

        

            

                

            

        




	











Journal of a Last Hurrah


	Angelica Kate


	 


	 


	To everyone who has lost someone to a terminal illness, this book is a reminder of the memories that help us carry on!!


	 


	 


	Cover by Liz Seils


	 


	 


	Angelica Kate


	© 2020 Angela K. Naff


	 




I M P R I N T


	Journal of a Last Hurrah


	by Angelica Kate


	© 2020 Angela Naff


	All rights reserved.


	Author: Angelica Kate


	Contact: 4585 Ancon Street, North Port, FL (US) or angelicakateok@gmail.com


	 


	ISBN: 978-1-39366-339-3 


	E-Book Distribution: XinXii


 www.xinxii.com


 [image: logo_xinxii]


	 


	This ebook, including all its parts, is protected by copyright and must not be copied, resold or shared without the permission of the author.


	 


	 


	 


	 




 


	Table of Contents


	 


	PROLOGUE


	CHAPTER 1


	CHAPTER 2


	CHAPTER 3


	CHAPTER 4


	CHAPTER 5


	CHAPTER 6


	CHAPTER 7


	CHAPTER 8


	CHAPTER 9


	CHAPTER 10


	CHAPTER 11


	CHAPTER 12


	EPILOGUE


	


	 


	 


	




PROLOGUE


	[image: ]


	 


	The boat was pulling away from the shore. He could feel it moving underneath himself. Unlike the hoards pushing their weight toward the railing to wave good-bye to loved ones, he decided to beat the crowd and make his way to his cabin. He wanted to get settled in before planning for the remainder of the day. That, and he had no one to wave to and no desire to get caught up in the ocean of human bodies crammed along the railing.


	Pulling the suitcase handle up from its nestling spot within the luggage, he started in the direction that the crew escort had indicated he could locate elevators. His cabin, based on the map he looked at alongside the elevators, was located several floors below where he currently stood and on the opposite side of the boat. He squared his shoulders and started the journey to his cabin, his home for the next week. 


	This was his mother’s idea to get him to cut loose and have some fun, a week-long cruise by himself. He knew that she was hopeful he would meet someone, bring her home, and live happily ever after. The slight sarcastic twist of his lips was the outward expression of just how likely that was to happen. Being an Oncology Research Scientist, a career that had originally been thrust upon him by fate, he was fortunate to enjoy the work he did these days. The satisfaction of helping solve some of the world’s greatest medical challenges gave him a feeling that nothing else competed with him and left little time or room for a woman in his life. Unfortunately, it also came with a huge downside, in that more of his patients died than went on to happy endings in the clinic his family founded and ran. By the time that patients qualified for one of his clinical trials, they had few or no options left to treat their given disease. They were seeking one final hurrah, one last glimmer of hope that they could continue living. Willing to do anything to leave a legacy or a whisper of optimism on their bedside for future patients, many made heart-wrenching choices. He worked behind the scenes and not face to face with the patients, as dealing with the emotional side effects of disease and death was not a forte he had ever mastered.


	His mother was fortunate to work on the side of the same industry that saw more wins than losses, and she was still able to hold onto her sunny personality. She was a favorite among the patients, whereas he avoided any personal interaction whenever possible. His bedside manner was clinical and unemotional and was why his mother rode him about getting a more robust social life. On the other hand, she loved to interact with the families and make them part of the “clinic family” and often held the hands of those left behind in the final days. She maintained that one patient walking out of her clinic to continue their lives cancer or disease-free made it all worthwhile, and he seldom saw her not radiating her optimism to any who needed it.


	It had been after a particularly dismal round of clinical trials that she had booked this “surprise” birthday cruise and guilted him into the trip. He was observant enough to recognize that she had chosen a vacation from which there was no escape for seven days, probably another smart move on her part, he acknowledged. She was the one woman who knew him best and the only one he had ever found that could get him to do things he wouldn’t have without her pleading.


	Pushing the button to draw an elevator to his current position, he reached into his pocket to pull out the document that would confirm the information regarding his specific cabin number. When the ding announced the vehicle's arrival, he moved forward, neglecting to look for other guests who might impede his advancement. Running smack into another body, he was jarred from his introspection. 


	“Sorry,” he muttered as he glanced up at the offended party. 


	“It’s okay,” a woman about his age mumbled back as she continued moving into the elevator. 


	“What floor?” He asked, not taking his eyes off her. She wasn’t overtly beautiful, but her chocolate brown eyes, auburn hair that danced with slivers of red, and ridiculously long lashes held his attention. She didn’t appear any more comfortable than he was and fiddled with her bags as she read the paperwork that she held.


	“Seven,” she finally responded. 


	“Is this your first cruise?” he asked, surprising himself at the sudden urge to socialize.


	“Yeah, my sister talked me into it,” she said. It was obvious from her expression that there was more to the story. 


	“If it makes you feel better, my mother booked my vacation and demanded I take it.”


	“Do you still live with your mother?” she asked and then gave a slight shake of her head. “Sorry, I don’t always have a socially acceptable filter.”


	He chuckled, “I have the same issue. And no, I don’t live with my parents, but I do work with my mom. I’m a…,” he stopped when he saw her hold up a hand. 


	“Don’t tell me. Make something up.”


	“Excuse me?” 


	“Haven’t you ever wanted to be someone you aren’t?”


	“I guess,” he said through the wrinkled brow, wondering where that had come from.


	“So, make something up,” she shrugged, extending her hand, “Hi, I’m… Scarlett.”


	“I’m Asher,” he said, taking her hand. 


	“Nice to meet you, Asher,” she smiled up at him. Her perfect full mouth sliced into two halves of the prettiest smile that he had ever seen. That radiating happiness was the best gift he had received in quite some time. 


	“Well, Scarlett…since we are pretending to be people we aren’t, are we going to act like different people also?”


	“Absolutely! I think we should do it up right. Don’t you? I mean, no one knows us on this ship; we can be anyone we want for one week. And I, for one, know I could use a trip away from my reality…how about you?”


	He thought about that for a minute. She had a point. Channeling someone else without any names, repercussions, or guilt…that could get him into some…. FUN!


	“Agreed. With that in mind, care to join me for dinner?”


	He could see the indecision flitter across her face, and then she closed her eyes briefly and took a deep breath. Pinning him with her glorious eyes a moment later, she said something no woman had said to him, ever.


	“I would love to have dinner with you.”


	Maybe this vacation thing wasn’t going to be such a bad idea, he thought, grinning to himself.


	 


	 


	




CHAPTER 1


	[image: ]


	 


	Six Months Later


	Zane was having an extraordinarily stressful day. More like a week. It was how things went when researching only the most critically ill. Sometimes you made baby step advances, and many times, there were numerous backward steps strung together. He scowled as he looked over the results from the latest study. The numbers were not optimistic, and without a break, the latest grant would run out by the end of the year, and without any return on investment, that would make it a bad bet to renew. He decided that after sixteen hours straight in the lab, he needed some fresh air. Taking a quick look down at his shirt, he determined that a shower and fresh clothing would not be completely without merit. Rubbing his eyes from the frustration, he shrugged out of his lab coat and grabbing his cell phone and keys, heading for the door. 


	“Just the son I was looking for,” his mother’s overly cheerful voice penetrated the fog settling over his brain. 


	“If you were looking for the other one, I would recommend a séance,” he quipped.


	“Zane,” she said in mild chastisement. “What’s wrong? How are the numbers looking?”


	“Not good,” he sighed. “I’m hoping this next round gives us a better baseline. The first group was all over the place, and I’m having a tough time figuring out how to present a medium.”


	“Would it be easier to pick a single cancer, metastasized scenario? I know we are trying to reach a cross-section, but unfortunately, we also need to consider that at the end of the day, we need to justify further funding.”


	He could feel her stop and stare without having to look up. She was the optimist amongst them, but pragmatic also. When you were attempting to cure the most advanced cancers, you needed to continue the journey over any length of time. They lost more patients than most, but still, they were considered the place to go when all other avenues dried up. He wondered at her ability to appear so upbeat in the face of such dire diagnoses of her patients. The families and patients alike adored her, yet she ran the clinic with a firm eye on the budget. She lived as he did, to ensure that they could continue to find new cures and allow future families not to suffer losses from these same cancers.


	“If you could give me just another day with fresh eyes in the morning, I will give you my final recommendation.”


	“Fair enough,” she said, moving closer to him, which caused him to look up finally. “How long since you had a decent meal?”


	He glanced at the watch on his wrist, and with a grimace, he tried to soften the news, “twelve or so?”


	“Sweetie, you were never a good liar,” she said, giving him that look that told him she knew he was fibbing.


	“Okay, eighteen, but I’ve only been in the lab a bit over sixteen.”


	“Which means you went boxing this morning?”


	“Yeah. Ted met me when he got off work.”


	“Honey, neither of you is going to meet a nice girl and settle down with the hours you keep.”


	“Price you pay for trying to save the world, but just FYI, Ted has a girlfriend. A resident who is working in pediatrics at the hospital named Aubree. She’s quite a bit younger, but it seems to work,” he shrugged. He had met her a couple of times, and while she was a bit flighty and too talkative for his tastes, Ted was obsessed with her.


	“Wow, I didn’t know. Maybe I need to renew my efforts to find you, someone who works here,” she teased. 


	“Mom, we had a deal.”


	“Yep, but the cruise only got you off the hook for a year.”


	Mention of the cruise he had taken earlier in the year made him conjure up Scarlett’s face. The elevator ride had been just the beginning. They had spent every waking minute together, and by day four, even the downtime was spent in his cabin. He remembered how uncomfortable she had appeared in that bikini, but how turned on the tiny scraps of blue had made him. Six hours in the sand and surf, and they hadn’t made it to dinner in the main dining room that night. He had never done anything so reckless or free in his life. He wryly smiled, remembering the best week of his life, bar none. He had known that it wouldn’t last forever, but he had kicked himself every day since for not at least getting her real name. That would have made finding her at least a possibility.


	“You going to ever tell me what happened on that cruise?” 


	“Why? Nothing to tell.”


	“Really? Every time I bring it up, you get this sappy look on your face I’ve not seen before. Don’t tell me there wasn’t a girl?” she asked, hope written clearly across her face.


	“I won’t. Did you come down here for a reason, Mom? Otherwise…”


	She interjected, “Yes, we have three new patients this week, and I would like you to stop by to meet them when you have a minute.”


	“Is it necessary? You know patients, and I don’t mix.”


	“I understand and will keep it brief, but sometimes they need to know all the players helping in their battle. Besides, that big science brain of yours helps them to understand what goes on behind the scenes. Some like to know that side of it also.”


	“Okay,” he looked down at the calendar. 


	“I can make it up on Friday, say 11 a.m.”


	She pulled out her cell phone, and after a few clicks, looked up at him. “Works great. I have you down. Meet me in my office at 11 a.m., and we can make the rounds together.”


	“Will do,” he flung the messenger bag over his shoulder and started for the door. 


	“I love you,” his mother said. 


	“And I love you,” he dropped a kiss on her forehead.


	It was an aged but necessary routine they went through whenever they said goodbye. He knew the reason, and even 17 years after that fateful night, he never could forget. It was the reason for everything he did and the small amount of affection he allowed in his structured world. He loved his parents more than anything and would give everything he had to heal their wounds. 


	He had only said those three little words to one other human outside his immediate family, and he had ensured that Scarlett was asleep that last night before uttering them into the stillness. You couldn’t truly love someone after only one week, he thought, but in the heat of that break from reality, his heart had been telling him something different. It was a secret he would never share with his mother…or anyone else for that matter.
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	Scarlett hated hospitals. She understood better than anyone the necessity of such places but wished that she could finally see the last of them. It was beginning to look like her five-year battle was not going to end the way her family had always hoped, and more than anything, she wished she could change that for them. Her twenty-ninth birthday was just two days away, and she was grateful to have made it so far, but realistically understood that it was more than likely her last. She had been fortunate, and between a couple of setbacks in her treatment, she had been blessed with long periods of respite. Numerous friends along the way had already gone on ahead, having lost their battle. She had been given the gift of time and memories with her family, and despite how it was headed felt blessed.


	Looking over at her mom, busy trying to settle her into another hospital room and “make it look homey,” she felt an unusual melancholy come over her. She wasn’t afraid to die anymore. She had been gifted with a great family, along with wonderful memories, and knew that she had fought this disease like a champ. She feared the damage her passing would inflict on her family, though, the one constant in this tumultuous sea of hospitals and specialists. She didn’t want them to end up paying a heavy toll for this road.


	Her mother tried to be strong, but Scarlet had heard her give way to her grief sometimes at night when she thought everyone was asleep. Her father worked hard to ensure that they could travel and seek whatever treatment was needed. When things got rough, he always flew to her side. She was one half of his heart, and her sister, Talia, the other. She was glad they would still have Talia after leaving them to see them through to old age.


	Talia was the older of the two of them by three minutes and six seconds, but those ticks of the clock had bestowed so much on her. She was “the smart” sister, the one who graduated valedictorian, never had a boyfriend to corrupt her, graduated early and with honors from college, and held a great teaching job at her alma mater. She was steady, smart, and loyal. The opposite of her flighty, carefree, and outgoing sister, but when it counted, the two of them always had each other’s back. 


	“Honey, do you want me to set these books out somewhere?”


	Scarlett looked over to her mom to determine what books she referred to and saw the journal and romance paperbacks. 


	“No, just put them down by my bed where I can reach them.”


	“Anything else you need from me?” she said, wiping her hands on her pants and gazing around. “I need to go settle into the hotel.”


	“No. The doctors aren’t due to meet with us until eleven, so why don’t you go now.”


	Her mom walked over, opening her arms as the distance shortened. She walked into them, wrapping hers around her mom, soaking in the warmth. 


	“I love you,” she whispered. 


	“And I love you,” her mom reciprocated. “This much,” she said, indicating her two crossed forefingers. 


	It was an expression they had shared for as long as she could remember, and it meant around the world and back. 


	“Hey, when you come back…think you could sneak me in a burger and shake?”


	“Absolutely,” her mother looked taken aback. “Are you feeling okay today?”


	“Yeah, you wouldn’t know the cancer monster was eating me from the inside,” she said gaily. 


	“Scarlett!” her mother chastised. She never appreciated the biting, off the wall comments. The sarcasm was what got Scarlett through, and maybe, truth be told, shocking her mom a bit now and then. She grinned and walked toward the bed as her mom slipped out the door. 


	Glancing at the television, she thought better of it when she saw the journal she had not read recently. She flipped through the passport, which had new stamps on the eighth page. She dropped it into her purse and opened the envelope she knew had all the glorious pictures. 


	They were breathtaking, pictures of beaches at differing times of the day. Wide-open expanses of water, and many of the boat itself. She closed her eyes and could picture it all. Looking at the final five pictures, she inhaled. It was her, just not her. With the tropical backdrops and the sunset in the last one, she could feel her heart gasp and the ocean play when she closed her eyes. 
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