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This book is for anyone who has had tragedy strike so hard that you can’t breathe. Not everyone will understand what you must go through, but you continue with your life and hope one day your decisions won’t come back to haunt you. 

Listen with your heart, and trust that everything that happens is for a reason, and according to God’s will..  

This book is dedicated to my mother, whose unquestionable faith led me to where I am now.  

Tansy had a perfect life, but everything changed suddenly...

In the wake of her husband's tragic death, Tansy is adrift in a sea of grief. A gifted surgeon, he dedicated his life to saving others—until his own was cut short. Now, she's left to pick up the pieces.

Tansy makes a last-minute decision to visit a favorite destination that she and her husband went to yearly. In the quiet town of Lava Hot Springs, where memories linger like the morning mist, her loss is almost suffocating.

But then she crosses paths with Seth, a younger man with a mysterious past. Tansy feels an inexplicable connection, there's something familiar about him, a bond that defies explanation.

As their friendship deepens, Tansy begins to heal, but beneath the surface lies a truth that could shatter their fragile bond. As she uncovers the mystery surrounding Seth, Tansy must confront another disturbing possibility. 

Seth was unlucky in many things, but he never quit trying...

October was the start of Seth's busiest season. People flocked to the Inn during the winter months so they could use the mineral pools. This week he was booked, and they were expecting another storm.

As he was going over the upcoming reservations, Seth heard the door slam, and then a loud disturbance coming up the entrance stairs. He already had a houseful of guests, and he didn't need the complaints that ruckus would bring. And he didn’t need the turmoil that her appearance evoked in him.  

A lovely woman hauled a large bag around the corner then stood up straight and wiped her hands down the front of her form-fitting jeans. Then she stuck out a well-manicured hand toward him, "Hello, I'm Tansy Whitfield. I made reservations online. Could I have a room that overlooks the Port Neuf River?"

A Second Beat is a poignant tale of loss, hope, faith, and the unbreakable ties that bind.
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Tansy
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"Tansy, I've got to get some sleep. Doctor Inglewood has requested I be the one to demonstrate to the newbies the fine art of using staples when sewing up the skull. I love you, but I must get sleep." Samuel pulled the covers over his head, and I knew the conversation was over.

"Fine, but you owe me, you know. Next week is our thirteenth anniversary, and you will leave your pager behind. Tess is going to your parents' house for fall break, and we're going to spend a week alone in that bed." We'd missed going the year before because Samuel was called into the hospital for an emergency case. 

We'd spent our honeymoon there and hadn't missed a year since then by going to Lava Hot Springs to celebrate. 

Except for last year. 

Sam mumbled under the blanket, "I can't wait either. Now go to sleep, woman."

I moved closer to him and put my arms across his lean waist. Samuel was in better shape at thirty-nine years old than most men in their twenties and thirties. We had a home gym and used it often together; we also liked to run whenever we had the chance. 

"I love you, Sammy."

"Love you too, Tansy." He rolled over onto his side, and I pressed my head against his back and listened for the steady beating of his heart to put me to sleep.
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Sometime during the early morning, Samuel had left to drive to the Medical Center. He always left me a note telling me he loved me next to the coffee pod he would place on the counter with my artificial sugar packets. He didn't drink coffee, but he supported my habit. 

I used the bathroom, then entered the kitchen and picked up the note he had left me. 'Good morning, beautiful. I love you, and I'll see you at lunch.'

Yay. That meant I had a few hours to shop for the perfect anniversary gift. Year number thirteen meant lace, and faux furs, along with moonstones. The flower was a hollyhock, but there were also textiles. Funky fabrics, sheets, towels, and clothing were all considered textiles. This year, I had something else in mind for Samuel, a rug for his office downstairs. I'd been everywhere in the city where they made rugs. 

I had one more place to check out; if I didn't find what I was looking for there, I would look online. 

I snagged my coffee cup before sitting at the table to plan my morning. 

"Can I go to Summer's house today? I'm tired of looking at those stupid rugs." Tess spoke somewhere behind my back. 

I looked up at my daughter; she was the spitting image of her father with her thick blonde hair and stunning features. But she had a preteen attitude that was only getting worse. Her blue eyes flashed at me now. 

"Good morning, Tess. Good morning, Mom, and how was your night? Mine was good until I had to face my belligerent daughter. Can I at least get a morning hug and a kiss from you before you start giving me your demands for the day, my little princess?"

She huffed, then took her time as she wandered to the kitchen table. I put my coffee down and grabbed her around her midriff. "If you don't smile right now, I'll tickle you until you pee."

"Stop it, Mom. I'm smiling, see?" I started tickling her, and soon we were chasing each other around the large kitchen, trying to jab and poke at the other one. 

I caught her and pulled her onto my lap. "I love you, Tess."

"I love you too, Mommy. Now, can I go to Summer's house today? Please? Her parents are taking her to Lagoon for the Haunted Halloween festival. It starts today, and I know Daddy will never get the time off to take me." She stepped in front of me and began wringing her hands together.

"What's wrong with me taking you, Tess? We can go there without your dad, you know."

"Summer's dad can stay with us both while we walk through the spook alley. I'd be too afraid to go through it with just you."

"Those things aren't real, Tess. I'll tell you what, why don't you clean up, and I'll call Summer's parents to ensure it's all right with them. I can drop you off on my way to my first appointment. 

"By the way, you will be staying at your grandparents' house next week for fall break; that's the only reason I'm letting you go with Summer today. Go get dressed, and I'll see you down here in thirty minutes."

Tess turned around to head up the stairs to her room, then spun around and ran back down the stairs toward me. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed my cheek. "Good morning, Mom. Thank you for letting me go today." 

"You're welcome, sweet girl. Now hurry and get changed."

My birthday was coming soon; I was turning thirty-five. I stood before the mirror and examined the fine lines around my hazel eyes; my lashes were still lush and thick, and my eyebrows were perfectly plucked. For now, my chestnut-colored hair was still thick and curly, and I hadn't found any gray strands yet. The skin over my high cheeks was still firm and taut, but more lines were around the corner of my lips. 

"The better to kiss you with, my handsome prince." As I lined my lips, I recollected the first time I'd met Samuel nearly fifteen years ago. 

"Liste, Rhonda, can you hear that jerk?" The first time I'd heard his deep voice, it had sent tremors racing up and down my spine. I was standing in line to get Neil Diamond concert tickets with my friend, Rhonda; she was taking me for my twentieth birthday, and all I could think about were those tickets and getting as close to Neil as I could. Then I heard someone in line behind me singing, "Sweet Caroline," and I couldn't stop myself from turning around to glare at him. Not because his voice wasn't good, but because he had the nerve to sing in this line full of Neil Diamond fans. 

Rhonda grabbed my arm to stop me, but it was too late. "Excuse me, but would you please have the courtesy to keep your singing to yourself. I can't believe you have the gall to think you can actually sing. Neil’s fans won’t put up with that noise. How dare you..." I hadn't seen his face yet because he was facing his friend, who was behind him. But when he turned to make a response to me, I was a goner. 

His blue eyes were ringed with a darker circle of gray, and they dared me to continue with my demands. "I'll tell you what, let's have a little contest between us. I'll sing one of his more popular songs,  and we'll have the fans vote. If they like my singing, then you take me to the concert. If they don't, I’ll buy you and your friend the best tickets I can find. What do you say?" 

The memory made me giggle. I put my thick dark hair up into a messy bun, put on a quick application of makeup, and grabbed my planner before heading back downstairs to wait for Tess. 

She was downstairs in a matter of minutes, and I knew she had something else on her mind. She was so easy to read; she was just like her father. "Now, what do you want?"

"Summer called and wanted to know if I could spend the night with them; it is Saturday, and I won't be able to see her at all next week. Please, Mommy?" 

"I should wait and check with your father first, but why not. Grab an overnight bag, and I'll meet you in the car." I waited until she had disappeared up the stairs before I picked up my keys and went downstairs to the garage. Tess was all smiles as she approached me. 

"Remember. Grandma and Grandpa Whitfield will be here for you Sunday night. You will have to make sure the Campbells bring you home in the morning, so you have plenty of time to gather your things together. Did you remember to bring your jacket for today? I know it's getting much cooler in the evening."

"Yes, I've got it, and clean underwear, a sleep shirt, and my toothbrush. Jeez, Mom, I do know how to take care of myself; I am eleven, you know."

I walked Tess up the front stoop and waited for Janet Campbell to open the door. "Thank you for taking her with you today. Tess has wanted to go to the haunted house, but she's afraid to go with me."

"Don't worry, Tansy. Allen will stay with them in the spook alley; I don't like them at all. What time did you want her to come home tomorrow?" Janet was a few years older than me; she and Allen had two younger boys, and I knew from talking to Tess they had wanted another girl. They adored having my daughter come over.

I peeked over her shoulder at the two girls who were all over each other when Tess entered the house. I smiled, "Sometime before noon would be perfect. Can I give you some money to help toward Tess' expenses?"
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My first appointment of the day was with Marshall Smith at the Rug Company. I pulled up in front of the spacious store and hurried inside, where he was already waiting. He opened the front door for me and stuck out his hand to shake mine. "Tansy Whitfield?"

"Yes, I am, and you must be Mr. Smith?"

"Please call me Marshall. I was reading over the descriptions of the rug that you're searching for. I have a few things I'd like to show you. Can I get you something to drink while we're looking?"

"Just a bottle of water would be great. Thank you." I examined the showroom while he hurried to find me something to drink. I could already see how extensive their backstock was and got very excited. I couldn't wait to find the perfect rug to give to Samuel for our wedding anniversary.

"Here you are, Mrs. Whitfield. If you follow me, I've set aside several rug samples for you to look at first."

He led me into another room with the words, Best in Stock, written on the door. He opened the door and waved me in front of him. "I think you'll be very pleased with what I've found."

It only took me a few minutes to look before I narrowed it down to three possibilities. "I love them all, Marshall. I'm not sure which one to choose." My cell phone started to ring, and I glanced at the number. I didn't recognize it, so I let it go to voicemail. If it were important, they would leave me one. 

"Are they all in stock? If possible, I'd love to see all three laid out on the floor before I decide."

"I can arrange that. Let me introduce you to my boss, Abhishek Dharma. He'll be more than happy to let you see them." All three rugs were costly and more than I'd expected to spend, but for this kind of quality, whichever one I chose would be worth it. 

Now I'd have to use my imagination and picture Samuel's office furniture on each rug. 

While trying to decide on the two rugs I'd narrowed it down to, my cell phone rang again. It might have been the same number that had called before, but they'd never left a voice message. I didn't have time to answer the phone, not while I was deciding which rug I would choose. 

Besides, Samuel would be home soon, and I wanted to have lunch ready for him. 

"Mrs. Whitfield, your husband will be very pleased with your choice. When would you like this delivered?"

We were leaving Monday night to spend the week at Lava Hot Springs for our anniversary, where we'd had our honeymoon. We tried to make a trip there every year since. So, did I have it delivered for him early on Monday, or should I wait until we return from Idaho next Saturday to surprise him with it then? 

"Can I call you later today and let you know? If you don't hear from me, have it delivered next Saturday afternoon. Thank you so much for all your help. Now, I've got to hurry home."

"Thank you, Mrs. Whitfield. Happy Anniversary."

[image: Broken Heart]

I was very excited about my choice, and Marshall Smith had given me a small sample of the rug I'd purchased to see how it would look in Samuel's office. 

At first, I didn't recognize the car parked in front of my house because my brain was still mulling over my purchase. 

"Gordon?" Gordon Randall was the chief surgeon of the medical center where Samuel worked, and he'd also been a good friend to me. I hadn't seen him in a while, and now he was sitting on my front stoop. 

I drove my car into my driveway and climbed out of the vehicle. "Gordon, it's so nice to see you. If you're here to see Samuel, I don't think he's home yet." 

Gordon started down the front stoop toward me. "Tansy, I need to tell you something."

Somewhere in the back of my thoughts, I knew something was wrong, and maybe if I kept talking, I'd never find out. I continued to ramble. "If you'd like to wait by the front door, I can let you inside that way. Would you like some coffee? Samuel doesn't want me to drink it, but I still have some made from this morning. Or I could get you a soda or some tea. He should be here soon for lunch."

"Tansy, let's go inside." He leaned into my car and pressed the garage door opener. 

I heard the pounding of my heart fill my head. "I don't want to go inside, Gordon. Not if you've got unwelcome news to share with me. We can wait for Samuel to get home here, and he can tell me the news."

"Is your daughter home, Tansy?"

"No, she isn't. Should she be?" I wanted to cover my ears and run into my house screaming.

"No, it's probably a good thing she isn't here. Please let me take you inside, and we can talk privately."

I looked around me and saw some of my neighbors had gathered on my front lawn. Samuel wouldn't be too happy about that; he loved his perfect grass. 

Why were they all staring at me? 

My closest neighbor, Alice, took a few steps nearer to me with her arms outstretched in front of her. "Tansy, go inside; I'm here if you need me."

I don't remember walking into my house, nor do I remember what Gordon started saying to me. But I did hear, "There was an accident, Tansy. I tried to reach you earlier to let you know, but I couldn't tell you about this in a voice message. 

"Samuel needed brain surgery to save his life. He'll need another one to relieve the pressure building inside his brain very soon. He was on his way home from the hospital, and the witnesses at the scene say he swerved to avoid hitting a deer. His car rolled into the ravine just below Wasatch Boulevard." 

"Accident? That can't be true. Samuel is an excellent driver, Gordon. He doesn't do accidents." My voice sounded shrill when I spoke, even to my ears. 

Then I felt two arms surround me and my friend's voice whispering in my ear, "Tansy, it was all over the news. You need to go to the hospital now. We'll watch for Tess to get home."

"Tess? Oh my God, what am I going to tell Tess?" I was numb; I wanted to scream. I wanted to curl into a ball and think about what they were saying to me. 

But most of all, I wanted Samuel to walk into the house and tell me it was just a bad dream and to go back to sleep.

"I'll take you to the hospital. You need to see Samuel before he undergoes surgery again. We can talk about your options while I'm driving, Tansy." Gordon took my arm and led me back outside to his car, and Alice helped me get inside. 

"I'll lock everything up for you, Tansy. We're praying for Samuel and for you and Tess. Take care, sweetie." 

**
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Psalm 28:1 Unto thee will I cry, O Lord my rock: be not silent to me:lest, if thou be silent to me, I become like them that go down into the pit.
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Chapter Two
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While in the hospital, I'd only left Samuel's side to use the bathroom, and now his father, Levi, insisted I go with him to get something to eat in the cafeteria. 

He leaned down and whispered, "I know you don't want to leave him, but his mother needs a chance to spend some time with him alone."

That's all it took; I understood completely and felt terrible for not realizing it myself. "Sarah, I'm so sorry for taking up all his time. Levi promised me some lunch in the cafeteria. Would you like us to bring you back something to eat?" 

Sarah looked up at me, and I recognized the pain in her eyes for the first time since they'd arrived nearly a week ago. "No. But thank you for offering, dear. Take your time. You need some time for yourself."

No, I didn't; I'd have all the time in the world by myself once I returned to our house. It was just a matter of me deciding when that would be. Every one of Samuel's colleagues had been in to see him, and they'd all given me their condolences and had reminded me of what an excellent surgeon Samuel had been. He'd saved a few lives on the very night he was called into the hospital to operate. But most of them had also told me there was no hope of Samuel ever returning. He was brain-dead and was only being kept alive by the machines in the room surrounding him. 

How long did I want to keep him in that condition? 

I didn't want to be the one to decide his fate. Why couldn't his parents decide for me? They were here now; let them choose when we would end his life. I didn't think I'd have the strength to do it.

I followed Levi into the cafeteria. "Tansy, do you want me to fix you a tray?" He was going through the motions himself. Samuel was his namesake: Samuel Levi Whitfield II. 

"I can do it, Levi. Take care of yourself, please." We needed to have this conversation, and it would be much easier without Sarah. "Levi..." I followed him through the cafeteria line, not even paying attention to what I put on my tray. "...I don't know if I can do this."

He looked back at me, and I saw a flash of something I'd never seen in his eyes before, terror...anger...fear? "My God, woman. What makes you think it's any easier for me, Tansy? Do you think you're the only one feeling his loss?" The tears streamed down Levi's face, and I also felt them on mine.

Levi paid for both trays of food, and then I followed him outside to the open courtyard, which was still bathed in the afternoon sun. "I'm sorry, Levi. I sound like a selfish, spoiled child now, don't I?"

We found a table away from the door, and Levi unloaded our food from the trays and then returned them to the rack over the garbage can. We stood there staring at one another. Then, all at once, we were sobbing on each other's shoulders. 

Levi pulled away from me first and wiped off his face with the sleeve of his expensive linen shirt. Samuel had gotten Levi's taste for expensive things; I knew he had shirts just like his father's hanging in our closet. 

"I wish I had a handkerchief to give you, Levi."

"It's okay, Tansy. I'm glad Sarah wasn't here to see this. I must stay strong for her, and you must stay strong for Tess." He pulled out the chair at the small table for me to sit on, then sat opposite me. "Tess will need us all for a little while."

"She loved her father so much, Levi. He was her hero and mine as well. Thank you for keeping her with you at the hotel while I'm here."

"We won't be able to stay past next week; you've got to do something before then. I know neither of us wants to discuss this, but it's now become part of our reality. Whatever happens, always remember we love you and Tess very much. You made my son happy, and for that, I will be eternally grateful to you. Sarah and I have had this discussion many times this week, and we've decided we'd like to continue seeing Tess, just as we've always done. We want to continue taking her in June, fall break, and for a week at Christmas until she gets too old and doesn't want anything to do with us."

Where did that leave me?

"She loves you both, and I'm sure she wants things to continue as they have in the past. I want that for her as well. Levi?" I waited for him to look up at me before I continued.

"What do you want, Tansy?"

"Tell me how long you'll be here; it might help me decide quicker."

"This isn't going to be easy for any of us, Tansy. Did you want Tess to be here for this?"

"I can't have her here, Levi. Will she ever be able to forgive me for what I know I must do?" What would my daughter think if she knew what would happen and by my words? But it wasn't my fault. God had taken that choice from me, hadn't he? I hoped she was old enough to understand that. 

I left Levi and Sarah alone to spend time with their son. I walked around the hospital grounds and let the chilly air blow across my skin. I didn't have a jacket with me, but right now, feeling numb worked for me. Being numb wouldn't last much longer; soon, I'd be overwhelmed with guilt, pain, sadness, and regret. So, for now, I welcomed the coldness; it was better than what I knew was coming.
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Stephen sat on the chair beside me and picked up my hand. He'd been Samuel's best friend for as long as I'd known him. They were the same age, and they mostly had the same interests except when it came to music and women. Stephan loved country western and tall blonde women wearing cowboy boots and jeans. Samuel loved alternative music and me. I knew he loved me and every quirky thing about me. 

"Tansy, I know this isn't easy for you, and it isn't easy for us either, but you're going to have to be the one to make the decision."

I stared at Stephen as he spoke but couldn't hear what he was saying, or was it that I didn't want to listen? "I know that and don't want to make this choice. Samuel should be the one making the decisions, not me."

I felt Stephen's warm hand through my thin shirt. "There are other factors to consider, Tansy. Maybe hearing some of them will make this easier for you. Many people are desperately waiting for your decision. I can't tell you what to do, Tansy, but you know in your heart what Samuel would do."

I did know what he would do, and I now listened for his encouraging words. I heard nothing but the beeps from the machines filling the small room. "Can I have a few moments alone before I let you know?"

"Of course, Tansy. We're all here for you; whatever you decide to do, we support you."

I choked down another lump in my throat, "Thank you; I only hope Tess won't hate me after I do this. Thank you for being here, Stephen, and thank the others as well." He nodded and then left me alone in the room. 

I knew I was on my own until I heard the steady beating of his heart...

I climbed onto the hospital bed next to my husband and picked up his hand. The hand that held our daughter the moment she entered this world. The same hand that had held mine so many times before, and had brought me so much pleasure. 

I placed his hand on my heart and I laid my head over his. I heard its steady thumping right away. "When was the last time I told you how much I love you, Samuel? Did you know your daughter wanted you to take her to the haunted house at the amusement park? She didn't want to go with me; she wanted to go with her brave father. You're her hero, you know. Not only hers, but you're mine forever. You've saved many lives, but mostly you saved mine. 

"What will I ever do without you?"

I fell asleep for the last time with my head on his chest. I don't know how long I slept, but when I woke I knew it was time. Samuel was an organ donor, and every one of his organs were in perfect condition. He'd kept himself fit, and he had a rare blood type, so whatever he had to give would be sent off immediately. Just as he had done in life, his death would save many others. 

I pushed the call button and waited for the nurse to answer. "Could you please send Stephen Wilson to this room?"

"Of course, Mrs. Whitfield. I'm so sorry for your loss."

"Thank you." 

Stephen entered the room, and I immediately noticed the sadness clouding his eyes. He was losing his best friend, and I hadn't been thoughtful enough to say something to him earlier about it. "Stephen, I'm sorry for your loss. You were like a brother to Samuel. I think you got him into more trouble than a brother would have, but he loved you."

Stephen sniffled, then put his arms around me. I let him cry until he couldn't anymore. I didn't have any more tears to shed right now; I knew I would later. 

"I loved him too, Tansy. Oh God, what am I going to do without him?" He took the box of Kleenex I offered him, and I let him gather himself together before I asked my next question.

"Why don’t you tell me what will happen first, Stephen."
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Samuel's funeral arrangements were made by his parents. They were paying for it and wanted him buried in their family plot in Pennsylvania. I didn't know how to go against their wishes and let them do as they wanted. My family members were all buried in Idaho, and there was no place here where I wanted Samuel to be laid to rest. It would also give me a plausible excuse to visit them with Tess. 

After the service, the church arranged to have food brought to my home. Many of Samuel's peers and friends from the hospital, who could make it, came to either the funeral or the house to pay their respects. 

Many of our neighbors also came, and Tess's friend, Summer, and her parents were there as well. They'd fussed over Tess a lot during this whole ordeal. I had to thank them for all they'd done.

I searched for Tess so that she could accompany me when I spoke to them, but I couldn't see her anywhere. She hated me for what I'd had to do. She told me repeatedly after I ordered them to pull the plug on the machines that had kept her father alive that she hated me for killing him. Her grandparents hadn't been able to make her see reason, but in a way, I think they felt the same about me. Even knowing his condition was hopeless, they seemed to hold a grudge against me. 

The only one who understood what I was going through was my mom. She'd had a friend of hers drive her here from Pocatello. "Tansy, I'm so sorry for your loss, my love. One day she'll understand, but right now, Tess only sees that you're the one who took her father from her. I wished Samuel's parents were more supportive; if they spoke to Tess, maybe she wouldn't be so hateful toward you." 

"I know. I even had this conversation in the hospital with Levi before I told the doctors to take Samuel off the machines. He didn't want to be the one who did it, and now it seems they are both bitter toward me for asking for it without them. To top it off, they're flying the remains of what's left of Sam's body back to Pennsylvania with them. He will be buried in their family plot, so I must fly back East if I want to visit him.

"Mom, I want to move back to Idaho." 

My mother turned a shocked face toward me. "Oh my, I never expected to hear that from you. How does Tess feel about it?"

"I haven't said anything to her. She already hates me for killing her father. I will let things settle around here for a few months and then put the house up for sale. Until then, I'll let her spend as much time as possible with her friends...

"Maybe I should list the house while she still hates me." I pulled my mom into my arms and hugged her tightly to me. "I love you, Mom. Thank you for coming. Are you going to stay for a few days? I can drive you back home when you're ready to go."

"I'll stay for as long as you need me, Tansy. You should not rush into doing anything you might regret later, such as selling your home. It's Tess's home as well, and she might need the comfort it brings her. I'm sure she's got memories of her father throughout the house. Think about that before you make any rash decisions."

My mom kissed me on the cheek. "I'll let my friend, Doris, know I'll be staying with you. We can sit down and talk after everyone else has gone home. I love you, Tansy. Now I'd better find Samuel's parents and pay my respects." She squeezed my hand, and I saw her walk toward Sarah. 

Both women hugged. "Sarah, I can't express how sorry I am that you've lost your son. He was always so good to Tansy and their sweet little girl. Will you still be taking Tess with you during the summers?"

"Thank you, Carol. Yes, we adore Tess. Levi and I want to make sure she learns more about her father when he was growing up. We never expected him to live this far away from us. But I guess you can't choose who your children fall in love with." 

After I heard that from Sarah, I quickly bit my tongue. They'd never approved of me. More than once, while Samuel and I were dating, they'd called to let him know that a so, and so was asking after him. 

Samuel had tactfully ignored their obvious hints and comments about his choice and always made me feel like I was the most beautiful girl on the planet. I was never worried about our relationship. Unfortunately, his parents and I had never gotten close. 

My mother, on the other hand, had always treated Samuel like he was her son. There wasn't a mean bone in her body. She was generous and more diplomatic than I would have been had Sarah been saying those things to me. But I was glad they still wanted Tess to be a part of their lives. 
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I'd kept my mother up talking way past the point where she should have been sleeping. Tess still avoided looking at me, but her grandmother got her to sit next to her and cuddle, something she still wouldn't do with me. 

"Mom, you look exhausted. Come on upstairs, and I'll help you get yourself settled for the night. Tess, would you like to come with us?" We both waited for her answer.

In a stern but calm voice, my mother spoke to my daughter, "Tess, your mother is hurting just as much as you are. You need to forgive her and your father for what happened. It wasn't either one of their faults. You need each other right now to heal. Kiss your mother and tell her you're sorry for acting the way you have toward her." 

Tess got up from the couch, glared at me, and then ran toward her bedroom. 

"Mom, what am I going to do?"

"Pray for her. She'll come around, don't worry. I'll talk to her tomorrow and see how much she understands. I know where my room is. Why don't you get yourself to bed, Tansy? You look like you haven't slept in weeks."

Sleep? I hadn't slept hardly at all since hearing about Samuel's accident, and I was afraid to sleep now. What would I do without him by my side? "Are you sure, Mom? I don't mind helping you."

"I know what you're doing, Tansy. It will be hard at first, but you can do this on your own. I'm sure Samuel will be by your side in spirit. Just listen for him in your heart, and trust God. Good night, my love."

"Good night, Mom."

I took my time getting ready for bed. I showered, shaved my legs, scrubbed my face, and lavished it with a moisturizer. I glanced over at our king-sized bed from the vanity and pictured Samuel snuggled under the blankets the first night we'd brought it home... 

"Tansy, why don't you turn the stereo on and join me."

"What would you like to listen to, Sammy?"

"You mean besides you screaming out my name in the throes of passion?"

"You're a funny guy, Samuel. I don't scream out your name."

He rose from the bed where he'd been lying and crawled toward me on all fours. "Do you want me to prove it?"

I knew what was coming next and giggled while looking for a place to run. I was about to get tickled. "No! I believe you, I believe you." I tried to reach the door, but he picked me up and carried me to the bed; we were both laughing so hard that I'd almost peed my pants. 

Samuel laid me gently on the sheets, then went over and turned on the stereo. "Listen to the words in this song, Tansy. I heard it on the radio earlier today, and it made me think of you." 

I sat up straight in the bed, "Samuel?" It had only been a dream, but I could have sworn Sammy was with me. "I can't do this without you, Sammy. I don't want to do this without you, nor does Tess. Why weren't you more careful? 

Didn't you know we were waiting for you to come home to us? Why, Sammy, why?" I turned my face into my pillow and cried myself to sleep. 

I knew my mother was right. I needed to turn to God through all this, but it was hard not to blame him for my loss, and especially my daughter’s. But I’d never get back to sleep if I try.

I rolled over onto my stomach, and put my hands together. “Dear God, I...I...” I sobbed into my hands.

**
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Psalm 30:10 Hear, O Lord, and have mercy upon me: Lord, be thou my helper.
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Chapter Three
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It was an emotional week for me. One filled with tough decisions, and regrets. But I trusted this was God’s plan for me; even though I still had a twinge of doubt. After losing Sam, I had sought God to help me through the loss. 

I'd waited a few years before Tess, and I agreed it was time to sell it. The house sold right away, and I'd had mixed feelings as soon as I heard the news. 

Was I doing the right thing for Tess, and would Samuel want me to sell our home? 

It was Samuel's and my dream home, and without him here to share it with me, it had only become a reminder of everything we'd been through together. Even now, as I looked at that stupid rug I'd spent all morning looking for on the day of his accident, I couldn't help but think if I'd been here instead of shopping for it, maybe I would have had a chance to see him before his brain surgeries. 

Yesterday I'd driven up to the Medical Center and visited the staff, who Samuel had considered his second family. 

They were all very kind, but they still didn't know what to say to me after all this time. Everyone except for Stephen seemed relieved when I walked away. 

Stephen followed me into the sterile hallway and took my hands in his. "Tansy, I'll miss seeing you pop in and out of here. The others never got to know you as well as I did, and Corey will be sad you're leaving us. She wanted to take you and Tess both for a spa day."

"I know, and please tell her I appreciated the offer, but who do I have to get all dolled up for now?" It sounded like I was looking for sympathy and I quickly added, "I should have at least taken Tess, but she'll have it done when she goes with her grandparents. I love you and Corey so much. If you're ever in Idaho, will you look me up?" Stephen and I held each other for a few moments, and I kissed his cheek before walking away. 

Next, I went upstairs to visit the girls on the neonatal floor. I'd been volunteering there to keep myself occupied. 

I'd grown to love the people who worked there, and I knew I'd miss the babies. Samuel and I had talked about having another one, but it never happened. I sat down in the hallway just outside of the entrance into the area and listened. 

"Tansy, can you hear that? That's our little girl crying for her daddy. I'm here baby girl, oh yes, I am. She's one healthy baby. Don't worry, I'll let you hold her as soon as I get her cleaned up."

I smiled; Samuel already adored our daughter, and I'd have a tough time prying her from his hands. I watched him cuddle her for a few more minutes, then looked up at the ceiling and listened to the words of the song that was playing on the CD player. Sade's "By Your Side", was the perfect choice to listen to during labor. I'd asked Samuel to put it on again before he took our daughter from my arms. 

"She is perfect, isn't she? Samantha Tess Whitfield. I can't wait for our parents to see her. She's got lots of blonde hair already, Samuel. She looks just like you."

After I'd said goodbye to everyone I could find, I made my way back to the house. I had to load everything I could into the trunk of my car that was of value. Plus, I had to put a bag together for me to take to the Inn at Lava Hot Springs. After that, I'd check on Tess and make sure she had everything ready for her vacation. She was spending the next few weeks with her grandparents. They were taking her with them to the Bahamas for ten days. 

[image: Broken Heart]

I stood in the driveway and looked at the house Samuel and I'd had custom-made. 

The new owners would be moving in on the first of November, and I'd arranged to have the rest of my and Tess's stuff put into storage until I decided where we'd be living. I'd either sold or given away everything I could to make it easier for us to move. 
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