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​

​To my first English teacher, Mrs. Elizabeth Boothe, for being my first editor and giving me the best writing advice, I’ve ever received. “Sidney, I think you really should wait until you’re finished with elementary school before worrying about being a failed writer.”
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Preface - A Deathbed Confession
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​​​Sitting next to the bed of a loved one, who laid dying from breast cancer, I witnessed a curious thing. Earlier in the day, hospice was there with her when the doctor came in the room and requested a morphine drip.

​Ever since I arrived, she seemed unaware of her surroundings and mumbling unintelligibly. Then, all of a sudden, she stared up to the corner of the hospital room. For almost two minutes, she was silent. Her eyes were focused only on a single point. Then, out of nowhere, she said, “No, I can’t. Not yet.” She died four hours later.

​While there is much debate associated with the final minutes of life, reported end-of-life visitation experiences are widespread. And, as this novel will explore, making a confession and telling a secret to someone you have held for years before one closes their eyes for the final time, will take one's breath away.

​Seeing anyone on their deathbed is one of the hardest things to witness, especially if it’s someone you love. One might expect it to be a sad moment full of tears, I love you’s, and heartbreaking goodbyes. What else could possibly happen? 

​In the case of Sophia Knight, it’s a moment to confess a secret she has been holding onto for many years and wanted to get it off her chest before she closes her eyes for the very last time! She didn’t want to go without letting a two-time Nobel Prize-winning physicist, her husband, Johnathan Knight, know the one thing she has kept as a secret from him her entire life.

​She made a young woman attendant aware of the secret before closing her eyes and made her help write her death bed confession. Sophia Knight thought by doing this it would alleviate the guilt she carried with her for decades. 

​Not only did Lacey Robinson help write the confession, but Sophia Knight also made her swear upon the Bible to deliver the letter to her husband. Furthermore, within only minutes of her passing, she swore she would return from the hereafter and haunt her for the rest of her life if she didn’t do as requested.
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Prologue - Taking an Oath on the Bible
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It was very frustrating. The woman suddenly, fed up with living with fear her entire life, decided enough was enough. Just as it appeared as if something was outstanding about to happen, it turned out she couldn’t do it after all.

What was the damn point!

The old woman decided she would never bother returning to Belem Towers again. This was going to be absolutely her last trip.

Once there, she put her hands to her mouth and said in a low, guffawing voice, “Helloooo. Ma’am. This is—.”

Almost as soon as she began to speak, her muttering voice stopped. From the corner of the darkened room came the ghost, the one that has haunted her for over twenty years.

The woman yelled out in fright and fell out of bed. She was sick at her stomach. Obviously, the cause for it was she could see straight through the apparition. It was no more than a distortion of the light, a human cut out of colors that weren’t quite right. Where it moved, the furniture behind it appeared bowed, as if one was looking through a fish-eye lens. Then, without any warning, and as quickly as it came, it left, without leaving so much as a foot impression in the soft plush carpet below its feet.  It made the old woman shudder all over.

Then, within only a matter of seconds, it appeared again and began ambling in her direction.

“Go away! Please, for God’s sake, leave me alone! Get out of here you fiend!” She scooted back on the cold bed to where her back could go no further.

The ghost got closer and closer. All the woman could do was shiver in terror. The distorted light was half grinning and half crying. “Silly old fool! You thought you could take an oath on the Bible and not do as you swore to do! I told you if you failed me I would come back!”

“No! Please go away!” screamed the woman in terror. Still, the ghost crept closer and closer. 

She began to kick her feet back and forth to stop the ghostly apparition. “Oh, God, save me! Go away, you evil bastard,” shouted the woman in fear. Without waiting for another second, she turned over on her belly and crawled under the bed to the other side.

The ghost babbled, “Wait! You swore on the Bible. You must pay! I told you if you didn’t do as I instructed, I would haunt you till your dying day! Come here, old woman!”

“Leave me alone!” wailed the old woman. She was sure the ghost would make her heart stop. There was only one thing to do. But before she could her entire body was engulfed in freezing cold. In that one second, she saw the pale, terrified face of the ghost staring back into her eyes, only a few inches away.

She reached up and turned the lamp next to the bed on lighting up the room. The hands of the grandfather clock against the wall began to spin faster and faster backward. They both became a blur. 

The air became frigid. The woman felt her body heat quickly desert her blood. Awareness crept over her that she soon realized that her feet were no longer in contact with the floor. The room then began to spin around and around until it finally stopped... twenty years earlier.

​
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Chapter ONE - The Time is Near
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“Jesus Christ, David, will she last through the night?” Robert asked as a shadow of alarm touched his face.

Dong.

“Look at the clock, Robert!”

“Thirty minutes past midnight. Mrs. Knight has made it through the night. She has lived another day to at least see another thirty minutes of its beginning.” Uncertainty crept into his expression. 

The light of the previous day had long since ebbed and dwindled to nothing. Now midnight had marched steadily by the caretakers of the estate bringing with it the cooler air and damper than it had been.

In the rain-washed darkness, the sound of the Pacific became loud to anyone listening to the waves crashing against the black boulders along the shoreline.

The two men were speaking in the kitchen of the large estate of Jonathan Knight, a two-time Nobel Prize-winning scientist on the coast of the Pacific Ocean outside the city of Black Rock Cove in Oregon.

Both of the men were servants working on the estate. Each of them spoke with lowered voices in whispers, sitting close together, staring at the door of the kitchen each time one of them said something.

“It’s a terrible thing,” said David, “for both of us to be sitting here all alone, at this quiet and dark time counting the minutes that Mrs. Knight has left to live. It’s just awful!”

David, being the younger of the two men said, “Robert,” lowering his voice to a hardly audible whisper, “you have been here in service since you were but a young boy, have you not. Did you ever hear that Mrs. Knight was an actress in the theater before Professor Knight married her?”

“Where in this world did you hear that, David?” asked the older servant rather sharply.

Ring. Ring. Ring.

“Shush!” Robert rose quickly in his chair.

“Is that for us, Robert?” A shadow of alarm touched the young man’s face.

“Can’t you tell boy by the three rings? The call is for Mrs. Knight’s attendant. She is requesting Lacey Robinson. Go out in the hallway and look.”

The younger servant went into the hallway and up on the wall was several unlit buttons with one button lit with the name Lacey underneath.  Above the switch was the name ‘Attendant.’

David walked down the hallway and knocked on a large mahogany door at the end of the corridor.  With no answer given, he opened the door and looked into the room. It was empty. No lights were on in the woman’s darkened chamber.

He returned to the kitchen. “Lacey is not in the housekeeper’s room,” said the young man after he returned to the kitchen.

“She must have gone back to her own room. Go up to her room and tell her that she’s being summoned by Mrs. Knight. Hurry!”

The bell rang again as David rose from his chair to do as Robert had asked.

Ring. Ring. Ring.

“Hurry, boy! Go and tell Lacey she’s wanted now!” He thought to himself, wanted, and perhaps it’s for the very last time!

David rushed up three flights of stairs in the large estate, sped down the long hallway to the east side of the home and knocked on the last door of the corridor.

A low voice answered, “Yes, who is it?”

With hasty words rushing forth, David said, “Mrs. Knight calls for you. The bells have gone off twice already.”

The door opened. Lacey stood in the doorway in a simple dress. As ugly as dresses come. However, it was almost impossible to look at her and not get a feeling of curiosity, if not of interest. There was obviously great beauty hidden behind the saddened lines of her face.  She was Mrs. Knight’s favorite attendant. Some called her a maid, and others called her a nurse.

If one looked deeply into her face, bare of any makeup whatsoever, they would see lines reflecting a life of sadness of some sort that she appeared to have been drifting unnoticed...unpitied. All of this was the story that was told in her face...this and no more.

There wasn’t two men on this earth the story for which her face told and agree on the nature of the suffering that Lacey had undergone. It was most challenging to determine if the pain she suffered was that of the body or that of her mind. Whatever affliction she went through left traces of her illness deeply visible in every part of her face. The cheeks on her face had lost their rose color. The tint within Lacey’s lips had gone to an unhealthy paleness. Her eyes had the appearance of a sunken look to them enhanced by her fatigue.

The marks of her sorrow and sickness set on Lacey were the marks that were usually those left from victims of physical and mental suffering. Her complexion was ashen. The young woman’s skin had sunken in tone to something so lifeless, it scared Lacey to just look at herself.

There was one extraordinary deterioration of the changes in her appearance, and that was the color of her hair.  Although youthful, the color of her hair had changed to complete gray... the hair of an old woman. It added to the contradiction in a most startling manner of the youth that still existed in her face.

Although stricken with much pain over the years, there was no way one could look into her face and see that of an elderly woman. The skin around her temples was smooth. Her cheeks were not wrinkled. Her skin was not hanging from her neck. All of this showed she was still very much in the prime of her life.

From her neck down, she reflected a young and youthful body of a woman not much older than in her late twenties. However, from her eyes upward, the effect of her long flowing gray hair gave her an unexpected appearance and would most definitely look her age if it were dyed red or black or any color other than gray!

No doubt, her appearance would make anyone step back and ask what shock had stricken the young woman’s hair, in the very maturity of its youthful age with the color of that of an unnatural old age?  

One could only imagine what caused her hair color to change to gray in the prime time of her womanhood. All of the servants in the Knight residence were suspicious of what happened to Lacey to have caused her hair to turn gray but never said a word to her face.

Lacey talked to herself often. Between that and her gray hair, all servants in the home, including Professor Knight, were instructed to never ruffle Mrs. Knight’s attendant’s feathers by challenging questions.

Unknown to anyone, except Mrs. Knight, Lacey couldn’t help but compare the nighttime with that of her own state of mind.  Her insides were in chaos. A total mess. Something was bothering her and aching inside. Everything Lacey felt was that of confusion, just like a jumbled set of a puzzle.

*****
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THE BEDROOM WHERE MRS. Knight lay dying was on the second floor. Lacey hesitated while staring at the door of the bedroom.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

She knocked gently upon the exterior oak wood of the bedroom door.

Professor Knight opened the door.

No sooner did the door open, Lacey backed up from him a few steps. It was as though she was expecting him to raise his hand and strike her. However, there was nothing whatsoever in the Professor’s face to warrant the suspicion of him readying himself to hit the attendant. His countenance was kind and open. The tears were still running down his cheeks, which he was shedding at his wife’s bedside.

“Go on inside, Lacey. She doesn’t wish to have the nurse with her any longer. She is asking for you only. Give me a shout if the doctor says...” He said while his voice faltered, not able to complete his sentence.

Lacey didn’t enter the bedroom but watched the Professor walk down the hallway and took the stairwell down to the first floor where the parlor was located.

When he was out of sight, she listened outside the bedroom before entering and spoke to herself, I wonder if she told him? Oh, God, I wish—. Lacey opened the door all the way and stepped inside.

Mrs. Knight’s chambers were large, situated on the western side of the home overlooking the Pacific Ocean, where she could watch the sunset each and every day.

The Gone-with-the-Wind lamp in the corner of the room had been converted to work with electricity and while lit, took off the darkness in the edges of the room.

The bed Mrs. Knight laid was made of an old mahogany four-poster bed. It had the most beautiful silk hangings all around.

Through the open window which was left open six inches or so, the incoming fresh air of the early morning after the sultriness of the previous August night was welcomed.  The distant roaring of the surf on the sandy coast of Black Rock Cove could be easily heard with the window cracked six inches open.

Other than the faint sounds of the ocean waves crashing onshore, there was another audible sound of the toilsome breathing of the dying woman, raising itself in its mortal frailness.

“Mrs. Knight,” Lacey said, her face clouding with uneasiness, “Professor Knight has left the room for a while and has sent me here in his place.”

“Please Lacey, will you go and turn the light on overhead. The room is too dark.” The feebleness of her mortal sickness was heard in her voice. The two talked through the silk hangings of her bed.

After flipping the switch on for the overhead light fixture, Lacey returned to Mrs. Knight’s bedside and drew the silk curtains apart.

“The last eight hours that I have laid here, I have woken up many times. My rest has been broken up into unrefreshing chunks. Each time I wake up from a nightmare. I’ve cheated and lied to Johnathan. My daughter is injured. The bedroom has been on fire. I can’t put the flames out. I’m running to catch a taxi. It pulls away and leaves me in the middle of a rainstorm. The car is sliding across the thin ice of a lake. Then, my bedroom starts to spin, and my mind is spinning faster than my five-year-old daughter can speak.”  Her words hung in the air like an eagle dallying with the wind.

The breast Cancer of which Mrs. Knight was dying, was one of the most terrible of all the maladies that affect humanity...one to which women are especially subject and one that undermines life, without showing any traces of its decaying progress in the face. No one could take a first look at Mrs. Knight and know that cancer had spread to all parts of her body. She was most definitely past any rescue that mortal skills could offer, however.

Her face laid on the pillow, tenderly framed by the vibrant salt and pepper hair that stretched down over her shoulders. Her face was kept with makeup to give her the appearance of a beautiful woman in her thirties, recovering from a slight illness. Even Lacey Robinson, who had watched her through the entire ordeal, could hardly believe, as she looked at Mrs. Knight now, that the end was near and the beckoning hand of death was shouting from the gates of the grave!

As Lacey straightened the room, Sophia had her head turned to look out the nearby window at the endless Pacific Ocean.  “Doctor Gruber is telling me there will not be any further walks on the sandy beach by the cove or birthdays with Johnathan at some nice restaurant. He said there was not going to be another snowy season to watch. My life is nothing more than four walls and pain medication until I die. I don’t want any part of it. Last year I put down, Rusty, my Cocker Spaniel to save him from a painful end to it all. Why can’t I have the same attention? Maybe if I scream and scream for my pain medication, I can get an overdose and just slide out of this world on a feather-line cloud into the arms of God Almighty.” She sighed weary of hanging onto life.

She turned her head back towards Lacey. “Dear, the theater scripts that lay on my table, would you please remove them and place them on that short table across the room?” She slowly placed one of her hands on the one-inch thick paper covers of three theater productions on the bedside table.

Lacey picked them up and couldn’t help but notice that they had ink marks all over them. Some had the words ‘entrance,’ ‘exit,’ and places on the stage where the actress was supposed to stand. There were coffee stains on pages that were yellowed and dog-eared.

Earlier in the day, both Robert and David were talking downstairs in the kitchen about Mrs. Knight’s occupation before she married Jonathan Knight. Obviously, they had not been misled by false reports.

Jonathan Knight, after the passing of his first wife, had, in very truth, taken Sophia Knight from the obscure stage of a theater in downtown Black Rock Cove. The dog-eared old theater productions had once been her treasured possession. During the last days and nights of her painful illness, she asked that they be brought up and placed on her nightstand.

Lacey put the paper copies of the theater plays on a shelf in a far corner of the room. She returned and said, “Mrs. –.” She stopped quickly as Sophia put her finger to her mouth to indicate she wished to interrupt the young attendant.

“Go and lock the door,” she said with a trembling voice. “Lock it tight, my dear. No one is to enter until I give you your leave.” She ordered in a voice of authority.

“No one, Mrs. Knight? What about Doctor Gruber? What about the Professor?” She hesitated torn by conflicting emotions.

“No, Lacey, not the doctor nor Jonathan. No one, do you hear?” She pressed both hands over her eyes that burned with weariness.

“Yes, ma’am.” Lacey walked over and locked the bedroom door as requested and then returned irresolutely to the side of the bed and fixed her startled eyes upon Mrs. Knight’s face. She bent gently over her and said in a low whisper, “Have you told the Professor?”

“No. I sent for Johnathan and tried very hard to speak the words. It shook my emotions terribly, to my very soul, Lacey. I tried to come up with the best way to tell him...God, I love him so much. I was about to tell him when he talked of the child. God, I don’t know. He didn’t do anything but talk of the child... I couldn’t get a word in edgewise.”

Lacey collapsed into the bedside chair. Her eyes widened while her breath became ragged and harsh. The young attendant’s hands trembled by her sides, and she jammed her fist into her mouth to stifle her fear. “Oh, God, what will happen? What’s going to happen now, Mrs. Knight?” Her heart pounded in her throat.

Mrs. Knight’s eyes were shedding more tears than Lacey had ever seen, even more so than when Doctor Gruber told her she had terminal cancer. She had started her collapse of emotions when she spoke of how much she loved the Professor.

The dying woman’s breathing became labored, and with her eyes showing pain, she turned her head towards the chair. Lacey was sitting as Sophia spoke in a shallow whisper, her words trembling. “Lacey, find my pain pills. I need them now.”

Lacey stood up and brushed the tears from her face. “I need to call the doctor, Mrs. Knight. You are in so much pain. Please, let me call him!” She said in a frightened voice.

“No, Lacey! Look for the bottle of pain medicine. I think it’s on the nightstand on the other side of the bed.”

“Which medicine do you want? The Hydrocodone or the...”

“Not that one... the other one next to it. Fentanyl!” There was a critical tone in her voice.

Lacey picked up the other medicine. It was a bottle of liquid and looked at the label. It said to take only one teaspoon at nighttime.

“That’s it. Give it to me. Now!” A shadow of annoyance crossed her face.

“Are you sure, Mrs. Knight. It’s not time to take—.” Grief and despair tore at her heart.

“Yes, now!” Her eyes darkened with the pain while interrupting her attendant.

Mrs. Knight was insistent. Her deep hazel eyes began to strain, and her cheek flushed. No doubt the older woman was starting to get angry. “Take the top off the bottle Lacey and hand it to me. I am weak and need my strength. I’m going to die in an hour or a week... no matter, give me the bottle now.”

“Let me get a medicine cup so you can at least take the right dosage.” She walked away back to the table to find one. When she picked it up and turned around, she saw Mrs. Knight down the remainder of the bottle of medicine. The dying woman took the bottle and dropped it off the bed to where it fell on the floor and rolled across the room. Empty!

“Oh, my God! You’ve killed yourself, Mrs. Knight!” Cried Lacey, running to unlock the door and call for Doctor Gruber. Icy fear twisted itself around the young woman’s heart!

“Stop!” Shouted Sophia from her bed, more resolute than she had spoken before. “Stop now, Lacey! Come back over here and prop me up on my pillows. There’s still life in me, and you will do as I instruct! Come back now, child!”

“Please, Mrs. Knight! Why?”

“It was my only choice, my dear. The alternative is a slow death, feeling my body waste away just a little more every hour of the day. Every time Doctor Gruber comes into my room, he seems to be increasing my pain medicine. Soon I will lose the ability to take my own medicine, and IV’s will be stuck in both of my arms. Now, come and sit down. We have very little time.”

Lacey did as Mrs. Knight instructed and picked up an additional pillow and helped support the dying woman’s head higher up in the bed.

“Did you unlock the door, Lacey?” Her watery eyes enlarged. The hair on the nape of her neck bristled.

“No, ma’am.” Her face was clouded with uneasiness.

“We all live in a mortal plane, my dear. The ending of life is expected. Cancer inside me is growing fast, spreading, and consuming the very organs that are working to sustain it. I’ve had a great life. Better than most. I don’t need to hang on as a living ghoul. An overdose of pain killers is much kinder than all the attention from the hospice staff and the nurse that hovers around me every hour of the day when you’re not here!”

“I’m sorry. I don’t understand. I wish I could—.”

“Of course not. You don’t have cancer.” She reached over and patted Lacey’s hand. “Now, listen carefully. First, I forbid you to go near the door again. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Over inside the secretary is my fountain pen and some ink. Please retrieve it for me and bring it back so that I may write a letter.”

“What are you writing?”

“Bring them over to me, and you will find out.”

After Lacey brought her a writing pad, paper, pen, and ink, she dipped the fountain pen in the inkwell and placed it in Sophia’s hand.

Lacey leaned back to give Mrs. Knight some light to write. The fountain pen with green ink began to feebly form four words at the top of the paper, ‘To My Dear Jonathan.’

“No! No! You mustn’t.” Lacey interjected. “For God’s sake, Mrs. Knight, don’t write it. I beg of you!” She reached over and grabbed Sophia’s hand, and as fast as she got a hold of it, she released it the moment Mrs. Knight looked at her with piercing eyes.

The fountain pen continued to inscribe in its green ink, formed the first words of the opening sentence to her husband.

“Please. Oh, please don’t do it, Mrs. Knight,” she said as she collapsed into the chair by her bedside. “Please. Don’t write it to him just because you are afraid to tell it to him in person. Let me just keep going on just as I have for so long. Let our secret die between us. Let it always be our secret until we both die, and it will be over with. You don’t have to do this. We can let our secret die with us. Just the two of us will ever know!” Her eyes glimmered with watery tears. She felt as if the whole world was soon to crumble around her.

“I’m sorry, Lacey, but our secret must be told. Jonathan ought to know it, and he must know it. That’s all there is to it. I told you I tried to tell him in person but my courage to do so failed me. I can’t trust you to tell him after I am gone. No, my dear, the words must be written.” She lowered the pen and looked into Lacey’s eyes. “Take the pen, dear. You must write for me. My hands are trembling, and I don’t have the strength to finish. I will tell you what to write.”

Lacey leaned over and didn’t grab the pen. She concealed her face into the side of Sophia’s pillow and wept bitterly.

“Come, dear, you must find the courage to help me write the letter. I will soon die. Please. You have been with me since Johnathan and I were married. You have been more to me than just an attendant. You have been a dear friend.  Don’t give up on me now.”

“I just don’t know, Mrs. Knight. I can’t do this.  I just can’t!”

“Are you refusing to help me?” Her voice became hoarse with frustration.

Lacey kept her face buried in the pillow and showed no signs of responding to Sophia’s request.

“Look up and listen to me, Lacey. Refuse to take my pen and write what I tell you, and I swear to God as true as there’s a Heaven above the two of us, I will come back down to you from the other side! I will haunt you and make your life miserable for as long as you live!”

Lacey stood up from her chair. “For God’s sake, Mrs. Knight, you are scaring the dickens out of me. Why do you have to swear like that?” She fixed her eyes on Sophia’s face with the look of superstitious horror.

“Write, child! Write! We must hurry before Doctor Gruber returns.” 

Lacey closed her fingers around the pen that was thrust between them by Mrs. Knight. She was still in awe with her eyes, reflecting the superstitious terror which Sophia’s words aroused.

“Now, write. Do as I say, child!”

Lacey’s tears began to fall. She found it challenging to write with her trembling fingers, but still found a way to fill two pages, front and back, of the letter as Sophia dictated the words.

Mrs. Knight stopped her dictation and reached over and took the second page of the letter along with the fountain pen and signed her name at the bottom of the message. “You will now go and give this to my husband,” she said, “but not until after I’ve closed my eyes for the last time.  Do you understand?”

“You are not going to die.” Her tears gushed forth like water from a damn, falling down her cheeks.

“I’m afraid so. Now, listen to me, Lacey. You are to answer his questions as truthfully as possible as if you were standing in front of God himself on judgment day. Do you hear what I’m saying?”

Lacey by this time had gathered her composure. Clasping her hands together, she stared deeply into her eyes and spoke with a steady tone. “I wish I could change places with you, Mrs. Knight. I would gladly do so.”

“Promise me, child, that you will give the paper to Johnathan.” She stopped and turned her head in the direction of the nightstand where her theatrical plays once laid. “No, a promise won’t do.” Her breath caught in her throat. “Get me my Bible out of the desk drawer. I can’t trust your promise alone. You must give a solemn oath on the Bible.”

Lacey was hesitant in doing what Sophia asked.

“Get the Bible Lacey, or I pledge to you I will not rest in my grave. I swear it! You must hurry,” she said with trembling words of anxiousness, “I feel I’m losing all my strength. “Get it, or I will hurry back to you from above and haunt you to your dying day!” Somehow Sophia gently laughed as she repeated her earlier threat to the girl.

The young woman reached over and pulled the leather-bound Bible out of the drawer. Sophia has found just the sight of it brought comfort to her in times of pain.

“Yes. That’s it. Now bring it to my bedside next to me. This morning I talked with the pastor and frightened him. He asked me if I was at peace with all the world and ready to go meet my Maker. I told him I was at peace with everyone except one person. You know who I speak of?”

“Douglas, Johnathan’s brother.”

“Yes, my dear.”

“Oh, don’t die, Mrs. Knight holding hatred for anyone. Not even him,” pleaded Lacey. “You must forgive him.”

“That is what the pastor told me, too. He said I should forgive him.,” the dying woman said with her eyes beginning to wander around the room and her head turning back and forth on her pillow. Her voice was trembling more now, lowering to a whisper. “The pastor went on and on how I must forgive him. I said I had forgiven everyone I have ever touched in this world, but I will never, ever forgive him.”

“What did he say?” Her eyes clouded with visions of the past.

“He said nothing. He just got up from my bedside with a frightened look on his face. When he was walking out of the room, he said he would pray for me and be back soon. I kind of wondered if he would really come back?”

“Yes,” answered Lacey. “The pastor will return. He is a kind and good man. When he does, you must tell him that you forgive the Professor’s brother! Those terrible words he spoke to you when you married the Professor will come back one day and haunt him. You must forgive him before you die! Do you not remember the scripture in the Bible that Jesus said one should always forgive someone, ‘Seventy Times Seven’ times?”

“My world, yes, child. But this is one man I shall never forgive. Never!” She swallowed hard, lifted her chin, and boldly met her attendant’s gaze.

Lacey began to remove the Bible from the bedside and replace it in the nightstand. Her movements made Sophia jerk in the bed and roused her sinking faculties. She reached over and grabbed Lacey’s hand. “Don’t remove the Bible yet.  You have not taken your oath.” A gleam of the old resolution to this matter flashed in her eyes. With her weakened strength, she took Lacey’s hand and held it on the Bible. With her other hand, she clasped the two-page letter in her hand.

“Please, Mrs. Knight... For God’s sake—.”

“I’m weak and will soon die, Lacey. I still have most of my senses about me. You can’t sneak the Bible back into the drawer just yet.  I told you I won’t trust your promise, but I will trust your oath on the Bible.” She leaned her head to the side of the pillow along the edge of the mattress. “Now, kneel down on the floor. I am weakening more and more by the second. Do it now, child! These are my last words. Please do not disobey them unless you are accepting the consequences of my return from the hereafter.”

Lacey dropped down gently to the floor. It was strange, but at that very moment, a light breeze came through the cracked window and parted the curtains a bit further apart. It was the breath of God!

The heavy beating of the waves from the nearby Pacific could be heard outside. It was heavenly music to the ears. The breeze came to a stop. The room sank into an awful silence. The drapes were still.

“Swear, now, my child! Now!” Her voice trembled so badly she was almost unable to get the four words out of her mouth. She leaned her head back on the pillow, took a deep breath, and struggled to regain her power to speak the words she wanted to say. “Swear to God and me now that you will not destroy this letter after I am dead!”

Mrs. Knight held her hand on top of Lacey’s. “Swear!”

At Mrs. Knight’s final appeal, the young woman answered faintly, “I swear!” It was an oath that bound the two women through both life and death.

“Again, swear that you will not take this letter away with you if you leave here after I’m gone.”

Sophia rested her hand again on top of Lacey’s hand. The attendant paused before she answered. Sophia’s hand was trembling terribly while it rested on hers. Her words were weak so much that Lacey had to get within a foot from her as she spoke.

Again, Lacey’s words dropped affrightedly from her lips, “I swear.”

Sophia began to cough. Blood came from her mouth. There was no doubt she was close to her end. She reached over to the nightstand, where had placed the empty bottle of medicine.

“You have drunk all the medicine, Mrs. Knight. Please, let me go and get the doctor now so—.”

“Lacey, where are you? Are you still here?” Her hand waved in the air as if she was trying to find Lacey’s hand.

“Mrs. Knight. Mrs. Knight!”

In a weak and trembling voice, she said, “I tell myself that even though I can never forgive myself, that in God’s eyes, the slate is clean. I don’t need to make amends any longer. The glory is not mine, but His and I don’t—.” Her words stopped before she could finish. Sophia’s lips were racing, but Lacey could not hear what she was saying. She leaned her head down and turned her ear close to Mrs. Knight’s mouth to listen to her weakened words. “Please swear once more, my dear. Swear to give the letter—-.”
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