
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



[image: image]



10 Stories

2024

Lilly Buchanan


Dedication

To my brother Robert. When you only ask God for wisdom, He gives you All the rest. Thank you for your encouragement and love. I love you, Sister.
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Dearest Joseph,

While walking through the backyard today, I smelled you. Your cologne was so obvious to all of my senses. I looked all around but you were not here. It unnerved me so badly that I had to sit on the bench by the Azalea bushes and collect myself. I sat there with my eyes closed, and my tears spilling. Your sweet memory filled my mind. I could almost hear you say, “Don’t cry, sweetness. Everything will be okay.” 

In reality, you are not here and I am left to explain why my mascara has ruined my face. You have been gone almost 9 years now, yet I still find myself wandering into the men’s section of stores to find a tie to match that shirt you loved so much. I have bought you a gift for every birthday, every Christmas. Even a little Valentine’s gift every single year. All of the presents are wrapped and stacked neatly in our closet, like my own little secret from the world.

The authorities have never shown me your body. I shall never believe you are dead. You are an exceptional, experienced sailor. You knew that sailboat from stem to stern. You wore protective gear and had a state-of-the-art radio system that could be used for calling for help if you needed it. I would know. 

I would know if you were dead. In my mind and my heart, I know you are alive, somewhere without me.

The children tried to have you declared legally dead 5 years to the day you disappeared. I am still not happy with them. Timothy and Susan only wanted their inheritance. I explained to them that everything that is yours, is mine until I die. 

The attorneys (ours and theirs) reviewed the will again and told me you left them $20,000 apiece. They staunchly refuse to believe those facts and feel I have somehow altered your will. Even though the original will was safe with your attorney. You did have a copy on your desk. 

One day when I am ready, I will give them each the $20,000. They are too stupid to realize their attorneys will get a huge chunk of that amount. I have refused to this point because no one can prove you are deceased and your wishes should not be granted until you leave this earth.

I refuse to let them in the house to touch your collections. Our relationships are so horribly strained but that cannot be helped. They have pushed me away over money. I am the enemy to them because I have refused to let them rummage through your belongings. These are your things. The guns, the knives, the paintings, the gold nuggets, and the coins.

Remember that 38 Smith and Wesson handgun you bought me and showed me how to use? I nearly shot Timothy one night because he was drunk and tried to break into the house on a Friday night. The police came, and I begged them not to take him to jail but he slapped me in front of them, so they arrested him for family assault. Judge Madison ordered a restraining order against Timothy for my protection. He is not allowed to come within 1000 feet of me.

While we were in the courtroom, I handed over two envelopes from my attorney to their attorneys. I wrote Timothy and Susan each a check for $20,000 out of my own account. That was 3 years ago. I had hoped they might just leave me alone and let me miss you in peace, but no. Now that he and Susan have blown through the money that the attorneys didn’t get, they want more. 

Moving forward, Timothy is married and has a couple of kids but never allows me to see them. Our grandchildren do not know their grandmother. 

I saw them at the police station and they didn’t have a clue who I was. Susan told me Timothy and his wife fight constantly. Mainly about his drinking and not working. Both of those issues are blamed on me. Susan divorced her husband and is now in a relationship with a woman. I am so shocked by that relationship. We didn’t raise her that way.  I suppose she thinks that is my fault too.

I had been seeing Susan about once a month. She always wanted to eat at the most expensive restaurants and of course, I paid. She went out of her way to make sure the servers gave me the bill, ordering multiple appetizers, that she doesn’t even eat, just to get a little dig at me. Today she ordered a meal for her partner to take home with her, I nearly exploded, but as you taught me, sometimes silence is power. When the maître D came around, I told him we would be having separate checks. Susan called me a bitch, then stormed out of the restaurant without paying her portion. I paid for it.

She talks incessantly about Timothy and how tragic his life has been as if you or I had anything to do with his life’s choices. She is very cold to me and keeps insisting I sell the house because it is too big for me. I have explained to her, every single time that until you are found alive or pronounced dead, I will not go on with my life. You are my life partner. She has laughed in my face and threatened to have me institutionalized.

Our children are unrecognizable now, Joseph. They are like monsters biting my ankles and demanding I give them more money. I know you will surely give them a piece of your mind when you return home. I changed my will after Timothy tried to break into the house. In the new will, I am leaving everything to you. If you are not here then it will be bequeathed to the local Human Society. 

I have had, 2 Doctors, 2 Judges, and 3 Psychologists vouch that I am of sound mind. The will is iron-clad. A nuclear bomb couldn’t break it open to be changed.

I am still making a living with my writing. I haven’t touched our savings account. I opened my own checking and savings accounts. The accountant has assured me there would be no reason not to use our joint accounts but I can’t make myself use it with you not here. You and I always discuss major purchases.

My assistant Mona keeps me organized and busy. She is very strict about my writing work time, my promotion schedule, and most importantly my rest. I have only agreed to 4 promotion events per year. My publisher understands. Mona has been so helpful to me. You are going to like her Joseph. She is loyal, and protective over me in your absence. She was approached by Timothy and Susan a couple of years ago. They tried to bribe her to get into the house. They asked her if I was senile or if I had shown any signs of dementia. She told them to go to hell and if they approached her again, she was calling the police and having them arrested for trespassing. Mona is very dear to me.  I hired her through an agency after you had been missing for about a month. She was just what I needed to keep my mind busy and keep me organized with my work.  She keeps problems away from me until I can address them. I am still hounded by the media but she takes care of it.

Breaking news dear:  I met with Susan yesterday and gave her a printed dialog that she and I repeat every single luncheon for years. I used the recorder to tape her demands and her complaints, then Mona typed it out for me.  I gave her a list of 5 highly recommended therapists that she should give to her brother and suggested she might reap the benefits of their service as well. We had a showdown and she acted horribly. I told her I did not need to see her every month. All the visits do are traumatize me and I am under enough pressure, with your absence.

I cannot undo anything about what either of them has done with their lives and I am not a bank. I refuse every money request that she or Timothy have demanded of me. Susan started screaming that they were planning on suing me and putting me, I quote, “in the shittiest nursing home they can find.” 

The manager came over and asked if anything was wrong. I said, “No, not anymore I am leaving.” 

And I stood up and walked away. I could still hear Susan’s obscenities when I arrived at my car. I had no tears, Joseph. I don’t know our children anymore. I am so thankful I was able to remain calm. People in the restaurant and on the street were filming this outburst of Susan’s. I did not participate or respond. I am so tired of the war between me and our children. 

They are demanding your money and I refuse to give them a dime more than you left them, as I still do not believe you are dead. I would know, I would feel it because a part of me would be dead too.

Remember you taught me the lesson there is no need for 2 fools instead of 1. Betsy Silverstone had borrowed my fox wrap for a special dinner at the club and never gave it back. After 2 months of waiting, I told you I was going over there and giving her a piece of my mind. But you insisted that was not necessary because then there would be 2 fools instead of 1...then you pulled a full-length white mink coat from a box and wrapped it around me. I nearly fainted.

You whispered, “This is better. Let her keep that old fox.” We made love on the coat. It was magical. I remember it like it was yesterday. 

Later that weekend, Betsy approached me at the club, “Why have you been ignoring me? Have I done something wrong?”

“I’m sure it is just an oversite on your behalf, but you never returned my fox.”

“Yes, I did! The next morning, I returned it. Your teenage son answered the door. He said you were gone to the grocery store, so I handed it to him, it had a thank you note along with the fox.”

I know I turned pure white. I apologized profusely and we hugged. I said, “Oh Betsy. I’m so sorry. I had no idea. Please forgive me. I am so sorry.”

She hesitated, then we hugged again. I was so embarrassed but you were my rock through it all. I sent her flowers the next day. You chuckled at me, but you lit into Timothy for causing me such anguish. He had just thrown the fur and the card into the closet (on the floor) and never mentioned it to me. I felt so foolish but you comforted me. 

Joseph, how could you leave me with these children? Why didn’t you take me with you? I know you are not dead. I would know if you were dead. 

Oh, how I wish I had gone with you that day. We would be together right now, if only that fear had not stood in my way. My fear of the water, damn that fear. 

I miss you so much my husband, my lover, my best friend. Life is so cruel. It's like you have been plucked from my life by an invisible force and I cannot see who has done this. People have ridiculed me for continuing my work, but I have used that money to hire private detectives to look for you. None of them, not one has brought me any more information than the local police or the federal government ever gave me. But I still keep writing those stories, Gayle Sayer Presents Tales of the Heart. They sell like crazy. I have a huge fan base which means nothing to me without you here to share it with.
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Chapter 2


[image: ]




You wanted to be in the Navy since you were a child. You told me you met a sailor who was sporting tattoos, big muscles, and telling big stories. He taught you how to tie the sailor's knots. You constantly drew pictures of ships, the inside and outside of ships.  It became an obsession with you. You studied hard and graduated top 5 in your college class. However, when the time came for you to join the Navy, they rejected you. You had flat feet and were of too small stature. You did not meet the requirements to be a United States Navy Sailor. The rejection devasted you, but somehow you survived the blow and vowed to enter into their world. 

You took an architect class at the local technical school, then you set your play in motion. Your Uncle Peter was the local mayor and was somehow able to convince the Governor to meet with you. The Governor invited persons from the Department of Defense to attend the meeting and within days you had a contract with the government to draw the designs for new ships and to revamp older ships. You had found your niche.  You traveled up and down the coast visiting shipyards and perfecting your designs. Later your Uncle Peter announced he never thought you had a snowball’s chance in hell...but it was just meant to be. It seems like yesterday that I was in a bookstore in Virginia and you accidentally bumped into me. It was instantaneous love at first sight. 

We sat outside of a diner next door and talked for hours. We had coffee and pastries, then later hamburgers and fries.  It was as if we had known each other for years. You were my first real boyfriend and my first real love. I miss you so much and love you to this day. We were married in a little Baptist church in Loxburg, Virginia. Both of our parents were there and they got along famously. They immediately started teasing us about some grandchildren. Today, I hang my head in shame and I am so glad they only saw them when they were small and did not live to see how they turned out. Our parents were amazing grandparents. They loved and spoiled our children so much. I have looked at the photo books hundreds of times in your absence, where we were all together, happy, as a family. My parents and your parents were alive. The children were small and were satisfied with a doll and a football. It would break their hearts and yours if you could see how they turned out as adults. I have barely survived their malicious attacks. Money is the fuel that drives the beast inside of them. I have fiercely protected our assets so that when you return home to me, we will have money to retire on and continue our lives. The children look at us as ATM machines. I hurt so bad. At a time when I need support so badly, they have turned into strangers and hate me deeply. Everything is my fault in their eyes. They have never taken one minute to understand how my world has been turned upside down in your absence. It is like half of me is missing. Oh my God how I miss you Joseph.
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Chapter 3  
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I had always wanted to be a writer. Even as a child, I would create my own books. My 4th-grade teacher, Mrs. Parker would allow me to read my stories to my class when I had one available. The students always clapped and said what fun stories I wrote. This fueled my desire to write more. I wrote at lunch, during church, at bedtime, and under the covers when I was supposed to be sleeping. I scooped up every available bit of time to write. One day while taking clean clothes to my room, my mother found my writings. She was waiting for me when I got home. Mama was a good woman but practical.

“Writing is for men. You should concentrate on your studies and pray for a good husband.”

“I make straight A’s Mama and I love to write,” I said quietly.

She slapped me for backtalking and walked out of the room. I cried but I vowed to write a story about her and hurt her feelings very badly, and I found a better hiding place for my stories. Writing was my outlet from my childhood. I didn’t realize it out the time but it was my escape from the control my catholic parents had over me. I don’t blame them now, you helped me recover from those feelings and helped me learn to forgive them. You said, “Sweetheart, I truly don’t believe they meant any harm. They came from a different world, where women were only wives and nothing else.

When I met you and told you of my passion for writing, you encouraged me. When you bought our house, you had placed a desk, a typewriter, and hundreds of blank papers for me to write on, all in one room. You nicknamed it the war room. You gave me a place to write and the courage to do it openly. It was my office. I received many rejection letters and it was your idea to wallpaper one wall with them until the one acceptance letter came. We framed that letter and celebrated with champagne and lobsters. Your office was on the other side of the house so my typing did not interfere with your studies and work.  How I wish you were here to see I have sold millions of copies of different stories, and it is all because of your faith in me and your encouragement. I would trade all the success for one more day with you, Joseph Sayer. I have watched all the recording we made of family events, I sleep with your picture and I discuss you daily with Mona. I know she must feel like she knows you. She never appears too tired to let me talk about you. At night when I am crying, she brings me warm milk or a brandy, depending on how loud my crying is. I would have lost what is left of my mind if she had not come into my life. Mona was been a light in my days and nights. So many times, I almost gave up, threw in the towel, thinking I couldn’t hope any longer. However, Mona encouraged me and begged me to hold on to my hope. “You can’t give up on him if you feel like he is still alive. If you lose your hope, what have you left?” she would say time and time again. She has been my rock.
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Chapter 4
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The day you didn’t come home, I called the police, who in turn, called in the Marine Patrol and the FBI. They came to our home to get a picture of you, a description of the boat, and to question us all. They asked for the VIN number of the boat. Thank God you are organized and kept that in your desk along with the insurance paperwork.

They asked if I kept a diary. I answered that I did not. One of the detectives that were here was very stern with me. His name was Detective Sherwood Minter. I will never forget him. He was so suspicious of me and has caused me extreme anxiety through the years.

“What kind of writer doesn’t keep a diary? Most women that I know keep a diary. I find that very odd. I’m going to get a search warrant for this house and if I find a diary, I will charge you with obstruction.”

You and I both know that the spouse is always considered a suspect if something happens to the other spouse. I was too worried about you to argue with him. I would really like for you to have a word with him when you come home. He was unnecessarily mean to me and disrespectful. 

Had I been a man I would have punched him in the nose.  They took me down to the station to question me further. 

“Your own son and daughter believe you had something to do with your husband’s disappearance.” The detective said with a snarl. His face was contorted like he was smelling something bad. “They are angry teenagers 16 and 17 years old. They demanded we buy them each a car and when my husband said, no. I agreed with him. They are furious with both of us. They think because Joseph and I are financially stable they are entitled to live a lavish lifestyle.  We told them if they get jobs, we will pay the insurance but they have to pay for the cars. So, they are angry. They would blame us for world hunger right now.”

“I don’t think that is what their anger is about. I think they believe you had a hand in this crime and they will be the main witnesses when this goes to trial. You know Maine has the death penalty” The detective said in a spiteful tone.

You and I both know; that Maine does not have the death penalty as one of its deterrents for crime. But why fight? I have done nothing wrong. A younger detective came to the door with our Attorney, Bob Whatley.  He said, “If you are not charging my client, we are leaving.” We left. The older detective was yelling behind us, “This isn’t over. Do NOT leave the state.”

Thank God Susan called Bob Whatley and he came and rescued me. Only she told him I had been arrested for your death and she wanted to know about your will.   

You had not been missing 24 hours yet. Bob raced to the police station to rescue me. Joseph, I wanted to scream at the police, “Why aren’t you out there finding my husband, instead of inside here tormenting me?” but somehow, I remained calm on the outside.

Susan told the detective I was always writing in a notebook and she believed it to be a diary. It was the notebook that I use when I have story ideas. I have hundreds of notebooks for story ideas and names to use in stories. 

You know that already because every time we go to a bookstore or market, you buy me a new notebook. Thank God I don’t write murder mysteries, only love stories and romance.

The detectives arrived the next day with their warrant and tore our home apart. I burst into tears. I called our attorney again who showed up very quickly. He went over the warrant and told me what they could take.

I did lose it this time. “Why aren’t you out there looking for my husband? Why are 

you here?” I wailed. The police did not answer me, only gave me smug looks and 

rolled their eyes to mock me. They took all of my notebooks and manuscripts, the   

computers, and told me not to leave town. As if I would go anywhere until I heard from you. 

Bob Whatley was able to get in touch with Marine Patrol and they informed him there was no sight of you or the sailboat. They had asked the Coast Guard for assistance in the search. I prayed all day long, each day for you to come home.

After 10 days the search was called off when your sailboat was located by a military plane, however; there was no sign of you. No sign of foul play, no blood, and no emergency signal sent from a perfect working radio. I prefer to believe you left me for a younger woman than to believe you are in the belly of a whale. 

After they finished fingerprinting the boat, the police dropped it in our driveway. Bob Whatley helped me climb into the boat and I sat up there for about hours. Finally, he made me get out of the boat. I just wanted to be the last place you had been. He contacted a local marina that had storage and they came and picked up your boat. I wanted to die when I saw that boat and you were not in it.

I sent the children home with my distant cousin, Maggie for what was to be a week or two. They kept saying you were dead and I couldn’t handle that. They were horrible, accusing me of somehow being involved. I was a wreck. I could not deal with their accusations and threats any longer. It was around this time that I hired Mona. Maggie brought them back one week later. “Listen, I know you are going through something horrible, but your children are awful. I feel sorry for you cousin. They kept sneaking out at night, and I had money and cigarettes come up missing from my purse. The final straw was when they stole my car and wrecked it.” I was too weak to even apologize, as I had not slept since you had been missing. God, I’ve aged 45 years since you have been gone.  I need you so much. You are my rock. I know it’s selfish but I went to a convenience store to purchase a notebook so I could write this to you. My emotions are all over the place and I had to get them out of my head. Darling, please come home. This life is too hard without you. I cannot sleep in our bedroom because it torments me. 

I can’t smell you on your pillow or your clothing anymore. I feel angry, sad, and defeated. However, I am holding my head up in public. The only thing I am guilty of is loving you so much Joseph. Please come back. I have thought this through, even if you want a divorce, just to see you and know that you are alive will give me comfort. You have never given me a reason to doubt you or suspect you of anything. I love and miss you so much my darling.

Susan and Timothy have run away and there is nothing legally I can do to make them come back home. The police told me they can legally leave home  at 16 years old. I am horrified to admit to being relieved they are not here to torture me. I feel fragile. Mona is taking care of me, so I do not fall apart. The house is filled with quiet. Mona turns on the radio or the television to pump noise into the house. I wish she would just let me lay down and die, but she won’t. She makes me eat, even when I have no appetite. I want you to come home my love. Please.
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Chapter 5
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Hello sweetheart. I just came back from taking a lie detector test. The police were very upset that I passed. The operator told them I was not attempting to use techniques to beat the test, and that the results showed I was being honest. About 10 angry cops were leering at me. It was not comfortable. Thank God for our attorney who was there to encourage me and escort me out. The FBI finally got in touch with me but they had no news. They suggested that you had slipped and fell overboard, or even that you rendezvoused with a woman and left on her boat. I did not react to either of their theories Joseph. I do not accept either of them.

Mona has been a tremendous help to me, Joseph. I believe I might not be alive if she were not here with me. She keeps the media at bay, she makes me eat and drink and I have a suspicion she may try to make me use your treadmill; she’s been eyeing it lately, then looking at me. I may have to fight her because I am not interested in exercising, that is your equipment and an extension of my closet. Remember how you would fuss if I hung my clothes on it?

The police department delivered my notebooks back and my desktop computer. They left them in huge piles in the living room, and basically just dumped them on the floor. I have always lived my life as a good woman, a good wife, and a good mother. I don’t understand why this happened to us. I don’t understand. Between Mona and myself we put everything back in its place, it took 3 days. Last week I had been writing for a couple of hours, and Mona came in and said, “Okay lady of the house, it is time for a break.” I was at a stopping point, so I nodded yes, stood up, and began to walk away from my desktop. My legs gave away and I was dizzy. 

Mona helped me to my bed and gave me a blood pressure pill and some water. She stayed with me until I fell asleep, then she called the doctor. He woke me when he arrived at our house.

“Hon, when you sit for too long, all the blood runs down to your legs, so after sitting for so long and you decide to stand and walk away the blood is not in your head, it is in your legs and feet. Meaning you stand up, and you get dizzy. If the blood cannot get to the head, it will lay the body down to get blood. We have to take care of you. Maybe reduce the amount of time you sit at your desk. More frequent short times of writing? Dictation may be where another person types for you. There has to be an answer dear. You two will figure it out.”

The doctor left with instructions for Mona to increase the blood pressure medication to every 8 hours and record the blood pressure at the 8-hour mark as well. I had to cut my salt intake back. Mona is cooking with different spices trying to mask the fact that the food is missing salt. She bought a salt substitute, it was disgusting. Bless her heart, she is trying.

The next morning Mona did something very much out of character for her, she sat down with me at the breakfast table.  She took a few sips of her coffee and looked at me. Her big brown eyes showed worry and concern.

“You cannot die. It is important to not give up. If you quit expecting him to walk through that door, then he will be dead. I need you to take better care of yourself. I know I nag you about a few things but it is just to make sure you are healthy. You scared the crap out of me yesterday. The doctor assured me that it is just stress.  He wants to put you on a nerve pill but I asked him to wait until I talk to you about it. A nerve pill may give you a little less worry but it may take your creative edge and your writing. Writing is the only thing that keeps you grounded and in another realm. I think you may worry yourself to death if you have nothing to keep you distracted from the pain that surrounds you.” My eyes filled with tears, Mona is genuinely concerned for me and I need to be more appreciative of her. 

“I don’t want the nerve pill. I need to be 100% in my right mind so when Joseph comes home, so I can give him a piece of my mind and tell him everything the children have been doing.”

Mona held up her cup and we clinked cups to celebrate what each of us had stated.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you that the doctor said you need to get out of the house at least one hour a day. So, I have here a grocery list where you can go and pick up these items that are needed for the house. And stop by the pharmacy to get your blood pressure pills, they have been refilled.”

I was surprised but did not talk back. The only places I had been since you have been gone is to eat with Susan and to the police department.

As if she were reading my mind, Mona said,” You have your telephone, I have mine. If there is any news of Joseph, I will call you. And if you run into him at the grocery store, please call me.”

I took a shower, changed my clothes, put a little makeup on, grabbed a hat and an extra-large pair of sunglasses, and then off on my great adventure. I went to the pharmacy first. They took forever. 

I had to sit and read 3 different magazines before my prescription was ready for pickup. At least the media has quit posting lies about us. Susan and Timothy still give the occasional newspaper or television interview for money. The news and local magazines also post an article on the anniversary of your disappearance. The clerk at the pharmacy said my insurance company was offline and they were trying to reach them. 

After patiently waiting for almost an hour I was called to the counter to pick up the small bottle of pills. 

The poor girl looked nervous but I did not bite her head off. It wasn’t her fault. I smiled at her and told her to have a great day. She forced a smile and said, “Thank you. You as well.”  

The grocery store was terrifying. I almost called Mona because the list said, tomatoes, but did we need fresh tomatoes, canned tomatoes, or frozen tomatoes? She was not specific. But I did not call her just to keep her from having a heart attack, thinking I ran into you at the grocery store. I bought all three kinds of tomatoes by the way. Halfway down the list, it occurred to me, she was using this list as a way of making me spend more time in the grocery store. She wrote pasta, beef, tomatoes, onions, garlic, chicken, and potatoes. 

All of these items come in many different variations. I finally bought what I thought she wanted and headed back home. As I unpacked the car, Mona came out and had a big smirk on her face. “Did you find everything?”

I shook my head and said, “For someone who is supposed to be keeping me stressed free you really messed me up with that ridiculous shopping list. It was almost like a scavenger hunt.”

Mona laughed and said, “Well it got you out of the house and you had an adventure at Mama Tina’s grocery. I started to feel bad for you realizing you were probably freaking out about which kind of pasta to buy.”

“It wasn’t just pasta! Did you know there are 13 kinds of canned tomatoes and 6 kinds of chicken, it was maddening!”

Mona giggled and said, “I deal with it every week, so you won’t get any sympathy from me.”

As we put the groceries up and both of us laughed at the number of canned tomatoes I purchased.

“I couldn’t bring myself to call you and ask. Lord, it’s been years since I’ve been in a grocery store. It has evolved into this massive adventure. Do you know they even have an olive bar where you can serve yourself olives into a container to take home?”

Mona held up the container and said, “Do you mean like these?” We laughed gain.

“Who knew the grocery store could be such an adventure? Do you know a man asked me where the canned chili was and I panicked. I said, “I’m married.” He looked at me so strange. I was so embarrassed that I had handled his question like that. I should have said, “I don’t really know, or try aisle 7.” Joseph its like I have missed the last 9 years of my life. It is all a blur. The only peace I find is writing romance novels and pretending it is us having those amazing adventures. I finished my latest story and sent it by email to the publisher. They forward it to our editor and make all the necessary changes, send me a copy back of the changes made, and then it is off to be published. These days I don’t make a fuss about changes; we are pretty much on the same level about how my stories are told. 

Do you remember when I first started writing and I would read each story to you? That had to be so frustrating for you, but you were so patient with me. I wonder if I ever said thank you, dear. Thank you for believing in me and supporting my dream of being a writer. I hope I supported you half as much as you did me. I miss you so much. Good night my love.

I woke up and Mona was in my room. I had another nightmare. I was in the boat reaching out to you but our hands would not touch. I was reaching as far as I could without falling in the water. I finally jumped in, and you disappeared right before my eyes. I kept going under the water looking for you. The salt water was burning my eyes but I didn’t care. I was searching and searching for you but you were not there. The water was clear, but I couldn’t find you. I woke up sobbing. Oh Joseph, my God, where are you sweetheart. Please come home and tell me what happened. We have never been apart this long before. I feel like I am going crazy. Not knowing where you are is making me crazy. I still have your picture on every wall. Mona dusted them every week. I talk to the one on our nightstand. It makes me feel close to you. Mona wants me to talk to someone, professionally, but I don’t want to. I am not totally crazy yet and I think rehashing this will make it worse. I cannot have anyone try to talk me out of my hope for your return.
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Chapter 6
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Good morning my love. I must have slept fretfully because when I woke up all of the lights were on in our bedroom. It’s a habit I’ve gotten into...I do it in my sleep after bad dreams. I don’t even realize I’m doing it.

At 10 am Mona called me into the living room. A process server was there to serve me papers from your children’s lawyer. Apparently, they are suing me again to get to your will and safety deposit box. I will not rant and rave, I’m not even mad. I’m not quite sure where we went wrong raising them. As far back as my mind will take me, I remember us having a really good life with our children. They were happy, and we all were happy. What did I miss? Money was never a big deal in our home, we lived normal lives. Maybe all of this time they were just waiting for us to die so they could get their hands on the money we worked for all of our lives. 

I was thinking about how angry Timothy was when he was about 13 years old and he wanted to buy a new bike. You had a talk with him and explained how he could raise money to buy another bike, like do chores, do odd jobs for the neighbors; cut grass, walk dogs, and clean out garages. 

You said he looked at you and said, “But aren’t we rich?” and then you said, “Your mother and I are doing quite well for ourselves; however, you are not rich.” 

That probably should have been our first clue of what was to come. I think their friends may have put suggestions in their ears, then years later, godless attorneys after you went missing. I know I am making excuses for them. Tragically I have seen a side of our children that I didn’t know existed. It’s been heartbreaking not having them here with me for support. And not knowing if the relationship with our children is beyond repair. We did not have them, raise them, and love them only to have them try to destroy me mentally at a time in needed them so badly. 

I do not cry about them anymore. After I told off Susan in the restaurant, I just put all of those maternal feelings on the shelf. I can’t let their negativity ruin me. It’s like poison. Do you think someone switched our children at birth? Or maybe aliens came down in UFOs and swapped their brains out? I know that sounds crazy. I just don’t have any other explanations.

I cannot remember how many times they have sued me since you have been gone. Our attorneys always handle it now. After the first court battle, each case has been thrown out by every judge it has gone before.

I never would have had the nerve to even suggest to my parents I would sue them.  I couldn’t even backtalk my mother as a child or even as an adult.

I miss my parents so much too. I was thinking last night about when Daddy walked me down the aisle. He whispered to me, “Are you sure?” and I gave him a huge smile, then when we got to you at the altar, he said, “I’m giving you my only daughter in one piece. Do not give her back to me broken.” 

You promised, “Yes sir. I promise.”

I bet if they were still alive, Daddy would find you and kick your butt, Mister.

I don’t want to start on another book right now, but I do want to do some research for the next book. It takes place in a small country town in France. The idea came to me while watching a movie about a woman who runs away to Italy. It is not the same story but similar in certain ways.

I received flowers today. Mona was more excited than me. There was no card. I wondered if your crazy children were behind it. It’s hard to believe they would ever do anything kind for me right now. 

Then I remembered, that today is our anniversary, our 23rd anniversary. Who would remember? Is it you?

I am trying not to make too much out of this gesture but I cannot think of another living soul who would remember this date but you. I am going to pretend they are from you and in my heart, I pray they are from you. I love you, my sweet husband. Happy Anniversary. Please come home to me Joseph. I am so lonely for you. Evey night I pray that I will feel your arms around me again, that I will feel your lips on mine, that I will hear you whisper my name.

Oh, how I long to pick up your socks off the floor and help you in the garden again. I miss our life. Part of me is empty. I can only continue on because I know you are not dead. I would feel it, I would know beyond a shadow of a doubt. One of the magazines I saw online, said you were abducted by aliens. I had to laugh. I know you would not tolerate that happening.  Besides you are far more intelligent than any alien life form. You would redesign their space ship for them, finding a more economical way for them to fly. You are always the best at everything you do sweetheart. You are an excellent husband when you are here. You have always been supportive and loving to me, and have been an excellent father to our children. You are even a great neighbor. Remember old Mrs. Middleton? You always cut her grass after her husband Raymond passed away, and you would take her garbage cans to the curb on Tuesdays and returned them to her house that afternoon. I love you so much Joseph. I pray every night that you come home soon.
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