that I had been sentenced to an eternity in a pile of wrecked metal? I needed to be more sociable and treat people better. Please give me another chance! I heard my mind scream as I faded.

			I heard a voice. I thought I heard a voice. A man’s voice grew louder. A bright light shone in my eye. No, I sobbed. Not again. Not another car. My mind was in a frenzy. “April? Bobby? Can you hear me?” Where were my wife and son? I needed to help them. I couldn’t move. I was helpless. “Help my wife and son, please! Please!” My words fell silent as I drifted off. 

			“He’s alive.” His rough hands touched my neck, and I could feel his cold fingers. “Hun, get in the car, return to the gas station, and call for help. I’ll stay here,” the voice echoed. 

			“Wait?” I choked out, my voice tattered. Was he gone? How could he leave me? I drifted off. Did the car move? Was something happening? Was the car moving? Was someone trying to pry the door open? No, it wasn’t my door. Wait. It was coming from the other side of the car. Yes, yes. I smiled on the inside. They were helping April. Or even better, they were helping Bobby. I knew they were going to be all right. Help had arrived. 

			A horrible thought filled my mind. How would April take care of the house without me? Even worse, how was she going to pay the bills? With Todd, the guy at the body shop? My mind was playing tricks on me. He went to the gym all the time and worked out. He was tall and handsome, and he constantly flirted with April. My blood boiled. He flirted with all the pretty girls, and he was a playboy. She never said how she felt about him. Why was that? Thinking back, she never stopped him, either—please, April, not Todd. 

			Wait, my cousin, Tom, could help. He was a distant cousin but a great guy and close friend. He spent all his time working and very little time enjoying life. Yes, he was single and could help April and Bobby. But he had dedicated his life to running the General Store. In a way, he was like me, a loner— all work and no play. My mind bounced around like a ping-pong ball. Was anyone out there? Please don’t leave. 

			Bobby was learning how to bowl. He was a natural. Tonight, he rolled a 96. That’s his highest game to date. Would he ever have a chance to hit 100 or even get a shot at beating me? Maybe one day. Would he ever get a chance to play for the little league baseball team? This year was his third time trying out and the third time he didn’t make the team. Maybe I should have helped him more. He also had other interests, schoolwork, and books to read. He loved the Dracula books. When he was a little older, I would take him to the movie show so he can watch Dracula on the big screen. 

			I sobbed. What if my boy never walked again? How would he ever bowl or play baseball? How could I have done this to my family? Am I the worst husband and father in town? Did I need a new car? Or a lovely house on the river? I don’t know. Now, I wish I had not worked all those double shifts. I wish I had spent more time with Bobby playing catch or teaching him to swing the bat the correct way. But I was always too tired from working all the time. Why would I volunteer to work late and agree to come in on Saturdays? Why were money and material things so important to me? 

			Lately, things had been going great—perfect, to be exact. That’s it. That had to be it. Things were too good to be true. Just when you thought life was great, you got knocked down again. 

			I lost all feeling in my body. Was everything shutting down? My mind was still working. At least, I thought it was still working. What would they write about me in the paper? Would anyone go to my funeral? Would I come back as a cat or dog? Some people believed that stuff. Would I come back as a ghost? I guess you would have to believe in ghosts before returning as one. My thoughts bounced as I drifted in and out. 

			My left eye opened, and I saw a piece of metal blocking my view. I tried to look over it and around it with no luck. Pain flowed through every inch of my body. I guess it was good that I could feel pain. Voices! I heard male voices in the distance, several of them. I opened my eyes wider, trying to see what was happening outside this crumpled pile of metal. Everything was tinted red, but I noticed flashing red lights. There appeared to be more than one. Help had finally arrived. “Save April and Bobby first,” I begged. But no one heard me. My hearing seemed fine, so why had I not heard April or Bobby? The car jerked back and forth a time or two. Finally, the door popped open, and I saw a man’s face surrounded by the night sky. “He’s alive,” the voice whispered. “I have a survivor!” he yelled.

			What did he mean, a survivor? No, no, there had to be more than one. April or Bobby had to be alive. They couldn’t be… No, no, please, they’d done nothing wrong. My mind fluttered. Take me. This was my fault, not April’s or Bobby’s. 

			I thought of the other car. What about the driver? Had they survived the crash? Oh no, what if he had a family like mine? What if his wife and children were in the car? What if it was someone I knew? After all, I worked at the car dealership and knew most people in town. Considering this was a little town in the middle of nowhere, how could I not know them all? My head wanted to explode. I was pinned and trapped inside my car. I didn’t know what was happening around me. The unknown was killing me. Or… did I die in the accident? 

			Wait, the male voice said I was alive. I think he was talking about me. “Relax.” My heart rate slowed. “Please take a deep breath.” I inhaled, and it burned. I coughed and tried to calm down. I needed to stay positive. 

			Voices gathered, and I felt pressure on my legs and arms. They tugged, pushed, and pulled. Piece by piece, the debris was removed. I had no idea how long I had been trapped when I heard the siren blare as the ambulance pulled away. I breathed a sigh of relief. I knew April or Bobby were on their way to get medical attention. It had to be April and Bobby. It just had to be them. My eyelids fluttered, and everything went murky.

			“Be careful with his leg. Steady now.” The voice was stern and focused. I floated upward; goosebumps popped up on my arm as the wind flowed past. “Easy, boys. Set him down on the board,” he instructed. I felt something press my ankles to the hard surface, then my waist and chest, and last, my forehead. 

			“Okay, everyone, ready? Lift!” I rose a little higher. My eyes blinked in and out. “Give him oxygen.” I felt something on the back of my head, and then a cup was placed over my mouth and nose. 

			I gasped as oxygen filled my lungs. I panted briefly and gulped in as much as possible. The stars appeared brighter, and we started to move quickly. “Slow down, big guy, easy on the oxygen. Okay, boys, on three: one, two, three.” I floated upward, and the stars disappeared. Everything turned white. I realized I was in the back of a station wagon. My eyes fluttered in and out. I caught a glimpse of a man and woman wearing white clothes. Their hands darted over me time and time again. The door closed, and the crisp night air vanished. 

			Her blonde hair was neatly tucked under her cap. Her eyes met mine, and she smiled and mouthed, “You’re going to be all right!” Deep down, I was unsure, but the thought of being all right was good enough for me when something sharp pierced my skin. I didn’t know I could endure more pain, yet there it was. I felt an incredible calmness rush over me as my body went numb. 

			The cool night air awakened me once again. My eyes fluttered open. The stars returned, and the moon shined brightly in the night sky. A shiver ran down my spine. I guess that was a good sign. I could feel and sense my body. The pain throbbed in more places than I cared to count. But it was not as bad as before. A man wearing a blue mask hovered over me. I noticed a nurse or two huddled around as I was wheeled inside, where it was slightly warmer. Why did they keep hospitals so cold? I wish I had been wearing my jacket. I was sure it was still in the car. 

			“Where’s April and Bobby?” I said from under my mask. No response. I shrugged. For a brief second, my body tingled, then soothed all over as the pain eased. My eyes rolled back a little, and I noticed the bag dangling from a pole beside me. I liked that stuff. I smiled under the plastic. 

			A light blinded me, and then I squinted again. The lights were evenly spaced out on the ceiling. They rolled past one after another as I looked up. I wondered where they were taking me. I must have counted over a dozen lights. I caught a glimpse of two large swinging doors. The cart stopped, and once again, they hoisted me up and swung me to yet another table. 

			People scurried about. This was what Santa’s workshop must look like. Little people were darting here and there. Whatever they gave me in that drip bag made me feel funny and see things. These were not elves, but why did they have pointy ears? I giggled inside. 

			I tried to focus on the doctors and nurses, some in white and others in blue and green scrubs. I remembered when Larry at the shop cut his hand open, and I was tasked with driving him to the emergency room. The doctors and nurses all wore white. I had to admit, I liked the added colors. Did the different colors mean anything? I have more power than you because I have dark blue scrubs, and you have light blue scrubs. Man, what did they put in that drip bag? 

			The nurse hovered over me and started snipping away my shirt. No, not the shirt. This was my favorite flannel shirt. It had just enough wear to feel perfect on the skin, and I liked the red, black, and gray checked pattern, too! Stop cutting my shirt! I screamed on the inside. I didn’t think my lips moved. The pants were next to be cut and removed—nothing special about my jeans. I owned several pairs of Lee jeans. I’d been wearing this brand since high school, maybe even longer. I couldn’t be sure. They were the jeans that fit just right. You know the old saying, “If it ain’t broke, don’t fix it.” 

			A giant size light blinded me; the beam seared my sight, and I had to close my eyes. That was great for the doctors and nurses but not so much for me. After all, they needed to see what they were working on. I tried to tilt my head to see, but I was strapped in one position. It finally occurred to me, what if I couldn’t walk? What if they had to cut off my leg or legs? Fear riddled my body. I trembled and began to shake. How would I take care of my family if I couldn’t work? I tried to move, bounced a little, and heard the doctor yell. “Morphine!” 

		

	
		
			Two

			Monday, October 16, 1961

			My eyes bounced open. I blinked a few times as they adjusted to the light. The world wasn’t red anymore. I quickly noticed something was obstructing my vision in my right eye. Had I lost my sight? I looked around, but I couldn’t see anything. Was I even awake? Voices echoed in the distance. “Hello?” No response. I must be dreaming. Did I even say anything? Was I the only one who heard my voice? What’s happening?

			I felt that tingling sensation rushing over my body. That stuff felt good—no pain for me.

			“How’s he doing today?” a male voice said.

			“He’s stable. I just gave him another dose of meds.” The nurse’s voice was soft on my ears. Papers shuffled, and the clipboard echoed when someone placed it on the counter. Being a mechanic taught me a lot, like how to listen to sounds. 

			“Thanks. I’ll check back in a little while,” the male said.

			“See you soon, Doc,” she chuckled. Was my nurse flirting with my doctor? Hey, hey, hey, none of that stuff. Focus and do your job! I scolded her. I could hear her feet shuffle around. Moments later, the room fell silent. 

			I blinked. The room was dark, with just a soft light shining in the corner. A steady, peaceful, beeping tone bounced off the walls. My vision came into focus, and I tried to look around. I slowly regained my composure. The shade had been drawn, and from the looks of it, it was dark outside. How long had I been here? I guess I was still in the hospital. I looked to the other side of the room.

			I gasped. “April!” I mouthed her name. The beeps grew quicker. Tears traced down my cheeks. She was alive, and I breathed a sigh of relief. Some of the guilt of the accident lifted from my shoulders. That was the best news I could have ever received. She was snuggled in the chair and half covered by a plaid blanket. I recognized her wavy blonde hair. She looked tired. How long had she been here? That didn’t matter. She was healthy and alive. That was the main thing. The beeping noise slowed to a regular rhythm. What about Bobby? My eye darted back and forth. I didn’t see Bobby. Panic set in. What about Bobby? I cried on the inside. Where was my boy? The beeping tone increased. “Where’s Bobby?” The noise raced. The door flew open, and the nurse darted to my side. Quickly, she pulled out something, and within moments, my body tingled. I only wanted to know how Bobby was doing. I drifted to a land far away in my dreams.

			[image: ]

			“How’s he doing today?” the doctor asked. He was picking up the chart and flipping through the pages. 

			“No change, Doc. So, how long do you think he’ll be like this?” the nurse asked. Her voice was soothing. If I had to picture her in my mind, I would guess she was fresh out of college.

			“The body will take as long as it needs to heal. Days, weeks, or even months. The good news is that he is healing and should fully recover with no side effects.” He smiled.

			“Did you hear that, Mr. Smithers? The doctor said you are healing fine and should return to normal soon. That is good news.” The young nurse smiled. I watched as the doctor and the nurse left my room. 

			If I didn’t know better, I’d say that young nurse was flirting with him. That’s not exactly what he said, dear. He said I should make a full recovery. I watched her leave. Moments later, the door swung open again, and to my delight, it was April. You’re back, I beamed from side to side. I cocked my eyebrow and scrunched my nose to get her attention. It worked. She waltzed up to me and sat on the edge of the bed. Her hand graced mine. April’s fingers were cold. Thanks to the blanket, I managed to stay warm. “Hi, Bob,” she whispered. I could hear her loud and clear. I moved my lips but realized there was a tube down my throat. That explained why no one could hear me. Why didn’t I think of that earlier? I blinked several times so she knew I was listening to her. That was a first. I was paying attention to what she had to say. I could not take my eye off her smile. The doctor must have given her the good news. I couldn’t wait to hold her in my arms again and kiss her. My eyes welled up. If I only had the strength to wipe the tears away… 

			She turned, picked something up, and faced me. Her arm stretched upward as I felt the soft touch of the hanky dab the tears away from my eye. I wished I could see her with both eyes. She was the best thing that ever happened to me. I remember the first time I saw her. It was the summer of 1948. I was at the General Store with my third cousin, Tom. He was still training to take over his family’s business. This car rolled up to the pump, and Tom went out to clean the windshield and gas up the car. I couldn’t take my eyes off the 1948 Chrysler Town and Country. The car was pretty new. It was dark red with a woodgrain finish on the doors. The large whitewall tires looked sharp. I didn’t know how anyone could afford a car like that. The starting price was $2,000.00.

			The passenger door opened, and this young woman, a goddess, stepped out. She was wearing a long, light-colored flower dress; I could see the tops of her white shoes. Her blonde hair was waving in the breeze. The burgundy hat made my heart melt. I didn’t think anything was sexier than a woman wearing a hat. Her smile could brighten any room. 

			I panicked when I realized she was coming into the store. The bells rang over the door, and I froze. She asked me something, but I didn’t remember what it was. I stared at her, and she asked me again. Oh, she wanted a cold Pepsi. What were the odds of that? I loved Pepsi, too. I escorted her to the cooler, opened the lid, grabbed her a cold one, and popped the top. 

			I gave her an awkward smile as I handed her the bottle. She had the prettiest blue eyes. I’d never been this nervous around another person before. I noticed the dimples on her cheeks as she blushed. “Hi, I’m April.” The words rolled off her tongue. My heart skipped several beats. 

			“I’m Tom, I mean Bob,” I chuckled, grinning with embarrassment. 

			“Are you sure?” April giggled. 

			“Yes, I’m Bob Smithers,” I correctly introduced myself. She had the cutest giggle. She liked my last name, Smithers. I knew I wanted to marry this woman right away, and from how she giggled and blushed, I thought she was feeling the same about me. We exchanged names, and she told me where she lived. I only needed her father’s permission to ask her out for dinner. A week later, I mustered up the nerve to ask him if I could see his daughter, and he clearly said “no” and slammed the door in my face. 

			I got back into my car, glanced up, and noticed April sitting in front of the upper window. She waved, and I was sure that would be the last time I saw her. Much to my surprise, April left a note with Tom at the store. She left word that she would be at the picture show on Saturday and requested that I meet her. I showed up promptly. 

			I glanced at her face as she leaned over the bed. I was pretty sure she had hit the dashboard or the windshield. Yet, she didn’t have a scratch on her face. She must have been lucky. I wasn’t as fortunate. I drifted in and out most of the day. Every time I opened my eyes, April sat in the chair in the corner of the room. She never left my side. How did I get so lucky? 

			I couldn’t keep my eyes off April. I was sure she thought I was a crazed lunatic. She smiled every time she glanced in my direction. I couldn’t remember what movie she told her father she would watch, but I convinced April to watch Key Largo. It was a gangster movie. I only recalled a little about the film. We sat in the balcony section. I shared a bag of popcorn and a small Pepsi with April. She wasn’t shy, and she knew what she wanted. And that was me. I was so nervous. Our fingers grazed once or twice in the popcorn bag. Each time, she giggled, and I smiled. Before the night ended, she whispered, “Are you going to kiss me?” This was the first girl I kissed and still, to this day, the only woman I had ever kissed. 

			I tilted my head to the side and noticed it was dark outside. Different nurses came and went. The only person who stayed by my side was April. How could I be so careless with my driving?

			If I only knew about Bobby. I’m sure he was okay, or April would have mentioned it by now. I didn’t know how long or how many days I have been in the hospital. I was only guessing that it was two or three weeks. 

			I knew I was starting to feel better. I could sense it. Then my eyes fluttered open. Much to my surprise, the room was empty. My eyes adjusted, and my vision was clearer today. The doctor must have removed the eye patch. I could see with both eyes.

			I heard two men talking in the hallway. They appeared to be standing in front of my door. I recognized one of the voices. It was my cousin, Tom. He must have hired someone to watch the store for him or flat-out closed the store so he could visit me. I smiled on the inside. Tom was a good man. 

			The other voice must be the doctor. The words muffled through the door, and I could only make out a few of them—my name and something about April. What about April? Where was she? Maybe April was covering for Tom at the store. That would make sense. I hope it wasn’t because she and Bobby needed money. The last thing I wanted was for April to ask her father for money. We had been together for over ten years, and I hadn’t borrowed a dime from the man. I knew he never wanted me to marry his daughter. I was just some mechanic at the local garage. I couldn’t provide for his daughter, not the way he or some rich guy could. But it wasn’t his choice. It was April’s, and she loved me. 

			April and her mother were close. Maria, April’s mother, was okay with us being together. She invited us over for all the holidays and, occasionally, just for dinner. Bobby also adored his grandmother. The three would go shopping twice a month, and Bobby would always come home with a new toy. It also explained where April got some of her clothes. 

			April was proud of me, and that was all that mattered. I was also proud that I had never taken a dime from them. I had a good job and provided for my family. None of us were going hungry. When the time was right, we purchased the house of our dreams on the river. I had added a room for Bobby when he was born. It helped to be handy. I also added the garage when I bought the new car. We have almost five acres of land and plenty of room to expand.

			The door pushed open, and the young nurse waltzed in. She began checking the equipment as she jotted notes on her clipboard. I felt her fingers on my arm and throat. She moseyed over to the other side of the bed, pulled out the pan, and replaced it with a clean one. It’s the same routine day after day. That begged the question, how long had I been here? 

			I heard the door hinge squeak again. “Hello, doctor,” the nurse said.

			“Hello,” he paused, taking the chart from the nurse. He flipped through the pages rather quickly. “Your vitals look good. Everything is falling into place.” He smiled. “So, how are you feeling, Bob?” 

			The hinges squeaked again. “Hi Doc. Hello, nurse Betty.”

			“Call me Michael.” The doctor hung the chart at the foot of the bed. 

			“Any updates for me today?” Tom asked.

			“No, he’s still in a coma,” the doc replied.

			“Dang, Bob’s gonna flip his lid when he wakes.”

			“He could wake up any day now,” the doctor added. “It’s the one part of my job that I don’t like. Telling someone his wife and son didn’t survive.” 

			“What?” I choked out. It was hard to talk with this tube stuck in my throat. My eyes fluttered and slowly opened. Tom came into view. His eyes bulged, and his mouth hung open. Startled, the young nurse jumped back like she had seen a ghost. Doctor Michael spun on his heels to get a look at me. 

			“Well, look who is waking up!”

			“April,” I managed to spit out. “Where’s April?” my voice slurred. A tear traced down the side of my face. “Bobby?” The floodgates opened, and I balled my hands at my side and started to bang the mattress. 

			Doctor Michael rushed to my side and restrained my arms. “Morphine,” he blurted out. 

			A warm, tingly feeling rushed over me. I stared at the ceiling, trying to understand what I had just heard. Were Bobby and April gone?

		

	
		
			Three

			Sunday, November 12, 1961

			My eyes flickered as the ceiling came into view. My throat was sore. “Thirsty,” I struggled to say. Tom woke and appeared stunned as he grabbed the glass of water and bolted to my side in a flash. He placed the straw to my lips.

			“Drink slow,” he whispered.

			I pursed my lips together and took a sip. Ah, the cool water soothed my throat. I paused to take a breath, then took another sip. I gazed at Tom. He looked rough, tired, and obviously like a man who hadn’t shaved for days. His eyes told a story. One filled with pain and sorrow. I could tell something troubled Tom. I watched as he pushed a button along the side of the bed. 

			The door swung open, and Dr. Michael entered, along with a nurse. She stood in the far corner and looked nervous. My eyes darted back and forth, wanting to know what was wrong. I pushed my lips together. “Hi” was all I could muster. 

			“Hello, Bob.” The doctor nodded. “Do you know where you are?”

			“Yes, hospital,” I grunted.

			“That’s good. I’m glad to see you are awake. Let me check your vitals and see how you are doing.” The doctor stepped forward, placed his fingers on my hand, and worked his way up my arm and down the other side. His hands felt cold on my neck and chest. The nurse stepped forward, pulling the sheets back as he worked toward my feet. I caught a glimpse of my broken right leg. My right hip was also in pain, and my left arm was sore.

			“Well, Bob, things are healing pretty good. We can get you out of here in another week or two. 

			“How long?” My throat was dry, and I pointed to the water.

			“Like I just mentioned, another week or two.”

			“No, how long…” I paused. “Been here?” The doctor nodded, so I knew he knew what I was asking.

			“If my math is correct, about twenty-seven days.” 

			“April? Bobby?” I could sense something was terribly wrong. Tom stepped back, and the young nurse turned to the table and pretended to take notes. “Well?” My speech improved with every water sip. 

			“Mr. Smithers…” The doctor took a deep breath. “Your wife April and son Bobby didn’t survive the crash.” The doctor just stared at me. I guess he was waiting for my reaction. 

			I blinked a few times as the tears welled in my eyes. Tom moved to my side and laid his hand on mine. I could tell he was hurting, too. I gazed at the doctor, and he nodded to the nurse. “We’ll give you some time. I’ll be back in a little while.” I watched the door close behind them, and the floodgates opened. 

			April and Bobby had been stripped from my life forever. I had never felt this kind of pain. But how could that be? I spoke to April yesterday. It took several minutes before I could regain my composure. I wiped my eyes and looked up at Tom; our eyes locked. “Why?”

			“I wish I had an answer.” Tom frowned. “They say when our time is up, it’s up.”

			“Don’t give me that crap!” I yelled as best I could. “You and I both know this is my fault.”

			“Don’t be hard on yourself. I’m sure you did everything possible to avoid the other car.” Tom tried to cheer me up, but nothing he could say would change my mind. We sat in silence for several moments until I calmed down. Tom leaned forward. “What do you remember about that night?”

			I was puzzled by Tom’s question. I flashed back to that night. “We were at the bowling alley. It was Bobby’s tenth birthday party,” I spoke softly. I could see his smile and hear his laughter as I recounted the night. “He and his friends were bowling. April sat with the other mothers, chatting, oblivious to their surroundings. A couple of the dads and I watched the boys and offered bowling tips when possible. Bobby rolled a 96, and I hoped he would roll his first 100. We served cake and had ice cream.” That would be the last great memory of Bobby and April that I ever had.

			I made eye contact with Tom and frowned. This next part would be painful. “After the party, we loaded the presents into the car
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