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This is the sidewalk we walked up when we first came to look at the
house. It was cracked and had dandelions growing resiliently
through it. I remember thinking, Good for you, flowers. If you
can do it, maybe I can too. It has been smoothed and fixed
since then, but some days I still see the ghosts of those little
flowers growing against all the odds.

          This is
the counter we leaned against, looking through the loan papers,
wondering if we could really make this happen. John took my hand
and told me we could do anything we wanted to. The world was ours
for the taking. The counter was cheesy silver and gold flecked
Formica, but I loved every inch of it. They were going to be
our counters.

          This is
the lock on the front door. The sound the keys made in it when we
unlocked it for the first time will forever be etched in my memory.
John thought we had the wrong keys, but he was putting it in upside
down. We laughed so hard about that, our happy sounds spilling over
the threshold into our new home. Our first home together, and a
place we looked forward to making our own.

          This is
the backyard we laid in on our first night in the house. We gazed
at the stars and listened to the other houses in the neighborhood
settle in for the night. John’s arm was so warm around me, and it
felt like the night would go on forever.

          This is
the bathroom we stood in as we anxiously watched the home pregnancy
test to tell us our fate. I remember John’s hand as he held mine,
shaky and nervous while we held our breath. When that little blue
plus sign faded into the window, he swept me up laughing. He
squeezed me so hard I couldn’t breathe. We lay in bed all night
talking about baby names.

          This is
the table where we sat looking at paint samples for the nursery. I
loved the bright yellow, but John was afraid it was too bright for
an infant to stare at. We ended up with a soothing green, friendly
for a boy or girl. We looked at decorations, and flipped through
endless magazines with cribs and changing tables of all kinds.

          This is
the porch we sat on the day we found out we had lost the baby. I
cried so hard, and John tried so hard to be strong for me. I felt
like I had failed, and our new life here was falling apart already.
The doctor told us that it wasn’t uncommon to lose your first baby
in the first trimester, but his numbers and statistics didn’t help
the hole I felt in my heart. John cried that night too, after he
thought I was asleep. I loved him even more for that.

          This is
the doorway John came running through the day he got a promotion at
work. He was so excited, and this meant we would have more money
and more free time on our hands. He held me in the doorway and told
me he was ready to try again for another baby. I told him I wasn’t
ready, that I couldn’t take the pain again. He told me that he
would always be here for me, even if we never tried again.

          This is
the bathroom counter I sat on waiting for the second pregnancy
test. I thought I would be more excited when it turned out to be
positive, but all I could think about was how much it had hurt to
lose that first baby. I was so scared that I would fail again, and
our dream of a family would never come true.

          This is
the kitchen chair I was sitting in when the doctor called with the
results of my blood work. We were halfway through the pregnancy,
and had a very healthy, very strong little girl on the way. John
and I went out to celebrate that night, and for the first time in a
long time, I felt like things were falling into place again.

          This is
the corner we put Layla’s crib in when she got home from the
hospital. I was expecting this wrinkled, alien looking little
creature. I had no idea that a newborn baby could be so
breathtakingly beautiful. The first time I looked into her eyes, I
was a goner. I didn’t think she could ever do wrong in my eyes. Not
much has changed since then.

          This is
the table where I spent so many mornings and night trying to feed
Layla, from jars of baby food to her first bites of solid food.
Sometime I laughed and joked with her, sometimes I was almost in
tears from being so overwhelmed. No one ever really prepared you
for how it really is to raise a child. They might try, but until
you do it for yourself, you can never even imagine the extent of
responsibility. It’s worth it though, every laugh, tear, and messy
diaper. Always worth it.

          This is
the bathroom where, once again, I shared the news with John.
Another baby was going to come into our lives. We would later find
out that we were expecting a little boy, and our family dream would
be complete. If I had thought one baby was overwhelming then, I was
in for a world of surprise.

          This is
the room that Layla and Andrew shared when they were little. They
loved, hated, and played with each other with the kind of intensity
that only young children can muster. They alternately drove me
insane and filled me with love. I quit my job to stay home with
them full time, and loved it. Even with the stress, tight
paychecks, and terrible twos, I was happy.

          This is
the doorframe where we started marking their heights every so
often. As they got older, John went back and painted the old
pencils lines in so we could always see it and remember. There are
rising, alternating lines of pink and blue that never fail to amaze
me. They grow so fast.

          This is
the backyard we first made snow angels in. The kids were amazed by
the fluffy snowflakes floating down around them. Their noses were
red and frosty, and they came in the house covered in more snow
than the snowmen they built outside with John. We made homemade hot
chocolate, and put extra marshmallows in it. John looked so happy,
flushed with a childlike excitement, and I just wanted to hold them
all, and never let go.

          This is
the branch that Andrew was goofing around on the first time we had
a serious injury with the kids. I had only run inside for a minute
to answer the phone, and he fell and broke his arm, and Layla
hugged him the whole way to the hospital. In the end, it was only a
minor fracture, but Andrew got to have a cast, which impressed him
greatly. That night we all took turns drawing funny pictures on it
for him, and even after it was cut off, he kept it for a long time
in his room, just to look at it when wanted. I cried all night,
knowing it could have been prevented, but John convinced me that
sometimes, you just have to let them fall.

          These are
the steps I stood on the first day that both kids took the bus to
school together. I was so scared to have a stranger driving them,
and paced around the house until long after school had started,
waiting for that phone call. It never came, of course. The bus got
there safely, as it did every weekday all through school. You never
quite lose that little bit of fear though, of something happening
to them that you can’t control.

          These are
the stairs I was sitting on when John came home in the middle of
the day one day. I was vacuuming up crumbs that the kids always
spilled; he told me he had cancer. He had gone to the doctor to see
about the migraines he had been having for a while. Instead of
migraine medicine, they gave him a life sentence of brain cancer.
They wanted to try chemo, but they weren’t very optimistic.

          This is
the bedroom where John and I sat and told the kids what was going
on. They cried, and we cried harder. All four of us stayed in that
bed all night. Sometime we talked, sometimes we dozed, and the
television was turned on for a while. Layla and I made snack to
bring up for the boys. Somehow, we just couldn’t manage to leave
each other that night. I smiled and comforted them while I slowly
died inside. We were still awake when dawn came, and we watched the
sunrise together from the back porch.

          This is
the bathroom where I spent so many nights with John, rubbing his
back while he threw up from the chemo. He was getting to thin and
pale. I think the medicine was hurting him more than the cancer
was. The kids looked scared all the time. We took a family vacation
to Ireland, a place John had always wanted to go, but no one’s
heart was really in it. I kept thinking that we were going there to
let him die, and we would be flying home alone.

          This is
the couch where John started sleeping, because he was getting to
weak and tired at night to climb the stairs, and he wanted to be
closer to the bathroom in case he needed it. I slept on the floor
next to him, holding his hand, for weeks. The doctors wanted him to
stay at the hospital, but John refused. He wanted to be with us.
The kids put on magic shows and plays to cheer him up, but I could
hear them drying at night when they thought we were asleep. I
wanted so bad to comfort the, but I couldn’t even look them in the
eyes without my heart breaking.

          This is
the corner I sat in after I found him. I had gotten up to get a
drink in the middle of night, and when I came back, he wasn't
breathing. There no last words, no dying declarations, no
dramatics. Just breathing one minute, and not the next. I held him
until I couldn’t take it anymore, and then I sat in the corner and
cried until morning. Telling the kids was the hardest and most
horrible thing I have ever experienced. They knew as soon as they
saw me th0ough. I couldn’t hide it. We sat with him until the
hospital came for him.

          This is
the backyard that we held John’s memorial service in. It was nice,
but no one really enjoyed it. How can you? The kids handled
themselves well, and it went smoothly. They slept in my bed that
night. I was so glad they did. I didn’t know how we would survive
without him. He was our backbone, the strong one in the family. We
were just barely getting through each day.

          These are
the stairs that I watched Layla walk down on the night of her first
dance. She looked so beautiful coming down to meet her date. He
looked scared, and I wondered how nervous John would have made him
if he were here to see this. Layla must have seen the look on my
face, because as she leaned in to hug me on her way out, she
whispered in my ear, “It’s okay, Mom. I wish he was here too. I
think he’s watching though.” I think so too.

          This is
the doorway that Andrew stood in, screaming at me for taking his
dad away from him. Apparently he thought I should have been able to
predict and cure cancer. I knew the whole time that he was just
angry at the world and taking it out on me, but it still hurt. I
cried, and eventually he broke down crying too. He would still have
years of acting out ahead of him, but at least in that moment we
connected. It wasn’t fair, him having to learn to be a man without
a father. It wasn’t fair for me to raise a family without a husband
either, but we all had to make do with what life gave us.

          This is
the table I sat at as I opened the letters from the banks and
credit card companies, demanding money that we just didn’t have. I
was working full time and raising the kids, and we were just barely
getting by. We applied for all kinds of help, but nothing ever came
through. It was just one run around after another. I never let the
kids see me cry, but I think they knew something was going on. My
parents gave us money to help out, but after a certain point, even
they couldn’t help us.

          This is
the doorbell that rang the day I found out we were losing the one
thing we had left as a family. The gentleman at the door was nice,
but firm. The mortgage payments were too far behind, and they
couldn’t let it slide anymore. They were taking the house. All
these memories would be uprooted and moved to some shitty little
apartment in town. In a way, I was almost relieved that we would be
out from under the looming payments and taxes, but it felt like I
was losing John all over again. I had the kids go to friends’
houses that night, and sat in the backyard looking up at the stars
that we had gazed at our very first night here. It had finally come
full circle.

          This is
the porch where all our bags sat, waiting for my parents to arrive
in the moving truck to take us away. We held each other’s hands,
watching unsuspecting traffic drive by, and trying to ignore the
man from the bank breathing down our necks. My keys were burning a
hole in my pocket, and I knew I had minutes left before I would
hand them over. All those years, all those ups and downs. John was
in every room of the house, and although I knew he would be in our
hearts forever, I still felt like we were being torn away from him.
The man from the bank was only doing his job, but on that
afternoon, I hated him more than I have ever hated anyone in my
life.

          This is
the house we saw as we drive away, a whole family built and almost
destroyed within its walls. It would be a long time before I got
the courage to drive by it again, and when I finally did it was a
hollow, bittersweet feeling in my heart. The kids were adjusting,
and maybe a change of scenery had been for the better. I know it
was just walls and doors, but it felt like a living thing to me,
like just another family member that we hadn’t been able to hold
onto.

          This is
the sidewalk you will walk up when you come to see the house. You
won’t even pay attention to it. It’s smooth and finished now, but
you should have seen it way back when. If you open your mind a
little, you can still see the ghost of those little dandelion
flowers, just trying with all their might. They made it through
everything, and so will we.








Please visit shannonhatch.snappages.com for more info, updates
on future stories, or to leave a comment.
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This is a story of true love, and what can happen when that love
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Trunk (2011)
When Teddy Harrison stumbles on a way to escape his constantly
arguing parents, he thinks that his life has changed for the
better. He soon realizes that he's not the only one changing
places. Now he must decide which world he belongs in, and whether
or not he can live with the consequences of what he unleashes into
his own world.
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