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	To the good folks at Advanced Studies in England, in Bath, England, with whom I spent two wonderful summer programs, in 2007 and 2013, teaching Tolkien and Lewis--a dream come true.

	And to Maggie Parke, one of the miracles of teaching, one of the handful who made the transition from student to lifelong friend.

	* * * *
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	Darian woke up early his first Sunday morning in Bath, and after scrounging breakfast, he hurried down five flights of stairs and outside for a walk. He felt like he was entering a dream. I'm in Bath; I'm in England. Just two days ago he had been boarding a plane in Richmond, back in Virginia.

	The air was cool and breezy, the sky gray and overcast, promising rain. At the Bog Island News, he bought a Guardian, postcards of the Abbey, and a Double Decker bar. I'm in Bath. I'm in England. Darian sat on a bench near Bath's five hundred year old Abbey and listened to a young red-haired woman busker sing about unrequited love. The couple on the nearby bench was more interesting as they pondered one of those maps that are always so hard to fold back up. He thought perhaps they might be Norwegian. At least they sounded like a YouTube soap opera he had watched back home until it had gotten boring. Randy always teased him about his soaps.

	The Abbey's bells started to ring.

	Randy was supposed to be here; that had been the plan. Darian was there to teach summer school to a gaggle of University of Mary Washington students from back home in Virginia. Darian wasn't supposed to come back alone to their--his--the--flat at Nunes House. Randy was supposed to be there, to share the scones and tea and clotted cream and strawberry preserves. Randy was to be the "faculty wife" and work on his poetry collection and an article on Edna St. Vincent Millay that he'd always wanted to write. When summer school was over, they were going to...

	The bells kept ringing.

	After the diagnosis Randy had made Darian promise he would go, no matter what happened.

	"George Darian Glasson, you've been dreaming about living in England ever since you felt in love with Narnia in the third grade. That's one of the first things you told me when we first met."
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