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      “It’s past time you stopped traipsing after your brother,” Grandma Louisa says, looking at me over the wire-rimmed glasses sliding down her nose. She smells like vanilla and sugar from the homemade cookies we have cooling on wire racks in the kitchen.

      I pull my gaze away from the third floor attic window where I’d been longingly watching my twin brother, James, stacking firewood with Grandpa outside.

      James, wearing a blue plaid flannel jacket, picks up fresh split firewood after they fall to the ground after Grandpa Edmund uses an axe to chop the freshly cut oak trees into perfect fireplace sized logs. Although both of them have shed their coats and rolled their sleeves up to their elbows, their breath comes out in white plumes.

      The clatter of the logs falling to the ground echoes up to the third floor attic of the Northam Lodge.

      Grandma’s had me tied to the house all morning. I’d much prefer to be outside with James and Grandpa instead of in this dusty attic looking through trunks of old stuff.

      “Grandma,” I say. “I’m not traipsing. James and I are… exploring.”

      “Yes, well.” She peers at me over her glasses. “This lodge will fall to you one day and you need to know its history.”

      Another echo of logs falling to the ground outside is followed by the deep ominous sounding bongs counting out the hour from the grandfather clock standing in the foyer below.

      I focus on Grandma now. Grandma Louisa is old. At least sixty, but I don’t usually think of her as old. Stern perhaps, but not old.

      “Why me?” I ask. “Why not James, too?”

      Grandma puts a hand gently on mine. “Because you’re a girl. I know you’re only ten, but time flies and things happen.”

      “But James. And Isabelle and⁠—”

      Grandma waves a hand and lifts the lid on the big oversized trunk on the floor in front of her.

      “You’re the oldest,” she says. “And the oldest has to be responsible for the others.”

      “James is my twin,” I say, then I add patiently.  In case she’s forgotten. I remind myself that even though I don’t always think of her as old, well, she is. “We’re both ten.” Maybe Grandma is just confused.

      “Your brother has the wanderlust like your parents.” She reverently removes a layer of white tissue from the open trunk.

      “What’s wanderlust?” I ask.

      Grandma sits back and looks at me. “Where are your parents now?”

      “I don’t know,” I say. “Somewhere in Europe.”

      “Exactly. Your mother, bless her heart, found the perfect mate in your father.”

      Confused and not a little bored by the whole conversation, I turn and look outside again.

      Grandpa is letting James hold the axe. Grandpa has never let one of us hold the axe before.

      “You need to learn about the history of the lodge. And the railroad that was the reason it was built,” Grandma is saying. “They built a railroad that opened in 1876. It was quite the celebration.”

      “Were you there?” I ask, turning back to her.

      Grandma looks over at me with an odd expression on her face. “Hardly,” she says. “That was over one hundred fifty years ago.”

      “Then how do you know what it was like?”

      “Because my great-grandmother, who was there, told me all about it.”

      “Is there a video?” I ask.

      “No, Dear,” Grandma says patiently. “That was before there were videos.”

      “Oh.” Unable to imagine a world without videos, I look back outside. James and Grandpa are cleaning up now, getting ready to come back inside. Grandma promised we could have cookies when they finished chopping firewood. “Can we—? Your telephone is ringing.”

      Grandma raises her head. Listening. “I need to run down to my sitting room and answer it,” Grandma says, getting up off the little stool where she’s been sitting.

      “Do you want me to go?” I ask, knowing I can be there a lot quicker than she can.

      “No. I’ll get it.”

      I start to get up and follow her, but then something in the open trunk catches my attention. A sparkle.

      But then it’s gone and I’m certain I imagined it.

      Wondering if it’s some kind of magic, I lean over the trunk and look inside.

      The only thing inside, though, is a stack of oversized books. One of the books has gold lettering on it. 1876.

      Didn’t Grandma say something about 1876?

      I pull the big book out of the trunk and balance it in my lap. It feels heavy and light at the same time.

      I carefully open the cover.

      Guest Registry.

      1876.

      I turn the page.

      The lodge has a book like this on the counter downstairs where guests sign in. They use a computer, too, to keep track of guests, but Grandma says the book is tradition.

      The rows of names in this book are faded. Row after row.

      I flip through the faded pages.

      Then stop.

      And blink.

      One name darkens as I stare at it.

      Arthur Hollis.

      The name is signed in a sloppy scrawl.

      I don’t recognize the name. Not that I would. My grandparents have a few friends who visit them from time to time.

      But their friends don’t sign the guest registry.

      A door slams downstairs, pulling my attention from the book. Grandpa and James talk animatedly as they come back inside.

      I look back down and the name that I’d seen only moments before is no longer visible.

      Leaning close, I squint at the rows of names. It’s there, but like the other names on the register, it’s faded.

      Arthur Hollis.

      Puzzled, I close the book and slide it back into the trunk.

      Hopping up, I leave the trunk open and hurry down to have homemade cookies—cookies I’d helped bake—with everyone else.

      As I hurry down the stairs, I leave my grandmother’s ominous words and the very odd glowing guest registry behind.

      The name Arthur Hollis is nothing more than a distant memory.
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      The mountain air is cool and thinner than I’m accustomed to, but the sunlight is warm on the top of my head.

      It’s October. I haven’t been back here in October since I left home for college. I’d almost forgotten what the woodsmoke smelled like or how the colorful leaves looked as they fluttered from the branches to the ground.

      And yet it’s still the same breathtaking landscape it always was. Tall forever snow-capped mountains framing the town and surrounding area. Maples and aspens interspersed with blue spruce trees that smell like Christmas any time of year.

      “I’d almost forgotten how beautiful it is here,” I say to my twin brother James who is walking along beside me.

      We’re both dressed in all black. He’s wearing a black suit, something I didn’t even know he owned and he probably didn’t until now. It looks new. And I’m wearing a black sheath dress that loosely skims my waist and falls just below my knees. My dress isn’t new. It’s a staple in my wardrobe that I frequently wear to work as a bank manager. However, I usually brighten it up with a colorful scarf at my neck.

      “You’re the one who moved to Dallas,” he says.

      “I go where the job is.”

      “They don’t have banks in Denver or even better Mountainside Village?”

      “It wasn’t my idea to get transferred.” Not that I had complained. I like Dallas. The summer heat is brutal, but that’s what air conditioning is for. I have a covered parking space at work and a condo with a garage. Doing my errands early in the mornings or in the evenings, I mostly barely notice the heat.

      After our parents died in a fire in Switzerland, my siblings and I’d had to come and live with our grandparents here in Mountainside Village, Colorado.

      I’d only been ten-years-old when it happened, but I’d been old enough to miss the city life. Living in the city for the first ten years of my life had left enough of an imprint on me that I never quite felt at home in the small town.

      Helping run the lodge, though, was another thing entirely. After everything settled, after we moved from our house in Denver, Grandma had taught me everything about running the lodge. Stunned by overwhelming grief, I’d given up on traipsing after James outside and had quickly become an apt pupil.

      Learning to run the lodge had been invaluable training for my work in banking. So much so that I’d been asked to transfer to Dallas to help set up a new branch. Right after college.

      It had been right up my alley and I had thrown myself into it.

      “It’s okay,” James says. “You’re here now.”

      I look over at him sideways. “You know I can’t stay.”

      “I know.”

      I feel heavy. Like the light mountain air is somehow pressing down on me. I recognize it for the grief that it is. Grief is something that I’m far too familiar with.

      Not only had our parents died when I was ten, but Grandpa had died in an accident right here on the lodge property when I was fourteen. James and I had been there when it happened. Another reason, I think, why I had been so agreeable about moving to Dallas.

      And now, just barely over ten years later, Grandma succumbed to cancer.

      We’ve had it hard, my siblings and I.

      “Are you okay?” James asks as we walk along beneath a grove of quaking aspen trees.

      I take a deep breath. “No,” I say. “Not really.”

      “It’s a lot,” he says. “But we’ve got each other. Right?”

      “Right,” I say, trying to sound strong for his sake. Trying to portray a strength I don’t feel.

      What I can’t help but wonder is whether or not it’s enough.

      “You came home alone,” James says, stating the obvious.

      “No one to bring with me,” I say, watching two chipmunks running alongside the trail.

      “No eligible banker friends running in your circles?”

      “No one I would bring home with me.” I look at my twin brother. At his handsome face. And it’s not my bias that thinks so. He was the most popular guy in high school. “No woman in your life?”

      “No,” he says flatly. “You know how it is in Mountainside Village.”

      “I also know the world is smaller than it used to be. Don’t you have Internet here?”

      He pins me with his gaze. “Spoken by the woman who not only has Internet, but also lives in the city.”

      “Good point.”

      We walk further along the trail than I can remember ever walking. The terrain is a gentle upward climb and I feel the thin air burning in my lungs.

      My heel snags over something in the ground and I grab for James who automatically steadies me.

      “What’s that?” I ask, looking down at a sliver of rusty iron peeking through the sandy dirt of the trail. I tap at it with the toe of my high heel, but it doesn’t budge.

      “That’s the railroad track,” James says like he can’t believe I don’t know.

      Standing perfectly still, a trace of a memory just out my grasp, I look up at him. “Railroad? What railroad?”

      Looking left and right following the direction of the trail, I see no signs of railroad tracks. The opening through the maple, aspen, and pine trees, though, is straight and narrow. As far as the eye can see in both directions.

      “The Elkhorn Express Railway,” he says, stepping easily into the lecture mode that comes so easily to him. “It only ran a short time. From 1876 until it was abruptly shut down in 1896.”

      “Why?” I ask, happy for the distraction even if history has never been my thing. “Why was it closed down?”

      “Lost to avalanches and cost,” he says. “The Hollis family kept it running as long as they could. Until they went bankrupt.”

      “Twenty years is a long time,” I say, walking again, watching for the iron tracks as I go. Should most definitely have changed shoes before going for a walk, but coming out here had been one of those spur of the moment decisions.

      “Not so much for a railroad. It took them nearly ten years to build it. It wound all through these mountains. A very scenic route.”

      “How do you know?” I ask.

      “While you were studying how to make money, I was studying history.”

      “Right.” I take a deep breath. After Grandpa had died, James and I had drifted apart. He’d followed Grandpa’s love of history to one university. I’d followed Grandma’s love of finance to another.

      “I’ve missed you,” I say, past the lump in my throat.

      “Same,” he says. “Move back here and we can hang out.”

      “You know I can’t move back here,” I say. “I have a career.”

      “Can’t never could,” he says with a straight face.

      “What are you? Eight?”

      “If only,” he says with wistfulness. “Those were good times.”

      “Unfortunately we were too young to appreciate it. And now we have a task to do.”

      “Don’t worry,” James says. “Grandma took care of all the arrangements before she…”

      I hear the pain in his voice. Unbearable pain. Pain that echoes mine, only amplified. I might have spent more time with Grandma as a girl, but James had been closer to her in the end.

      “She never wanted to be a burden,” I say.

      “She was never a burden.”

      James had been here through it all. The doctors’ appointments. Driving her to chemo every day. The surgery. Radiation. Not to mention the tests they’d put her through. The MRIs. The CT scans. James had never once complained.

      “I know, James.” Looking away, I wipe away a tear before he can see it. The tear isn’t just for what Grandma went through. It’s for what James went through, too. What he’d shouldered for our grandmother. “I should have been here.”

      “I was here,” he says. “And I’ll never have regrets about that.”

      There’s nothing more I can say. I’ll have regrets and he knows it. I already have regrets. Regrets I have to live with.

      “How far along these old tracks have you walked?” I asked.

      “Beginning to end,” he says at my sharp questioning glance. “Grandpa and I followed the tracks on horseback.”

      “How did I not know that?” I ask, looking over at James.

      “I guess you weren’t paying attention.”

      “Well,” I say, echoing my brother’s earlier words. “I’m here now.”

      For what it’s worth. It might not be for long, but I plan to make the most of it.
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      There are very few things in life worse than the funeral and subsequent wake of a family member.

      The lobby of the lodge is smothered in flowers and potted plants. Ivies mostly. Ivies and carnations in white and pink. Then there are the white lilies. I don’t think I’ll ever buy white flowers again.

      I have to give it to the village of Mountainside for turning out in droves. I honestly didn’t know there were that many people who lived in Mountainside Village, but my grandparents’ lodge was full, with people spilling out into the courtyard.

      They talked about memories of Grandma, but they also talked about Grandpa. I think this wake was a tribute to the two of them. And maybe even our parents, too, to an extent.

      It didn’t take long for me to tire. The stress of the day was almost too much for me. Physically and emotionally.

      After about an hour of being introduced to strangers I was certain I’d never see again, I slipped outside to walk unnoticed across the courtyard to the house.

      The moon is high, but clouds make the night dark. I know my way well, following the solar lights someone installed along the path. Probably James.

      Grandma and Grandpa had lived in the lodge until they had unexpectedly been forced to raise five children. In retrospect, from an adult viewpoint, I’m not sure how they did it. It was almost like they saw it
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