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Before you begin, thank you for joining me on this journey. 



I would like to invite you to the community of Readers in the Flow, a private Facebook group where you can connect with others who love introspective women’s fiction, explore thought-provoking stories, and get exclusive behind-the-scenes insights into my creative process.

www.facebook.com/groups/readersintheflow/



Do you want to be part of the VIP in my community and receive weekly shares and exclusive content that celebrate the beauty of contemplative fiction, delivered right to your inbox? Subscribe to the Friday Flow:  www.aliciakaguirre.com/fridayflow
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Chapter 1
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Nothing Left





Flashing red lights; the whirling sound of panic reverberating through this metal box of a vehicle. Alice's body like a solid stone sinking into the gurney and becoming one with the padded metal monstrosity. A paralysis of almost every bodily sensation sets in, leaving only the spark of thoughts firing off in her head and the sounds swirling about her. 

Low voices comingle with the clanging shuffle of instruments and tubes as the EMT's work. A woman’s soft hand firmly grips her wrist, reading her pulse. Alice feels this physical connection ever so faintly, growing more distant as she slips into a space outside of her body. The woman steadily reports numbers to the man on the other side of the gurney.

Alice's thoughts shift to her husband, Jim, driving right behind the ambulance. She can envision him now. His strong hands steadily gripping the wheel. His sandy-blond hair blowing in the wind coming from the car window—opened just a crack to let some air in, as he always did.

He must be beside himself, not being able to fix the situation right now, no control and at the mercy of the moment. This was supposed to be a happy time for them. They were set to welcome a child into their life, the love between them represented by a soul with a tiny heartbeat in Alice's belly.

Sucked back into her body, Alice manages to lift her head and open her eyes slightly, her dark-golden-blonde hair cascading on the gurney pillow. "Is my baby okay?"

"Please lie down," the gentle feminine voice responds. "We are trying to keep you stabilized and get you to the hospital as quickly as possible. They will be able to assess everything and let you know."

That doesn't sound good. They are hiding something from me. Alice scans her body for some clue that her baby is there, some kind of movement, but all she feels is a sharp, twisting pain throughout her torso. All physical sensation returns to her awareness. Every nerve ending in her body is on fire. The unbearable torture igniting a strong suffering and desperation within her soul. Make it stop! Where's my baby?! Why don't I feel her?!

Then nothingness sets in. It couldn't even be called darkness. It is a state of limbo where there is no light and dark, where there is no sound, where there is no time. It is nothing but a kind of energetic existence held in a suspension of some sort. 
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Whispers bring Alice back into the world she knows: a softer bed, an oxygen tube clipped to her nostrils, voices of a man and woman talking. With her eyes still closed, images flash through her head—the sun shining in her eyes as she was carried out of the ambulance, the impatient surgeon arguing with another doctor examining a scan, the nurse shoving a form in her field of vision and asking her to sign, telling her they were trying to save her life. 

Such energy of frantic motion, now silenced in the stillness of her body. In the aftermath of chaos, she strains to open her eyelids of lead. She sees a fuzzy image of a doctor and a nurse with a clipboard. The doctor turns to Alice and in a warm but firm voice informs her what has just happened.

"Your surgery is over now, and you are in stable condition. It will take some time to heal, so you need as much rest as possible." The doctor gives the medical details, but Alice can't absorb any of it. She has only one question on her mind. She needs to know about her unborn daughter. 

The doctor answers her question. "I'm sorry, but your baby has passed away." He then proceeds to explain the circumstances surrounding this event. His words fill the air like bees buzzing in a busy hive, a steady, constant noise of meaninglessness. Alice halfway listens. She is numb long enough to entertain the doctor's conversation and the nurse's presence. A sympathetic look from the doctor ends the interaction. As they leave the room, the nurse, with her hands on the light switch, looks at Alice without saying a word, and Alice, understanding the gesture, nods her head to shut the light off. Alice is relieved. She can no longer hide the depth of her sorrow.

In the late-evening hours in her hospital room, she is grateful for the darkness shielding the bright lights in the hallway. She is grateful she doesn't have a roommate to share the space with. That is all she can be grateful for. There is nothing left in her life but emptiness and tragedy. 

Just then, she sees the shadow of a man in the doorway. As he continues to walk into the darkness, she realizes who it is. She knows the steady, strong walk and the broad, protective shoulders. It's Jim. 

Where has he been all this time? No doubt making countless phone calls to family members and researching what can be done to ensure Alice's recovery. Losing himself in practical matters for Alice's benefit is the only way Jim knows how to handle such a situation. He'd rather be at the forefront, executing tasks in the name of love. It gives him comfort to do things rather than just being with Alice, where he feels powerless against her grief.

"How are you feeling?" he asks as he walks around the bed and sits down next to her. He leans in, his shining blue eyes staring at her. She can see his concerned face in the faint light from the corridor. Alice can't answer. Her throat closes; her eyes fill with tears.

"Do you want the light on?" he asks.

She shakes her head gently from side to side.

"Visiting hours are actually over, but they let me come in for a while. They said I could stay here overnight. Do you want me to?"

She shakes her head again, implying the answer No. Jim's look of concern grows stronger. Alice knows this conversation is hard for him, a man of few words who must now do all the talking for them both in such a devastating time. The handy type of man who can fix everything doesn't know what to do here. 

Struggling to get the words out of her mouth, she whispers, "I need my rest."

Alice hopes that this answer will ease his distress, as he doesn't have to feel an obligation to stay. The truth is, she wants him to go. She wants to be alone. There is comfort by herself with the emptiness in her heart. Jim reaches for her hand. He holds it in his firm hands and rubs his thumb across the base of her palm. She closes her eyes and revels in his soothing touch. A few minutes go by in the quiet room, just two souls sinking in the presence of their emotional pain and sinking in their love for each other—together in this moment, but very much distant in their sorrow. 
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