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"There's a guy. He was hit by a truck."On a rainy November day, Mia Hayes' husband left for
work on his Vespa. Normally, she would have driven him, but Mia was waiting on a phone call
with an editor and didn't have time.She never saw that caring, loving version of her husband
again.The fallout from his accident--Mia's guilt and her husband's PTSD, memory loss, and
depression--consumed their lives over the next five years as her laid-back husband changed
into an angry man with few memories of their past. Desperate to hold her fragile family together,
Mia ignored her own unraveling and plunged into bipolar depression.As she searched for
answers to unanswerable questions, Mia moved her family from San Francisco to Paris, France
before landing in a leafy Washington, D.C. suburb where she tried to find a fresh start only to
become embroiled in a scandal of her own making.Through ups and downs, mental illness and
bad decisions, Mia struggled with what it means to be a good wife and mother, whether saving
her marriage was worth the pain, and understanding that healing is a personal journey.Always
Yours, Bee is a heartbreaking yet triumphant and brave look at a woman, a marriage, and a
family falling apart and coming out stronger. Told with clarity and introspection, it captures the
terror of losing the person closest to you—yourself.

A BookBub selection for "15 Powerful Memoirs to Read in 2021." --"Mia Hayes has penned an
emotionally charged memoir that details her life after her husband suffered a traumatic brain
injury in atraffic accident...as Hayes rebuilds her life and relationship, her touching, powerful
memoir sends a message to anyonedealing with pain: keep going."From the AuthorUnlike my
other books, Always Yours, Bee is a memoir. As I draw heavily on my life experiences to write my
novels, you may see similar situations in my books and this memoir.To write this book, I relied
heavily on my and my husband's Facebook posts, our family photographs, my blog entries (that
I've since deleted), the legal documents, my family, and my admittedly flawed memory. It is
important to note that when writing about events pertaining to my immediate family, I did inquire
about their differing memories of the same situations, and I used these blended recollections to
better flesh out what actually happened.I have changed the names of all the individuals in this
book, and in some situations, I obscured details to preserve anonymity. I have also created
composite characters in the case of my friends, as writing about every friend individually would
become unwieldy. Any event and person I felt did not contribute to the substance of the story, I
omitted.While writing this memoir, I learned the stories I told myself publicly and privately were
more complicated than I realized. I've attempted to be truthful with myself, even when that truth
was ugly, and I believe I've written the truest form of my story and memories that I can.From the
Inside FlapExcerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.November 2004Lemonade
light filtered through the fog, casting a warm, golden tone across us as we watched Ryan run



down the empty beach, a kite string clenched in his tiny fist.November usually brought rain to
San Francisco, but this particular day was clear, and we wanted to take advantage of the sun--
even if it was chilly and damp out. Surfers bobbed off the coast, waiting for their ride, and gulls
skittered along the shoreline. Later, after we ate our picnic lunch, we planned on exploring the
tide pools.James snapped a picture of Leo and me snuggled into a fleecy blanket. I waved him
over to us, and he settled into the sand, his jean-clad leg touching mine. He tossed his arm over
my shoulder and hugged me close."This is nice," he said. Ryan had stopped running to inspect
something on the beach, and Leo crawled off my lap into the sand. "But this is more fun." James
turned and tried to tickle me through my layers of bulky clothes.We laughed and smiled and
were so very happy.That's how I want to remember us.Golden.THE ACCIDENTChapter
1November 23rd, 2010Why wasn't my phone ringing? She said seven thirty.Relentless late-
November rain battered the trio of windows behind me. It was nearly eight in the morning, two
days before Thanksgiving, and I sat in the tiny family room of my San Francisco flat trying not to
envision every reason why my phone was silent. Had she realized I was a hack and changed her
mind?Relax, no one is ever on time.I opened the well-worn notebook in my lap and studied the
questions my husband, James, and I had excitedly crafted the night before. Earlier that year, I
had signed with a New York literary agent, and now an editor wanted to talk to me.My writing
had been squeezed in during sports practices and after the boys went to bed. James traveled
frequently for work, and I often stayed up well past midnight to write despite long days of work,
volunteering, and mothering.I hadn't mentioned my new passion to James until I received three
offers of representation the day I submitted the manuscript to agents. He had been baffled that I
had had time to write a full-length novel but not surprised that I had actually written a novel. As
he put it, it was a very me thing to do.I stared at my blank phone screen. Why hadn't she called?
In an explosive burst of boy-noise, Ryan, my nine-year-old son, sprinted into the room and
flopped on the end of the couch. His Catholic school uniform shirt was untucked, and his two
blond cowlicks stuck straight up. I glanced at his feet. No socks or shoes."Can Grandma get me
a bagel?" He gave me a hopeful, missing-tooth smile.I set my notebook aside. "Did you ask
Grandma?""She said if it was okay with you. I'll even ask her to get one for Tate and Leo, too."I
chuckled. "Do you really think Grandma would walk you all to school, get only you Boudin's, and
leave your brothers hungry?"Ryan shrugged."Go finish getting ready, and if you have time,
Grandma can get all of you bagels."Ryan leaped off the sofa and raced past James standing in
the doorway of our family room."Hey! No hugs?" James called after Ryan."Sorry!" Ryan threw
his arms around James's torso. "Love you!"James rubbed the back of Ryan's head. "I love you,
too."Ryan broke free and his footsteps thundered down the stairs. "We can get bagels!"Our front
door slammed, followed by my in-laws' door closing. They lived in the flat below and often
helped care for the boys. My mother-in-law, Molly, worked at their Catholic school--the same one
both she and James had attended.I was immensely proud that my boys were the fifth generation
of James's family to live in our three-story house, and I planned on never leaving. James had
grown up there and so had Molly, and now it was the boys' turn. Molly and Joe, my father-in-law,



lived in the second-level flat, and my family lived in the third level. The garage and a small in-law
unit occupied the ground floor.Molly and Joe were good sports about allowing me to put my own
stamp on the house, going along with whatever my current obsession was. When I said I wanted
to be a modern homesteader and turn our deep backyard into an organic city farm with fruit
trees, bees, and chickens, they didn't blink, and they let James buy me a chicken coop for our
anniversary.No matter what my current obsession was--like starting an online shopping site,
becoming a personal shopper, or taking on the task of revamping our school and church's
annual festival--James supported me. I was a whirlwind, and he was the calm hand that steadied
the ship."I'll call when I get to work. I want to know how everything goes." James's Chelsea boots
clomped against the hardwood floor as he walked toward me. He wore dark jeans and a black
leather bike jacket that showed off his trim figure, and the olive-green messenger bag I had
given him for Christmas bounced off his hip. He hadn't bothered to do his messy, brown hair
because he'd fix it at work after he took off his motorcycle helmet. I teased him that he carried
more beauty products in his bag than I did, but really, I gave him a hard time because he was
more pulled together than me.Unlike James, my days consisted of mom things like going to the
park and dust-bustering Cheerios off the floor. I did, however, shower, dress, and do my makeup
every day after running a 5K at 5 a.m. The other moms marveled that I always managed to look
presentable with three kids under the age of ten. I'd laugh and say it was my secret weapon,
Molly, but the truth was the thought of anyone seeing me less than perfect bothered me."Are you
sure you don't want a ride? It's pouring." A mist of grayness swirled outside. Driving James
meant I would have to take the call in the car, but I needed to offer. After all, he would have
insisted on driving me."I'll be fine." James flashed a reassuring smile. "I don't mind getting a little
wet, and you need to focus." Every day, James rode his cherry-red Vespa downtown. Taking
Muni was an exhausting, smelly experience that took three times as long, and parking a scooter
was cheaper than parking a car. It had been a great solution.The rain had eased into a gentle
sprinkle. Really, it was no more than the heavy fog that normally hung over the Richmond
District. "We should get you a rain shield.""Probably." James checked his phone's weather app.
"If I go now, I should be okay.""Are you positive you don't want a ride?" I nervously tapped my
notebook. Everything I had worked for was coming to fruition, and I didn't want to mess it
up."Positive." James placed three kisses on my forehead-one for each of the boys. "You're going
to do great, Bee. Just be you. Everyone loves you.""But do they love my book?""The editor
wouldn't call you if she didn't." James playfully pat my cheek, cupping my face on the last tap. He
lifted my chin and stared into my eyes. A sense of calm ran through me. "It's going to be great,
just like everything else you do."I loved making James proud. He worked hard for us, and even
though he constantly told me my job of being a mother and wife was more important than his, I
felt I should do more, contribute more, be more.My phone rang, and I startled. James mouthed,
"I love you."Unlike every other day, I didn't sing out my normal, "Be good. Be careful. Don't do
bad things. I love you," as he disappeared down the hallway. My phone was already to my
ear.The house shuttered when James slammed the front door.I never saw that version of my



husband again. --This text refers to the paperback edition.From the Back CoverExcerpt. ©
Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.November 2004Lemonade light filtered through the
fog, casting a warm, golden tone across us as we watched Ryan run down the empty beach, a
kite string clenched in his tiny fist.November usually brought rain to San Francisco, but this
particular day was clear, and we wanted to take advantage of the sun--even if it was chilly and
damp out. Surfers bobbed off the coast, waiting for their ride, and gulls skittered along the
shoreline. Later, after we ate our picnic lunch, we planned on exploring the tide pools.James
snapped a picture of Leo and me snuggled into a fleecy blanket. I waved him over to us, and he
settled into the sand, his jean-clad leg touching mine. He tossed his arm over my shoulder and
hugged me close."This is nice," he said. Ryan had stopped running to inspect something on the
beach, and Leo crawled off my lap into the sand. "But this is more fun." James turned and tried
to tickle me through my layers of bulky clothes.We laughed and smiled and were so very
happy.That's how I want to remember us.Golden.THE ACCIDENT Chapter 1 November 23rd,
2010Why wasn't my phone ringing? She said seven thirty.Relentless late-November rain
battered the trio of windows behind me. It was nearly eight in the morning, two days before
Thanksgiving, and I sat in the tiny family room of my San Francisco flat trying not to envision
every reason why my phone was silent. Had she realized I was a hack and changed her mind?
Relax, no one is ever on time.I opened the well-worn notebook in my lap and studied the
questions my husband, James, and I had excitedly crafted the night before. Earlier that year, I
had signed with a New York literary agent, and now an editor wanted to talk to me.My writing
had been squeezed in during sports practices and after the boys went to bed. James traveled
frequently for work, and I often stayed up well past midnight to write despite long days of work,
volunteering, and mothering.I hadn't mentioned my new passion to James until I received three
offers of representation the day I submitted the manuscript to agents. He had been baffled that I
had had time to write a full-length novel but not surprised that I had actually written a novel. As
he put it, it was a very me thing to do.I stared at my blank phone screen. Why hadn't she called?
In an explosive burst of boy-noise, Ryan, my nine-year-old son, sprinted into the room and
flopped on the end of the couch. His Catholic school uniform shirt was untucked, and his two
blond cowlicks stuck straight up. I glanced at his feet. No socks or shoes."Can Grandma get me
a bagel?" He gave me a hopeful, missing-tooth smile.I set my notebook aside. "Did you ask
Grandma?""She said if it was okay with you. I'll even ask her to get one for Tate and Leo, too."I
chuckled. "Do you really think Grandma would walk you all to school, get only you Boudin's, and
leave your brothers hungry?"Ryan shrugged."Go finish getting ready, and if you have time,
Grandma can get all of you bagels."Ryan leaped off the sofa and raced past James standing in
the doorway of our family room."Hey! No hugs?" James called after Ryan."Sorry!" Ryan threw
his arms around James's torso. "Love you!"James rubbed the back of Ryan's head. "I love you,
too."Ryan broke free and his footsteps thundered down the stairs. "We can get bagels!"Our front
door slammed, followed by my in-laws' door closing. They lived in the flat below and often
helped care for the boys. My mother-in-law, Molly, worked at their Catholic school--the same one



both she and James had attended.I was immensely proud that my boys were the fifth generation
of James's family to live in our three-story house, and I planned on never leaving. James had
grown up there and so had Molly, and now it was the boys' turn. Molly and Joe, my father-in-law,
lived in the second-level flat, and my family lived in the third level. The garage and a small in-law
unit occupied the ground floor.Molly and Joe were good sports about allowing me to put my own
stamp on the house, going along with whatever my current obsession was. When I said I wanted
to be a modern homesteader and turn our deep backyard into an organic city farm with fruit
trees, bees, and chickens, they didn't blink, and they let James buy me a chicken coop for our
anniversary.No matter what my current obsession was--like starting an online shopping site,
becoming a personal shopper, or taking on the task of revamping our school and church's
annual festival--James supported me. I was a whirlwind, and he was the calm hand that steadied
the ship."I'll call when I get to work. I want to know how everything goes." James's Chelsea boots
clomped against the hardwood floor as he walked toward me. He wore dark jeans and a black
leather bike jacket that showed off his trim figure, and the olive-green messenger bag I had
given him for Christmas bounced off his hip. He hadn't bothered to do his messy, brown hair
because he'd fix it at work after he took off his motorcycle helmet. I teased him that he carried
more beauty products in his bag than I did, but really, I gave him a hard time because he was
more pulled together than me.Unlike James, my days consisted of mom things like going to the
park and dust-bustering Cheerios off the floor. I did, however, shower, dress, and do my makeup
every day after running a 5K at 5 a.m. The other moms marveled that I always managed to look
presentable with three kids under the age of ten. I'd laugh and say it was my secret weapon,
Molly, but the truth was the thought of anyone seeing me less than perfect bothered me."Are you
sure you don't want a ride? It's pouring." A mist of grayness swirled outside. Driving James
meant I would have to take the call in the car, but I needed to offer. After all, he would have
insisted on driving me."I'll be fine." James flashed a reassuring smile. "I don't mind getting a little
wet, and you need to focus." Every day, James rode his cherry-red Vespa downtown. Taking
Muni was an exhausting, smelly experience that took three times as long, and parking a scooter
was cheaper than parking a car. It had been a great solution.The rain had eased into a gentle
sprinkle. Really, it was no more than the heavy fog that normally hung over the Richmond
District. "We should get you a rain shield.""Probably." James checked his phone's weather app.
"If I go now, I should be okay.""Are you positive you don't want a ride?" I nervously tapped my
notebook. Everything I had worked for was coming to fruition, and I didn't want to mess it
up."Positive." James placed three kisses on my forehead-one for each of the boys. "You're going
to do great, Bee. Just be you. Everyone loves you.""But do they love my book?""The editor
wouldn't call you if she didn't." James playfully pat my cheek, cupping my face on the last tap. He
lifted my chin and stared into my eyes. A sense of calm ran through me. "It's going to be great,
just like everything else you do."I loved making James proud. He worked hard for us, and even
though he constantly told me my job of being a mother and wife was more important than his, I
felt I should do more, contribute more, be more.My phone rang, and I startled. James mouthed,



"I love you."Unlike every other day, I didn't sing out my normal, "Be good. Be careful. Don't do
bad things. I love you," as he disappeared down the hallway. My phone was already to my
ear.The house shuttered when James slammed the front door.I never saw that version of my
husband again.About the AuthorMia is a notorious eavesdropper who lives in Northern Virginia,
outside Washington DC, with her husband, sons, two cats, and Harlow the Cavapoo.She drinks
too much green tea, loves traveling, and has mastered the art of procrastination cleaning.Read
more
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Always Yours, BeeMia HayesAlways Yours, Bee is a work of nonfiction. Some names and
identifying details have been changed.First FinnStar Publishing edition 2021Copyright © 2021
by Mia HayesAll rights reserved.No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any
electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without
written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.Book
cover designed by Letitia Hasser of RBA DesignsContentsDedicationAuthor
NoteEpigraphPrologueThe AccidentChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter
6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12The AffairChapter 13Chapter
14Chapter 15Chapter 16Chapter 17Chapter 18Chapter 19Chapter 20Chapter 21Chapter
22Chapter 23Chapter 24The AftermathChapter 25Chapter 26Chapter 27Chapter 28Chapter
29Chapter 30Chapter 31Chapter 32Chapter 33Chapter 34The Ever AfterChapter
35AcknowledgmentsAbout Mia HayesThank you for downloading this Mia Hayes ebook.To
receive special offers, bonus content, and info on Mia’s new releases, sign up for her
newsletter.For my greatest gifts, K, F, B.And D, thank you for helping me find my voice.Author
NoteTo write this book, I relied heavily on my and my husband’s Facebook posts, our family
photographs, my blog entries (that I’ve since deleted), the legal documents, my family, and my
admittedly flawed memory. It is important to note that when writing about events pertaining to my
immediate family, I did inquire about their differing memories of the same situations, and I used
these blended recollections to better flesh out what actually happened.I have changed the
names of all the individuals in this book, and in some situations, I obscured details to preserve
anonymity. I have also created composite characters in the case of my friends, as writing about
every friend individually would become unwieldy. Any event and person I felt did not contribute to
the substance of the story, I omitted.While writing this memoir, I learned the stories I told myself
publicly and privately were more complicated than I realized. I’ve attempted to be truthful with
myself, even when that truth was ugly, and I believe I’ve written the truest form of my story and
memories that I can.“You can’t go back and change the beginning, but you can start where you
are and change the ending.”~anonymousPrologueNovember 2004Lemonade light filtered
through the fog, casting a warm, golden tone across us as we watched Ryan run down the
empty beach, a kite string clenched in his tiny fist.November usually brought rain to San
Francisco, but this particular day was clear, and we wanted to take advantage of the sun—even
if it was chilly and damp out. Surfers bobbed off the coast, waiting for their ride, and gulls
skittered along the shoreline. Later, after we ate our picnic lunch, we planned on exploring the
tide pools.James snapped a picture of Leo and me snuggled into a fleecy blanket. I waved him
over to us, and he settled into the sand, his jean-clad leg touching mine. He tossed his arm over
my shoulder and hugged me close.“This is nice,” he said. Ryan had stopped running to inspect
something on the beach, and Leo crawled off my lap into the sand. “But this is more fun.” James
turned and tried to tickle me through my layers of bulky clothes.We laughed and smiled and
were so very happy.That’s how I want to remember us.Golden.The Accident1November 23rd,
2010Why wasn’t my phone ringing? She said seven thirty.Relentless late-November rain



battered the trio of windows behind me. It was nearly eight in the morning, two days before
Thanksgiving, and I sat in the tiny family room of my San Francisco flat trying not to envision
every reason why my phone was silent. Had she realized I was a hack and changed her mind?
Relax, no one is ever on time.I opened the well-worn notebook in my lap and studied the
questions my husband, James, and I had excitedly crafted the night before. Earlier that year, I
had signed with a New York literary agent, and now an editor wanted to talk to me.My writing
had been squeezed in during sports practices and after the boys went to bed. James traveled
frequently for work, and I often stayed up well past midnight to write despite long days of work,
volunteering, and mothering.I hadn’t mentioned my new passion to James until I received three
offers of representation the day I submitted the manuscript to agents. He had been baffled that I
had had time to write a full-length novel but not surprised that I had actually written a novel. As
he put it, it was a very me thing to do.I stared at my blank phone screen. Why hadn’t she called?
In an explosive burst of boy-noise, Ryan, my nine-year-old son, sprinted into the room and
flopped on the end of the couch. His Catholic school uniform shirt was untucked, and his two
blond cowlicks stuck straight up. I glanced at his feet. No socks or shoes.“Can Grandma get me
a bagel?” He gave me a hopeful, missing-tooth smile.I set my notebook aside. “Did you ask
Grandma?”“She said if it was okay with you. I’ll even ask her to get one for Tate and Leo, too.”I
chuckled. “Do you really think Grandma would walk you all to school, get only you Boudin’s, and
leave your brothers hungry?”Ryan shrugged.“Go finish getting ready, and if you have time,
Grandma can get all of you bagels.”Ryan leaped off the sofa and raced past James standing in
the doorway of our family room.“Hey! No hugs?” James called after Ryan.“Sorry!” Ryan threw his
arms around James’s torso. “Love you!”James rubbed the back of Ryan’s head. “I love you,
too.”Ryan broke free and his footsteps thundered down the stairs. “We can get bagels!”Our front
door slammed, followed by my in-laws’ door closing. They lived in the flat below and often
helped care for the boys. My mother-in-law, Molly, worked at their Catholic school—the same
one both she and James had attended.I was immensely proud that my boys were the fifth
generation of James’s family to live in our three-story house, and I planned on never leaving.
James had grown up there and so had Molly, and now it was the boys’ turn. Molly and Joe, my
father-in-law, lived in the second-level flat, and my family lived in the third level. The garage and
a small in-law unit occupied the ground floor.James’s family roots ran deep in San Francisco, a
park was even named after them, and I wore it as part of my identity. We were the Doyles from
11th Avenue (even though we were now the Suttons), and that meant something in our small
community.Molly and Joe were good sports about allowing me to put my own stamp on the
house, going along with whatever my current obsession was. When I said I wanted to be a
modern homesteader and turn our deep backyard into an organic city farm with fruit trees, bees,
and chickens, they didn’t blink, and they let James buy me a chicken coop for our
anniversary.No matter what my current obsession was—like starting an online shopping site,
becoming a personal shopper, or taking on the task of revamping our school and church’s
annual festival—James supported me. I was a whirlwind, and he was the calm hand that



steadied the ship.“I’ll call when I get to work. I want to know how everything goes.” James’s
Chelsea boots clomped against the hardwood floor as he walked toward me. He wore dark jeans
and a black leather bike jacket that showed off his trim figure, and the olive-green messenger
bag I had given him for Christmas bounced off his hip. He hadn’t bothered to do his messy,
brown hair because he’d fix it at work after he took off his motorcycle helmet. I teased him that
he carried more beauty products in his bag than I did, but really, I gave him a hard time because
he was more pulled together than me.Unlike James, my days consisted of mom things like going
to the park and dust-bustering Cheerios off the floor. I did, however, shower, dress, and do my
makeup every day after running a 5K at 5 a.m. The other moms marveled that I always managed
to look presentable with three kids under the age of ten. I’d laugh and say it was my secret
weapon, Molly, but the truth was the thought of anyone seeing me less than perfect bothered
me.“Are you sure you don’t want a ride? It’s pouring.” A mist of grayness swirled outside. Driving
James meant I would have to take the call in the car, but I needed to offer. After all, he would
have insisted on driving me.“I’ll be fine.” James flashed a reassuring smile. “I don’t mind getting a
little wet, and you need to focus.” Every day, James rode his cherry-red Vespa downtown. Taking
Muni was an exhausting, smelly experience that took three times as long, and parking a scooter
was cheaper than parking a car. It had been a great solution.The rain had eased into a gentle
sprinkle. Really, it was no more than the heavy fog that normally hung over the Richmond
District. “We should get you a rain shield.”“Probably.” James checked his phone’s weather app. “If
I go now, I should be okay.”“Are you positive you don’t want a ride?” I nervously tapped my
notebook. Everything I had worked for was coming to fruition, and I didn’t want to mess it
up.“Positive.” James placed three kisses on my forehead–one for each of the boys. “You’re going
to do great, Bee. Just be you. Everyone loves you.”“But do they love my book?”“The editor
wouldn’t call you if she didn’t.” James playfully pat my cheek, cupping my face on the last tap. He
lifted my chin and stared into my eyes. A sense of calm ran through me. “It’s going to be great,
just like everything else you do.”I loved making James proud. He worked hard for us, and even
though he constantly told me my job of being a mother and wife was more important than his, I
felt I should do more, contribute more, be more.My phone rang, and I startled. James mouthed,
“I love you.”Unlike every other day, I didn’t sing out my normal, “Be good. Be careful. Don’t do
bad things. I love you,” as he disappeared down the hallway. My phone was already to my
ear.The house shuttered when James slammed the front door.I never saw that version of my
husband again.I peeled the phone away from my ear. An unknown number had been calling for
five solid minutes, and I was annoyed. Thankfully, the editor and my agent couldn’t hear the
beeps, but it made focusing difficult.“So, that’s all I have,” the editor said. “What do you think?”I
pushed the strange number from my mind. “Sounds great! When do you want the changes?”My
agent, Kathleen, laughed. “We’d rather you do them right and not rush.”“So . . . timeframe?” I
hated open-ended deadlines. Everything needed a beginning, middle, and end. It was
logical.“Well, first I’ll send over an edit letter. Read through it with Kathleen, and if you have any
questions, just ask.” The editor had a pleasant, young voice. She was probably under thirty,



which made me feel ancient at thirty-four.“So, no timeline?” I asked.“Nope.”Wonderful. The
publishing world couldn’t be more different than the tech world I lived in where everything
needed to happen yesterday.My phone beeped again, and I held back my huff. “I look forward to
getting your letter,” I said. “I love your ideas.”When I hung up, my phone rang again. Thinking it
was Kathleen, I didn’t look at the number as I stared out the window. The heavy rain had flooded
the back garden, leaving a pond-sized puddle in the middle.“Hey! That was great! I loved her
ideas!” I was still unsure about the appropriate agent-author relationship and struggled with
feeling either too friendly or too businesslike.“Ummm . . . hi. This is . . .”Sirens blared in the
background, drowning out the man’s wavering voice.“Can I help you?” I asked. Rain slammed
into the side of the house, and beads careened down the windows.“I picked up his phone. There
was an accident. I think it’s the guy’s who was hit?”My heart stopped. “Hit? Who was hit?”“A guy.
Yeah. He was riding a scooter, and a truck hit him.”The room dimmed, and I blinked my eyes. Did
the power go out? “Where?”“Van Ness and Geary.”Breathe, just, breathe. James is most likely at
work by now. You’ve been on the phone for forty minutes. He’s always to the office by nine. Call
him. I stared at the microwave clock. It was 9:10 a.m. James wanted to know how my call
went.“Is he okay?” I don’t know why I asked. What I should have been doing was calling James,
not chitchatting with a stranger.Another siren wailed. “I . . . I don’t know.” The man sounded like
he was on the verge of tears. “He’s in the ambulance. They’re working on him. It was bad. He . . .
he got caught under the truck. Under the tire. They’re taking him to the hospital.”James rode a
scooter, and he always went through that intersection. A burning dullness filled my ears as my
brain tried to protect me from the man’s words.“Hello?” the man said. “Are you still there?”“Which
hospital?”“I don’t know.”“Ask!”There was a long pause. “The ambulance just left. I’m sorry.”“Was
his name James?” The room spun, and I steadied myself against the sofa. Say no. Please say
no.“I don’t know. I just picked this phone up off the street, and this number was listed as his in
case of emergency contact.”“Then why didn’t you call from that phone?” I asked. Maybe this was
a terrible prank?“I don’t know,” the man said.I hung up on him and called James’s cellphone. The
man answered.“Why do you have my husband’s phone?” I shouted. “Why?”“I’m going to let you
go now. I hope he’s okay.”With concrete feet, I ran my hands along the hallway walls until I came
to the steep, curving staircase. Halfway down, my knees buckled, and I slid to the
bottom.Screams pierced the air, and I pressed my hands over my ears, trying to block the horror
of James being hit from my mind.Molly flung the glass front door open, and I crumbled at her
feet. She would know what to do. She’d fix this.My youngest son, Tate, hid behind her and stared
at me with deep-brown eyes that looked like James’s.James. I needed to find James.“What’s
wrong?” Molly asked calmly as she stooped down next to me. She was our family rock, and
nothing rattled her.“James was hit by a truck. I don’t know if he’s okay. He was taken to the
hospital.” The words sounded foreign. How were they coming from my mouth?Molly hauled me
into her flat. “What hospital?”I shook my head, afraid to speak in front of Tate. He, however,
seemed unaware of the possible tragedy unfolding and karate chopped a block tower. When it
tumbled to the ground, he stared first at me, then at the rubble. I didn’t respond, and he kicked



the blocks across the room with a laugh.Molly shoved a worn phonebook into my hands and
scooped Tate up.“Take a breath and start with General. I’ll call CPMC. We’ll find him.” Molly
placed Tate next to her on the couch, flipped her phonebook open, and punched the hospital’s
number into the house phone. Like James, she was always calm and level-headed in a crisis.I
was learning I was not.I thumbed through the tissue-thin pages until I found the number for
General. I had to find James. He had to be okay because I would know if he wasn’t, wouldn’t I?
I’d feel my soul shatter. I’d feel the void of losing him.General had no report of him. No hospital
did. Hours ticked by, and I called and called and called, but not a single hospital in San
Francisco had a record of James.“Where the hell is he?” I couldn’t control my fear any longer.
“Where is he?”“Keep calling.” Molly led Tate to the kitchen for lunch, and I slipped off the floral
couch and onto the pink-carpeted floor. I lay prone, staring at a crack in the also-pink coved
ceiling. It ran across the ceiling and down the wall with mini cracks radiating away from it. One
crack had led to many smaller fractures.I rolled my head to the side and kept my focus on the
spiderweb of cracks. James loved me. He wouldn’t leave me. He wouldn’t dare.Everything about
us happened fast, including our wedding. We knew each other only six weeks before he
proposed. There was no ring, just a promise that when he returned from college in December,
we would get married. It wasn’t the proposal of my dreams, but it felt inevitable, because if I knew
anything at twenty-one, it was that James and I were meant for each other.Who else would know
where James is?The ambulance company.After my third call, an angel answered. “Honey,” the
gentle voice said, “he’d be at General if he’s a trauma. They most likely haven’t processed him
yet. Everyone gets admitted under an alias until the hospital can confirm identity.”“He’s at
General.” I sprinted down the short, narrow hallway to the microscopic kitchen. Tate and Molly
sat at the mail-strewn table, and Tate picked at a plate of red grapes. “I’m going to get him.”Molly
shook her head. “Wait for Joe. He’s on his way home. He’ll drive you.”But I couldn’t wait. James
needed me, and I needed to be with him.There’s a song, “An Olive Grove Facing the Sea” by
Snow Patrol, that will forever be seared into my brain. It played on repeat as I weaved my car
from the west side of San Francisco over pothole roads to the southeast side. I couldn’t turn the
song off because my phone was in the glove box and not easy to reach. At a stoplight on
Divisidero, my phone buzzed. I hesitated before diving across the seat. Answering it meant
knowing. Did I want a world without James?No.It rang again, louder, like an order for me to
answer. I ripped the glove box open and disconnected the phone from the charging cord.“Hello?”
I whispered.Please, please, please don’t say it. Don’t say it.“Is this James Sutton’s
wife?”“Yes.”“Can you come to San Francisco General? He’s been in an accident.”My minivan’s
windshield wipers beat in frantic unison with my pounding heart. “Is he okay?”“I’m sorry, I can’t
give that information over the phone. You’ll need to speak to a doctor.”He was dead.I rested my
head against the car seat. Someone honked, and I tapped the gas too hard, launching my
minivan into the intersection.“I’m coming now.” I had no tears; my brain was focused solely on
being with my husband. “Tell James I’m coming.”I waited in a line five-people deep to find out if
my husband was dead. I waited to find out if everything I had ever wanted had ended.Hushed



conversations swirled around me, and I strained to hear them through my mind’s protective veil.I
would be okay. James would be okay. Everything was going to be okay.“Name?”“Jordan,” a burly
man answered.Click-clack. Click-clack.“The doctor will be out in a minute. Have a seat.”A blast
of cool air hit me from behind and blew the protective veil off. An uncomfortable numbness
spread from my head to my toes, and I shuffled forward one step.The woman in front of me had
thin streaks of silver sparkled throughout her dark, bra strap-length hair. When she moved
forward, her hair swayed against her back.I need to tell James’s work he won’t be in today.I
stared at my phone. Who should I call? Who would care that James wouldn’t be in today? The
only name I could think of was the CEO’s assistant who I had met a few times, and she seemed
to like James. When she answered, I told her James had been hit, and she asked about his
condition.“Maybe dead.” Only the enormous pit in my stomach kept me from crying.She
gasped.“It’s my turn.” I hung up.The desk attendant typed James’s name into her computer and
refused to meet my focused gaze. “A doctor will be out in a minute.”As I stumbled toward an
orange, plastic bucket seat, Joe and Molly burst through the sliding glass doors. At six foot two,
Joe towered over tiny Molly, and he often barreled into rooms, leaving Molly to trot behind.“Is he
here?” Joe’s booming baritone filled the packed waiting room. He taught high school English at
an all-girls school. Had he left in the middle of the day? Had James and I inconvenienced him?I
pressed my lips together and exhaled through my nose. “I’m waiting for the doctor.”We huddled
together on the chairs. Molly squeezed my hand, and Joe stared off into space. James was their
only child, but most importantly, he was the glue that held us all together. Everything Molly and
Joe did was for James, and by default me and the boys.“Where’s Tate?” I realized my son was
missing.Molly tried smiling, but the corners of her mouth didn’t pull up enough, and her hazel
eyes were flat. “Mr. Hanley has him. He’ll keep Leo and Ryan, too.” Mr. Hanley was our Catholic
school principal, a big man with a bigger heart, who Molly had worked with for years. Outside of
our family, there was no one I trusted more with my children. “He promised to take them to
Hamburger Haven for dinner.”“They’ll like that.” The boys always begged me to take them to the
greasy spoon, and I always refused out of disgust.The heavy, metal door separating the waiting
room from the ER swung open, and a middle-aged doctor with tightly pulled-back hair assessed
the room.“Sutton?” She scanned the room, and her gaze zeroed in on me. “Sutton?”Molly gently
pushed on my back but didn’t get up herself. When Joe started to stand, she held him back. “Let
her go first.”If James were dead, I didn’t want to know. I wanted the possibility of him for as long
as I could hold onto it. I didn’t move.“Mrs. Sutton?”I blinked in confusion. I wasn’t Mrs. Sutton,
that was Molly. Did they want to talk to her first?Molly prodded me forward, and I stumbled
toward the doctor. The door softly closed behind us as we entered the cold, sterile hallway
where a strung-out man lay handcuffed to a bed, and a woman yelled from deep inside the
bowels of the hospital. My shaking legs refused to hold me. I leaned against the cold wall and
fought to calm my ragged breath.I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t walk toward something I didn’t want.
The need to run away from the tragedy rushing toward me grew. If I walked out the exit, could I
restart the day? I’d tell James I loved him and insist on driving him to work. I would fix things if I



could just get a do-over.The doctor backtracked to me. “Your husband sustained multiple
injuries, but he’s going to be okay.”He wasn’t dead? I shut my eyes tightly, trying to process the
doctor’s words. James was alive? My exhale came out in a rush, and when I inhaled, relief
settled into all the empty places, but I still couldn’t move.“He’s going to be okay, I promise,” the
doctor said softly.“Okay how? Okay as in never walking? Okay as in a few scratches?” Was it
greedy that I wanted him returned the way I had sent him off that morning?“He hurt his wrists,
dislocated both his shoulders, has severe road rash, and received thirty stitches on his
backside, but he’ll be fine.” The doctor stopped outside an open door. “He’s resting, but he’ll be
okay. It looks scarier than it is.” She tapped her head. “He’s lucky he had on a helmet. If he
hadn’t, we’d be having a different conversation.”I inched closer to the doorway, and the doctor
gave me a confused look. “He may have a mild concussion,” she said. “But I don’t think it’s
anything too serious. The nurse will walk you through the symptoms and care.”I stared past her
into the room and gasped. My whole world was on a cold, sterile table under a crisp, white sheet.
Bright lights glared down at James, and dozens of machines whirled around him.In that moment,
I knew my life had changed, because all my supposed strength, all the bullshit type-A stuff I did,
failed me. I failed James, and I failed us.From the day we met, James had been my life, and me
his. We’d occasionally let other people in, like the boys, but at the end of the day, it was always
only us. The boys would one day grow up and leave to start families of their own, but James and
I had chosen each other forever.In that hospital room, we were given a chance at a longer
forever.My chin trembled, but I didn’t cry. James hadn’t left me, and he was going to be
okay.“You can go in,” the doctor said with a twinge of confusion.“No.”“I know it looks scary, but
he’s fine. Really.” She motioned me forward, but my leaden legs held me in place. “Is anyone else
with you? Should I get them?”I trapped my sobs behind clenched teeth and nodded.The doctor
walked away, leaving me clinging to the door frame. James’s chest rose, and I sank to my knees,
a guttural sob ripping from my throat. He was alive. Broken and bruised, but alive.Molly touched
my back. “He’s going to be okay.”I wiped my face with my sleeve and moved so she could pass
by. In another life, Molly would have been a nurse. Through all three of my awful pregnancies,
she had cared for me by changing my sheets, emptying my puke bowl, and making sure I ate
what I could.Joe lumbered behind her, and after collecting myself, I joined them in the room.
James’s unfocused eyes fluttered open before closing again. His clammy, pale skin matched the
white sheet, and his hair stuck up at strange angles.James hadn’t left me.Relief battled with
horror inside me. I wanted to wrap James in my arms and never let go, but James did not look
fine. He looked broken, fragile, and nothing like the strong, solid husband I knew. If I touched
him, would I break him?“I’ll get the discharge papers ready,” the doctor said.I drew my brows
together. “Already? He looks awful.”“He’ll be okay with rest and time.”“But don’t you think—”“He’s
going to be fine, Mrs. Sutton.”While we waited for the discharge papers, Molly fussed over
James. I let her gingerly change his clothes into leftovers from the hospital Lost and Found. I
watched as she helped James shuffle toward the car because his stitches prevented him from
sitting in a wheelchair. I waited as Joe arranged James, stomach side down, in the backseat of



their sedan.I did nothing to help my husband.As I drove home alone, with a plastic bag of
James’s shredded belongings, I blared “An Olive Grove Facing the Sea” and fought the sinking
feeling that, despite the doctor’s reassurance, James wasn’t okay. How could anyone be run
over by a truck and be okay?2November 2010There are moments with James that I want to hold
on to forever. Moments I knew, before they even happened, that would undoubtedly change the
trajectory of my life. Many have grown fuzzy and distant, filtered through the lens of time,
becoming feelings rather than concrete events. There are also moments I’ve tried to purge, but
they stick with me like festering sores. I pick at them, thinking it will make them heal, but they
remain, scarring my heart.That Thanksgiving, two days after James’s accident, I will never
forget. In hindsight, I wish I’d done things differently—made my concerns more known or
possibly told James ‘no.’My failures that day are perfectly clear, their lines and shapes crisp in
my mind against a background of normal Thanksgiving busyness. When I close my eyes, I can
still smell the mingled scent of cranberry meatballs and green bean casserole; I can feel the
warmth of the fireplace and the damp chill of San Francisco fog licking at the windows; I can
hear the boys running around downstairs at my in-laws and the moan of the sofa as James shifts
and tries to find a comfortable position. But above all else, I feel my franticness and my desire to
make everything like it had been a few days earlier.In the moments and hours after James’s
accident, I changed. When the medics peeled James off the rain-flooded street, pieces of me
were left behind, too. My belief in my inner strength had been shattered, and the security I had
once possessed had vanished.Death seemed to be everywhere, waiting, and I had never
grasped the way it prowled around seemingly ordinary lives, waiting to pounce. It had attacked
and retreated, leaving me scared and confused, because if I couldn’t see death, how was I
supposed to protect my loved ones from it?I couldn’t. I had no control over it. Death would come
when it wanted with no notice, and the realization terrified me.Exhaustion dogged me as I stood
in the kitchen chopping and baking. The night before, James had anchored himself to me as
nightmares invaded his dreams. I rubbed his back and soothed him as if I alone could prevent
the nightmares flashing through his mind. In those dark hours, I believed I had that power, and
that my loyal dedication and love was all he needed to move past what happened.James was
strong. His body would heal, and the nightmares would end.On the sofa, James moaned, and I
startled, dropping the knife on the counter. “Are you okay? Do you need something?” I rushed
across the tiny room, past the kitchen table, not knowing what to do. “Do you need more
painkillers? Some water?”James lay on his side because the stitches across his butt hurt, and
he did a weird side-crunch to look up at me. “I’m fine, Bee.”“Are you hungry?” I searched his face
for signs of distress. An unfamiliar five-o’clock shadow darkened his jawline. “I have some
appetizers ready and was going to bring them downstairs, but I’ll leave a few up here if you
want.”Our family was letting James rest by staying downstairs at my in-laws’ until dinner time.
Our Thanksgivings were small affairs, just our family of five, Molly and Joe, and James’s aunt
and uncle. James was not only an only child but he also lacked cousins, so everything revolved
around us and the boys. I loved his family’s closeness, something mine lacked, and when I had



married James, I embraced his family traditions and celebrations. “Are the meatballs ready?”
James asked.“I’ll get you some.” He hadn’t had much to eat over the previous two days, so this
was an improvement. I hurried back across the room, got a bowl, and spooned cranberry-
sauerkraut meatballs into the dish.“Here you go.” I handed him the bowl over the back of the
couch.He grimaced when he propped up on his elbow and positioned the bowl on the sofa.
“This is going to be tough.”I scooted around the brown sofa and knelt next to him. “Let me help
you.” I took the fork and cut off a piece of meatball.James’s mouth dropped open. “You don’t
need to feed me.”“I’m helping,” I said. “You said it was going to be hard, so I’m helping.”“Bee, it’s
okay.” He took the fork from me. “I’m okay.” He was lying to make me feel better. I was sure of it.
Or maybe he was trying to convince himself.James hadn’t told me anything about the accident,
and a silent understanding passed between us during those first days: I wouldn’t push him too
hard, and he’d only tell me what he thought I could handle. By trying to protect each other, we
inadvertently created our first breakdown in communication that would haunt us for years.“Get
dressed, Bee. I’ll be okay.” James pointed at the terry cloth bathrobe I had thrown on after a fast
shower. “I promise to not choke on the meatballs.”I didn’t move, paralyzed by the thought of
leaving him for even a few moments. “Are you sure?”He gave me his are-you-serious look. “The
bedroom is twenty feet away. We don’t even own a baby monitor. I promise, if I choke to death,
you’ll hear me.”“Choking is silent.”James rolled his eyes. “Go.”I didn’t shut the bedroom door as I
changed. A football game blared from the TV, and instead of my normal annoyance over the TV
being too loud, I smiled. It was a reassuring sound, one that reminded that James was still with
me.When I returned to the family room, James had placed the half-eaten bowl on the ground
and rested his head on a throw pillow. My invincible husband looked sallow and fragile.“Who’s
winning?” I sat on the end of the couch. I had a list of dishes to finish making, but they could
wait.“Not the Lions,” James answered. “Your dad’s going to be pissed.” James and my dad had a
close relationship, nurtured over the past thirteen years by lengthy trips to visit my family in
upstate Michigan. My dad only had non-sports-loving daughters, so having James around gave
him someone to commiserate the Lions’ losses with.I studied James while he watched the
game. His eyes were foggy from the painkillers I insisted he take, and he moaned anytime he
tried to move. I had helped sponge bath him earlier, but his hair was undone, and unlike his
normally stylish self, he wore oversized sweatpants and a baggy T-shirt.Pain twisted its way
across James’s face. His jaw clenched, and his lips pressed together.“Are you okay?”James
nodded. “I’ll be fine.”“That’s not what I meant.” I touched his foot through the blanket. “Are you
okay?”He darted his gaze past me, toward the fireplace. “I want to go on our trip.”Every year,
James spent the weeks around Thanksgiving and Christmas traveling between New York, San
Francisco, Europe, and Asia filming the c-suite executives of his company. We had saved money
for a year so I could join him and his videographer on the European leg that year, and we were
supposed to leave Saturday, only four days after the accident.Going was out of the question. If
James couldn’t leave the couch to go downstairs and socialize, how would he fly nine hours to
Europe?I fought the disappointment creeping into mind and tucked the fleecy blanket tighter



under his toes. “As much as I want to go, it’s not a good idea.”“I need to.” He flicked off the game.
“I want to.”“No one will be upset if you don’t go. Work will understand.”Getting James to stay
home from work the day after the accident had been easy—he had been too drugged up to
protest. It never occurred to me that he’d want to go back to work on Monday, let alone carry on
with the trip.James held out his hand, and I squeezed it. “Bee, I can’t stay here. I need to get
away. I need to forget.”The desperation in his voice ripped at me. “You think you feel okay
because of the painkillers.” I rubbed my thumb over his ring finger, settling on the smooth groove
encircling it. His wedding band had gone missing in the accident. “You can barely walk. How are
you going to carry luggage all over Europe?”“You and Owen will help me.” His eyes pleaded with
me. “I want to go. I need to, and we already have the tickets.”I was selfish, that’s the only
explanation. I wanted to go to Europe. Full stop. I had dreamed of this trip for a year and had
bought a winter wardrobe just for it (we had little need of heavy coats in San Francisco). I had
arranged for my mom and in-laws to share looking after the boys. Plane tickets were bought,
hotels booked, and restaurants reserved.It would be a shame not to go.In my pre-accident
dreams, James and I would walk along the Seine, eat on Brick Lane, and do some shopping in
Milan. It was to be our first trip without the boys, and when I realized earlier in the day that James
wouldn’t be able to go, I had cried in the shower.That was the problem: I wanted to go more than
I wanted to acknowledge something could be seriously wrong with James. When he said he was
going, I convinced myself that agreeing to his plan was the right thing to do. James needed me
to make sure he took his medicine and to help carry his filming equipment. He needed me to get
him through the nightmares.I knew it wasn’t a good idea. “I think you should ask about
postponing a bit. Maybe wait until later in December so you have time to heal.”“I can’t. The
videos are for an event at the end of January. If I don’t do them now, they won’t get done.”“No
one else can do them?”“No.”“Oh.” I bit my bottom lip, letting it hurt a little. James loved his job
and took tremendous pride in it. “You need to go?”“I do.”If he had to go, then the least I could do
was be there for him.It was insane.“Okay.” I struggled with my excitement. Part of me wondered if
James insisted on going because he didn’t want to let me down, but I pushed it aside. “We’ll
go.”He gave a closed-lipped smile. “Good.”Against all better judgments, it was decided. James
announced it over dinner, after we shared stories about Great-Grandma Rose and Great-
Grandpa Bill throwing dinner rolls down the table, and Great-Great-Grandma Egger’s mashed
potato mountains with perfect spirals of butter melting from the top down. He waited until his
family had imprinted their happiest memories on our boys, memories I later learned he had
mostly lost in the accident.“We’re going on the trip,” James said, cutting up pieces of turkey for
Tate. He handed Tate his fork and ladled cranberry sauce over the meat. Tate promptly scraped
it off, having recently developed a dislike of his food touching. James should have known that;
we had discussed it earlier that day.Molly’s eyes met mine, but I busied myself with Leo. I
couldn’t bear for her to see the truth: that I hadn’t tried hard enough to change James’s mind.
Like me, she’d been hovering since the accident, and like me, she held her tongue.We
continued our celebration, and no one questioned James’s announcement, but later, while



washing the dishes, Molly asked me if I thought it was a good idea.“Is it too soon?” She handed
me a plate to dry. “He can’t walk, how is he going to sit for hours on an airplane?”“I don’t know,
but I think it would be good for him to get out of town. He feels like the accident is all around him
here.”Molly handed me the last dish. “If that’s what he thinks he needs.”The uncertainty I felt
faded a little. If Molly was okay with it, then there was no reason to worry.3August
1998Edinburgh’s gray, stony castle loomed over us, and misty air dampened our hair and
clothes. I trudged up the hillside toward the arched gate, but James lagged behind me in the
wave of tourists.“C’mon,” I said. Cool air rushed around me, and I wished I had a scarf. “The line’s
getting long.”James held up his hand. “Can we stop for a minute? I don’t feel well.”I dodged a
man wearing a Yankees cap and skirted around a woman snapping a picture of the castle. “You
okay?” James’s face was flushed, and his eyes were glossy. I pressed my hand against his
forehead. “You’re burning up.”James leaned against the stone wall. “I think I need to go back to
the B&B. I really don’t feel well.”“Okay.”We’d spent the previous week of our honeymoon
exploring the English countryside before driving up to Edinburgh for the Fringe Festival. We had
tickets for a play later that evening, but James was so hot, I wasn’t upset about missing it.We
wound our way back down the hill and to the bus stop, and when we arrived at our B&B, James
passed out in a restless, feverish heap.The ibuprofen and cool cloths I pressed against his head
didn’t work, and the owner of the B&B fetched a doctor out of concern. James barely moved
during the examination.“Influenza,” the doctor said. “He needs rest, water, and sleep.”“When will
he get better?” I asked. “We need to return to London tomorrow.”“He can’t travel for three to four
days.” The doctor closed his medical bag, and James shivered and moaned in his sleep. “When
do you leave for the States?”“In five days.”“You can stay as long as you need,” the B&B owner
said. “We’ll keep your room for you.”After they left, I tamped down the worry that James wouldn’t
be well enough to fly home and sat at his bedside with his travel notebook. I replanned our trip,
cutting out most of our London plans, and I took all my meals in our room so I could watch over
him. I gave James his fever reducer on time, helped him take sips of broth, and forced him to
drink water.On the third day, his fever broke, and he insisted on taking the train to London. I
objected, but he insisted.He didn’t want to ruin the last two days of our honeymoon.November
2010I am not a natural caregiver. In fact, until James’s accident, I was terrible at it. I suppose it
was a matter of our different upbringings. In my rambling family of biological, half, and
stepsiblings, and more cousins than I could count, we all fended for ourselves. When I was sick,
my stepmom would leave me with a glass of Vernors and saltines while she went to work, and
my dad absolutely never stayed home with sick kids—he worked at the steel mill and couldn’t
afford to.My parents only took us to the doctor’s if we were near death. Coughs were treated with
whiskey and honey and sore throats by gargling lukewarm saltwater. Fevers were sweated out
under piles of blankets, and we often went to school sniffling and hacking. We were tough and
self-sufficient, and we didn’t need outsiders to tell us how to manage our lives.Early in our
marriage, I realized things were different for James. Not only was his grandfather a pediatrician,
but nothing made James happier than making my life easy. The first year we were married, I



attended an expensive private college full-time as an honors student while working a forty-plus
hours a week retail job. My parents weren’t in a position to help me, and I only received minimal
financial aid.I didn’t have free time, and James tried to elevate my stress by bringing me dinner
at work and helping me study French, politics, and art history. He did all the laundry and errands
in addition to working full-time for a California assemblywoman. When I said I felt like I didn’t do
enough for our family of two, James repeatedly said my only job was to graduate and make
enough money to cover my tuition.We were college student-level poor living in Silicon Valley
right before the dot-com boom, and Molly would give us Safeway gift certificates for groceries. I
felt guilty about this and like a failure, but James assured me that it made Molly happy to help
us.The concept was foreign to me, and I refused to let James use the certificates. We would
have to eat more simply, and we’d pay for it ourselves. My fierce independence didn’t know how
to accept her generosity until two years later when my pregnancy with Ryan left me on bedrest
with preterm contractions.While I was confined, Molly would visit with me every day for a few
hours. She had dreamed of a large family for herself but had suffered numerous miscarriages
and a stillbirth. Maybe this is why she treated me as if I were her own daughter. In fact, when the
boys were preschool-aged, the other parents assumed she was my mother because we were
both petite, had blonde hair, and large hazel eyes. But mostly they thought that because of how
we treated one another.Like Molly, helping people made James happy, even if it was just
changing sheets in the middle of the night. He often expressed guilt over the amount of time he
worked, so when he was home, he threw himself one hundred percent into being a dad and
husband.Everything changed after the accident. I suddenly had to care for James and the boys,
and I didn’t know how to do it alone. I found myself copying James’s past actions, but nothing felt
natural or right. So, when he said he felt fine, even though I could tell he didn’t, I latched onto his
words with relief. Whatever I had done worked, and I was given a reprieve.James and I arrived in
London during an epic snowstorm that should have closed the airports but hadn’t. It was as if
even the weather knew the trip was a bad idea, but like the rest of us, was cheering James on in
his miraculous, stubborn recovery.When the local production assistant James hired failed to
show up, I was thrust into the role. I didn’t mind, because the thought of not being with James
caused my heart to race, and I had convinced myself that if I were with James, I could make sure
he took his medicine and didn’t push himself too hard. I could protect him.The truth was I
couldn’t bear to be away from him.The videographer, Owen, and I set up the filming equipment
in a room overlooking the Tate Modern. James shuffled around the room, fielding calls, and
disappearing for long minutes. During one of his absences, Owen asked quietly, “Is he
okay?”“He’s fine,” I said, even though I had doubts. We had flown business class, and James
had lain on his stomach most of the flight. Since arriving in London, I had been forcing painkillers
on him and wasn’t sure how he hadn’t passed out. “Working is good for him. You know how he
is.”“Yeah, but is he okay?” Owen tapped his head. “He seems off.”“He’s jetlagged and on
painkillers. You’d be groggy, too.” I didn’t feel bad pushing back against Owen. He was a friend,
and we had had dinner with him and his wife not too long before the accident.Owen shook his



head but didn’t bring it up again.Once my setup job was done, I sat in a conference room and
ate cookies while poring over the edit letter I had received the day before. My mind whirled with
literary possibilities, and for a moment, I forgot about the accident and immersed myself in my
imaginary world.Around lunch time, James popped his head into the room. “How’s it going?”I
glanced up. He still couldn’t stand upright and leaned against the doorframe. “I’m making good
progress.”“Am I ever going to read this mysterious manuscript?”“Maybe.” Despite James’s pleas,
I hadn’t let him read my book. My writing was the first thing I had ever kept from him, and it felt
odd not talking to James about it. It wasn’t that I wanted to hide my newfound passion, but rather
I didn’t want to disappoint him. He was so proud of me for writing a book and getting an agent,
and if he thought my teenage dystopian fantasy book was silly, it would crush me.After filming
wrapped, we needed to catch a flight to Dusseldorf. James’s dislocated shoulders ached from
the accident, so Owen and I piled all the bags onto ourselves and schlepped to the taxi line. We
carried thousands of dollars’ worth of video equipment along with our personal backpacks.
James could barely keep up with us, and we stopped frequently so he didn’t fall behind.At one
point, James blew up at Owen for moving slowly. “Owen! You’ve got to be efficient. Stop fucking
with the equipment.”Both Owen and I stared at him. “We’re all doing the best we can given the
circumstances,” I said. Owen and I were carrying the bulk of the luggage, and neither of us
mentioned that we snailed along because of James. “We’re not going to miss our flight. We have
plenty of time.”When James turned his back, Owen raised his eyebrows. I shrugged in
answer.Our German hotel room was modern but dark and overlooked a snow-covered school
courtyard. James didn’t need my help filming that day, so I stayed in and slept. In the late
afternoon, when James didn’t return my texts, I tried Owen. He told me they’d been busy all day,
but he’d have James call me during their next break.Feeling unsettled, I set out to explore
Dusseldorf on my own. I had never been to Germany, and my one quarter of college German
only taught me to count to five. I felt exhilaratingly terrified. At home I was never alone—my boys
or James were always with me, or I was with Molly. I never went anywhere by myself, let alone in
a foreign country, and wandering the shopping district solo felt reckless, but strangely freeing.I
stopped by the river and leaned over the railing. Soft snowflakes drifted from the sky and stuck
to my navy peacoat. Behind me, a Christmas market had sprung to life and the smell of roasted
chestnuts filled the air. I should have been happy. Thankful. I should have been so damn thankful
that I was on a European adventure with my husband and not planning his funeral.But I wasn’t.I
was worried. In our thirteen years together, James had never seemed fragile, and I had never
questioned his judgment. I knew he was in pain and that he was most likely jetlagged, but I’d
never witnessed him losing his temper the way he had over the past few days. He was
pretending to be fine. But why? I saw his nightmares and the way he limped. Even Owen
suspected something was wrong.If James couldn’t admit he understandably hurt physically,
what else was he hiding? I frowned. Was Owen right? Was something wrong with James’s brain?
No. It was the stress of the insane trip. We were rapidly hopping cities throughout Europe, and it
was exhausting even for me, and I hadn’t been run over. James, however, worked all day without



complaint and wanted to go out at night, so maybe I was reading the situation wrong. Maybe he
had been right and getting out of San Francisco was exactly what he needed.A barge slogged
down the river. It was a slow, cumbersome thing gaining momentum. As it passed me, I leaned
against the rail and held my arms wide. The snow fell heavier and stuck to my hair and lashes,
but it wasn’t cold. I sighed, letting my anxiety rush out in one long breath.A woman said
something to me in German.“No Deutsch,” I answered.“Are you okay?” she asked in perfect
English. “You seem troubled.”I stepped away from the railing. “I’m fine, thank you.”My phone
buzzed in my pocket. It was James telling me where to meet him and Owen for dinner. I asked
the woman for directions, and she pointed me toward the Christmas market. I hurried through
the celebrating Germans and found the restaurant without any more help.At dinner, James
chose the easiest seat to get in and out of. He grimaced occasionally and shifted his weight side
to side. I assumed his stitches were aching but didn’t want to say anything in front of Owen.I
frowned when he ordered a beer and used it to chase his painkillers. James didn’t drink, and we
didn’t keep alcohol in our home. For me, not drinking was mostly a habit—I’d been pregnant,
nursing, or child-tending for the past nine years. For James, it was survival. He was always the
one who got up with the boys in the middle of the night to change diapers and chase monsters.I
raised my eyebrows after the second drink. “You shouldn’t mix alcohol with your meds.”James’s
glare sliced through me. “If I want a beer, I’ll have a beer. Or two. Or maybe even three.”James
had never spoken to me like that, and embarrassed at his public tongue lashing, I sat silently the
rest of the meal and poked at my food. Owen tried making conversation, but mostly we finished
up in silence.Later that night, James reeked of beer when he climbed into bed.“Did you brush
your teeth?” I wrinkled my nose at the unfamiliar, sour smell radiating from him.“Yeah.” He
wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in tight. The scent of beer oozed from him. “I love
you, Bee. More than anything, I love you.”“I love you, too.” I snuggled into his side until his
traumatized body stopped jerking and relaxed into sleep. When he snored softly, I untangled
myself, rolled onto my back, and stared into the darkness as tears slid quietly down my face.I
should have been overcome with relief that my husband, even in his injured state, was still with
me, but the image of him lying stone still on the hospital table had lodged in my mind. My chest
tightened until I felt like the air was being squeezed from my lungs, and I clung to the side of the
bed, trying to still the quiet sobs rocking my body. I didn’t want to wake James.I needed to be
stronger and not dwell on things I couldn’t change. James wasn’t dead. He was traveling around
Europe and working. So what if he had a few beers? So what? I needed to be grateful, not upset
that the European adventure we were on looked vastly different than I had imagined.Eventually, I
calmed myself, got my laptop, and spent the rest of the night immersed in my edit letter.Europe
ground to a halt. A massive snowstorm hovered over the continent, making travel nearly
impossible, but James refused to give up on Paris. He had promised me a few extra days there
once he finished work, and he was desperate to make it happen.At the Milan airport, Owen and I
guarded our luggage while James worked with the airline staff to change our flights into train
tickets. He hobbled along the counter line, unable to stand upright because of his stitches. His



excruciating movements underscored what a terrible idea this trip was.I should have pushed
back harder and insisted he cancel. So why hadn’t I? Was it selfishness, or had I not wanted to
see the extent of James’s injuries? After all, the doctor said he’d be fine, but I could see he was
hurting. His nightmares had worsened, his temper had shortened, and he was drinking.Yet, I
wholly believed love and time would fix him.James limped toward Owen and me. “The airline will
send our checked bags to the hotel.” He fanned out train tickets. “Let’s get to the station. I want to
see if I can move us to first class because there’s only standing room in coach.”“There are no
seats?” I asked in confusion. “Then what do we do?”“Stand.” James shuffled toward the exit and
motioned for us to follow him.We couldn’t upgrade our tickets, and fifteen hours later, after a
detour to Munich, we arrived in Paris past midnight, exhausted and crabby.James hailed a taxi
and waited for me to give the hotel address to the taxi driver. My fuzzy brain fought the transition
to French, a language I knew well, but was hesitant to speak even under the best circumstances.
I mumbled something semi-intelligent, and we were whisked through the snow-laden Parisian
streets to a cute boutique hotel a few blocks from the Champs-Élysées.After saying good night
to Owen, James and I settled into our cozy room. As I climbed onto the ridiculously high bed, I
realized that in the busyness of city-hopping, we hadn’t called home once.“Can we call the
boys?” I asked. My phone wasn’t set up for international calls.“They’re in school,” James
snapped. “They won’t know.”I paused. James always called the boys when he traveled. In fact,
he always called every night. It was strange he hadn’t mentioned calling at least once.“We could
leave a message.” I pulled the stiff, white sheet over me and topped it with the duvet. The
radiator clanged and blew out lukewarm air. “They’re probably wondering—”“I guarantee they
don’t care.” James sank into the fluffy pillows and flicked off the side table light. “Go to sleep.”“But
—”“Tomorrow.” He spoke more gently. “We’ll call tomorrow after I’m done working.”I marked his
foul mood up to being tired and let it go. He was right. We could call tomorrow before the boys
left for school. After all, the nine-hour time difference made timing difficult.The next morning, the
luggage still hadn’t arrived, and James was furious. I lay on the bed, trying to read Anna and the
French Kiss while he yelled into the phone.“How can no one know where six bags are?” James
shouted. I held my finger to my lips, telling him to speak softer. He glared at me and yelled into
the phone again.This had to be his work mode: the side of him I never saw because he saved all
the good bits for us. But Owen, who he worked closely with, also seemed confused by this
version of James. It had to be the stress of the trip mixing with jetlag mixing with painkillers and
his injuries. There was no other explanation.James tossed the phone on the bed. “The airline
says the train company has the bags, and the train company says they never received
them.”“Oh.” I turned my book over in my lap. “What are you going to do?”“Owen and I have to find
loaner equipment.” James bashed his fist into the bed. I recoiled, unused to this type of anger.
“Why the fuck did he check the expensive-ass equipment? That’s idiot move 101.”
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LovingRomance, “The lost child. There is a theme lightly touched in this book but it was why a
wife was so vulnerable to the life thrust upon her by her husband accident. ( For anyone who
wants to know what a damaged childhood does to an adult needs to look at a TED talk by Dr.
Nadine Burke Harris) this writer’s mother left her when she was five. In therapy circles it is
accepted as fact that losing your mother before puberty leaves deep scars.When the author
married she worshipped her husband and adored his parents and later her children. She was
just beginning her writing career when her husband was hit, and run over, and had an
undiagnosed brain injury. This book is about how that one incident wrecked their lives for years.
It is an unapologetic story of the painful, terrible, horrible lives this family endured before finding
their happiness again.I read a review that was scathing in judgment of her. My question is
“why?”. She has enough information in this book to help families understand the problems with
undiagnosed brain injuries. It also has information about the collateral damage to the family left
reeling trying to help the patient without falling apart. And fall apart they do.Her hero turned on
her.  You need to read this book”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Hard to read; hard to put down.... I have mixed feelings about this very
painful novel about PTSD, infidelity, mental illness, alcohol and drug addiction, the disintegration
of a marriage, and the struggle to put it back together. The first part of the book was riveting, but
confusing; alternating between the relationship before and after the accident. That is why I gave
it a 4 vs 5. It finally settled down into a more chronological account, which was easier to follow,
but not any less painful to read. I simply could not stop reading because I was desperate to find
out if these two terribly damaged people could ever find their way out of the pit they were
doggedly digging themselves into.As a child of divorce, with a mentally ill mother, I found it hard
to feel much sympathy for the two so-called adults who kept making such bad choices, which
led to even worse decisions, which made such a mess of their lives. I kept wanting to scream at
them to wake up before it was too late for all of them! My heart ached for the kids. It reminded me
of the ordeal my two sisters and I endured when our mom's illness caused our parents' marriage
to slowly and agonizingly disintegrate over a seven year nightmare. As adults, we all spent years
looking over our shoulders in fear her mental illness was hereditary, and would strike us or our
children. Like the author, that childhood experience affected my adult decisions, as well as my
relationships with my husband and my kids. Beware: this is a nitty-gritty tale of a struggle for
survival, not a feel good, fairy tale for the faint of heart.”

Claypot2850, “Brutal storytelling. This was recommended by a friend and I’m glad I listened. It’s
painfully messy and honest. A brutal look at infidelity, mental illness and family life.”
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