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Faith is the strength by which a shattered world shall emerge into the light.

—Helen Keller


More than once, usually after getting a strange glance from an occupant of a passing car, I’ve wondered what people think of me—a lone man, unshaven, long hair spilling from beneath his hat, walking alone along some forsaken stretch of highway. They wouldn’t likely guess that I once owned a prestigious advertising agency, or a multimillion-dollar home, or shared a love that others only dream about. Nor would they guess how badly my heart’s been broken. We don’t think those things about strangers.

The truth is, they probably don’t think about me at all. Or at least not for very long. We have become proficient at blocking each other out. Just like we block advertising noise. I’m not claiming this is a sign of societal decay or moral deficiency. I think it’s a necessity. There are far too many people for us to think about each of them during our short stay on earth—like the thousands of books in a library we haven’t time to read in an afternoon. But this is no excuse to cease browsing. For every now and then, we find that one book that reaches us deep inside and introduces us to ourselves. And, in someone else’s story, we come to understand our own.
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I don’t know how you found me, but my name is Alan Christoffersen. And this is the story of my walk.





PROLOGUE

Maybe, if we just accepted our deaths, we might finally start to live.

Alan Christoffersen’s diary






Am I dying?

It’s a stupid question, really, as we’ve all got an expiration date. I guess the real question is not if, but when.

As I was walking through the South Dakota Badlands—before I knew something was wrong with me—I had this thought: What if we all carried little timers that counted down the days of our lives? Maybe the timer’s a bit dramatic. Just the date would do. It could be tattooed on our foreheads like the expiration date on a milk bottle.

It might be a good thing. Maybe we’d stop wasting our lives worrying about things that never happen, or collecting things that we can’t take with us. We’d probably treat people better. We certainly wouldn’t be screaming at someone who had a day left. Maybe people would finally stop living like they’re immortal. Maybe we would finally learn how to live.

I’ve wondered if, perhaps, at some deep, subconscious level, we really do know our time. I’ve heard stories of people spontaneously buying life insurance or writing wills just days before an unforeseen calamity takes their lives.

In my own life I’ve seen evidence of this. My mother—who died when I was eight—told my father more than once that she didn’t think she would live to an old age or, to her great sadness, to see her grandchildren. Some might say that she jinxed herself, but I don’t think so. My mother wasn’t a pessimist. I think she knew.

Whether we know our time or not, it doesn’t change the truth—there is a clock ticking for all of us. I suppose this weighs heavily on my mind right now because my clock seems to be ticking a little more loudly lately. A brain tumor will do that to you.
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If you’re picking up my story for the first time, my name is Alan Christoffersen and I’m walking across America. I started 258 days ago from my home (or what was my home) in Seattle, Washington. I’m walking 3,500 miles to Key West, Florida.

A day ago I was found unconscious on the side of Highway 61, about forty-five miles from where I am now—the St. Louis University Hospital. All I know for certain about my condition is that the doctors found a brain tumor. This came to me as a complete surprise.

Almost as surprising as my wife’s death—which is why I’m walking to begin with.

Nearly ten months ago my wife, McKale, was paralyzed in a horse-riding accident. While I cared for her, my advertising agency’s clients were stolen by my partner, Kyle Craig, and the loss of income coupled with mounting medical bills sent me spiraling into bankruptcy. My cars were repossessed and my home was foreclosed on. A month later, when McKale died of complications, I lost everything.

At the time, I wanted to take my life. Instead, I decided to take a walk—one that would take me as far away from Seattle as physically possible. I’m a little more than halfway. Perhaps death has been following me all along.





CHAPTER

One

The strength of a friendship can be measured by the weight of the burden it’s willing to share. (If you want to test this just ask someone to help you move.)

Alan Christoffersen’s diary






Where was I? My stomach ached. My head spun. Then remembrance returned. St. Louis. I’m in a hospital in St. Louis. McKale is gone. Still gone. Always gone.

My room was dark and still except for the soft humming and occasional beeps from the monitors next to my bed. I was awake for nearly a minute before I realized that I wasn’t alone. My friend Falene was sitting quietly next to me. My anxiety softened at the sight of her.

“Hi,” I said. My mouth was dry.

“Hi,” she echoed softly. “How are you feeling?”

“Fantastic.”

She smiled sadly. “Are you still dizzy?”

“A little.” I shut my eyes as a wave of nausea passed through me. When I could speak, I opened my eyes. “What time is it?”

“It’s a little past nine.”

“Oh,” I said, as if it meant something. “. . . Day or night?”

“Day. I kept the blinds down so you could sleep.”

“How long have you been here?”

“I’ve been here all night. With your father.”

I slowly looked around the small, dim room. “My father?”

“I made him get something to eat. He hadn’t left your side since yesterday. I don’t think he’s eaten since he got here.”

“That’s not good.”

“No, it isn’t.” She reached over and took my hand. “He didn’t want to leave your side. People love you, you know.”

“I know,” I said softly. I squeezed her hand as I looked into her eyes. I could see the fear in them behind her tears. She was so beautiful. And she was so good to me. Why was she so good to me? I hated seeing her so afraid. “Everything is going to be okay.”

She leaned forward and raised my hand to her cheek. A tear fell on my hand. Then another. After a moment she leaned back and wiped her eyes. “You’d better be okay.”

“I will be,” I said. “I’ll be fine.”

It was a hollow assertion. We both knew that I had no idea whether or not I would be.

The room fell into silence. After a moment she said, “I never got back to you with Kyle’s number.”

Several weeks earlier I had asked her to find my former business partner Kyle Craig’s phone number for me. With all that had happened since then, I’d forgotten about it. “Did you find him?”

“Sort of . . .” she said, her expression turning dark. “Remember I told you that there were a lot of people looking for him?”

“Yes. Is he in trouble?”

“He’s dead.”

Her words stunned me. “Dead?”

She nodded.

“Someone killed him?”

“He committed suicide.”

I didn’t speak for nearly a minute, my mind processing this new reality. “When did it happen?”

“About a month ago.”

I closed my eyes. I had tried to call Kyle to tell him that I forgave him for what he had done. I now realized that even though I hadn’t had the chance to say it to him, I truly had forgiven him, because the strongest emotion I felt at the news of his death wasn’t the need for revenge or even anger, but sorrow. Not for me, but for Kyle. Sorrow for the choices he’d made that led him to where he’d ended up.

I slowly breathed out. “Oh, Kyle.”

My mind skipped back to when I’d brought him on at my newborn agency. Those were adventurous days, and even though we worked too much, there were good times and lots of laughter. To celebrate our first million-dollar client we bought a dozen laser-tag guns from the Sharper Image catalogue and played laser tag in our office after work. McKale thought we were crazy. I remember her rolling her eyes and saying, “Boys and their toys.” We just thought we were unstoppable. Our sky had no limit. Kyle had not only shared my dreams, but helped fuel them. He helped me dream them. Those were the best of days. I was sincerely sorry that Kyle was gone.

“He didn’t deserve that,” I said softly.

Falene narrowed her eyes. “You’re a better person than I am,” she said, “because I thought he got exactly what he deserved.”

“What he did to me was wrong, but he could have changed. He could have been the man he once was.”

“You amaze me,” Falene said. “After all that he did to you, you still forgive him?”

I turned and looked at her. “I suppose I have.”
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It was another ten minutes before my father walked into the room. He was wearing the same clothes he’d had on the day before. When I was younger this would have embarrassed me.

“Hi, son,” he said. His eyes were dark, ringed with exhaustion. More disturbing to me was his expression—the same stoic, gray mask he wore the week my mother was dying. I hated seeing it on his face again, though not as much for my sake as his. He walked up to the side of my bed. “How are you feeling?”

“Fine,” I said. It was a fib—the kind of reply you give when you don’t want to give one. I was glad he didn’t press me on it.

“I just checked at the nurses’ station. The doctor will be here around noon with your test results.”

“I feel like I’m waiting for the jury’s verdict,” I said. I looked back at Falene. “How are you doing?”

“I’m okay,” she said.

“How’s your brother?”

She frowned. “I still don’t know where he is. He’s disappeared.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. I didn’t want to cause her more distress so I let it go. “Think I could get something to eat?”

“I’ll let the nurse know that you’re awake,” Falene said. She stood and walked out of the room.

I turned to my dad. “Falene said you haven’t been eating.”

“I haven’t been hungry.”

“You still need to eat,” I said.

“You worry about yourself.”

Just then there was a short knock and someone else entered my room. At first I thought it was a nurse. It wasn’t. It was Nicole, the woman I had stayed with in Spokane after being mugged. When she saw me, her eyes welled up with tears. “Alan.” She walked quickly to me and we embraced. “I got here as soon as I could.”

“How did you know I was here?”

“I told her,” my father said.

My father, an accountant, had taken on Nicole’s finances after she had inherited money from her landlord.

Nicole kissed my cheek, then leaned back, looking into my eyes. “How are you feeling?”

“I’m okay.”

“I can tell you’re lying,” she said. “This feels like déjà vu, doesn’t it? You’re spending way too much time in hospitals.”

“I feel like I’m just walking from one hospital to the next,” I said. “Hopefully there’s a good one in Key West.”

“Hopefully you’ll never find out,” she replied. She kissed my cheek again, then stood, looking at my father. “Hello, Mr. Christoffersen. It’s good to see you again.”

He reached out his hand. “It’s good to see you again too.”

“Your dad has been such an angel,” Nicole said. “I’d be lost without him.”

My father looked very pleased. “It’s nothing,” he said. “I wish all my clients were so pleasant.”

Nicole smiled, then turned back to me. “It’s just so good to see you.” She leaned over and hugged me again. When we parted, I noticed that Falene had slipped back into the room. Her eyes were darting back and forth between Nicole and me.

“They’ll be here with your breakfast in a few minutes,” Falene said.

“Thank you,” I said. “Nicole, you remember my friend, Falene.”

Nicole looked at Falene. “Of course,” she said. “You came to my house in Spokane.”

“That’s right,” Falene said softly.

Nicole quickly turned back to me. “So what happened? What are you doing here?”

“I started getting dizzy a few weeks ago. On the way to St. Louis I passed out on the side of the road. I woke up here.”

“Thank goodness someone stopped to help you,” she said. “So they don’t know what’s going on?”

“He has a brain tumor,” Falene said, sounding slightly annoyed.

Nicole looked at her. “I know,” she said. “That’s why I’m here.”

“The doctor will be in around noon to give us an update,” my father said.

Nicole took my hand. “Then I got here just in time.”

The room fell into silence. Falene looked at Nicole for a moment, then said, “I’m going to get some rest.”

“Of course,” I said.

“I’ll watch over him,” Nicole said.

Falene glanced furtively at her, then said, “I’ll be back before noon.” She turned and walked out of the room. I watched her go, feeling uncomfortable about the tension between the two women. The room again fell into silence. After a moment I asked Nicole, “How is Kailamai doing?”

“She’s doing really well. I couldn’t ask for a better roommate. You were definitely inspired to match us up.”

“Did your sister ever come to visit?” Nicole looked as if she didn’t understand my question so I continued. “. . . You were going to get together for a vacation at Bullman Beach.”

“I can’t believe you remembered that,” she said. “Yes, she came in May. We had a great time. It was . . . healing.” She took a deep breath. “So, back to you. Was this a complete surprise?”

“A gradual surprise,” I said. “I got dizzy partway through South Dakota and ended up in a hospital in Mitchell. But the doctor there thought it was just vertigo and gave me some pills. It didn’t hit me hard again until just before St. Louis.”

“We’re lucky it was someplace you could be found,” my father said. “Instead of some country back road.”

“You do know that you’ve walked more than halfway,” Nicole said. “I looked it up on MapQuest. Your halfway mark was a town in Iowa called Sydney. You probably don’t even remember walking through the town, do you?”

I thought about Analise and the night I had spent at her house. “Yes, I remember,” I said simply.

Just then a nurse walked in carrying a tray. “Breakfast, Mr. Christoffersen.”

Nicole stepped back as the nurse prepped the meal, setting it on the table over my bed. Almost everything on the tray was mostly water. Jell-O. Juice. Melon. I took a few bites.

After the nurse left, I said to Nicole, “Think you could find me some real food?”





CHAPTER

Two

“Wait and see” is no easier now than it was as a child.

Alan Christoffersen’s diary






Falene returned to my room about ten minutes before noon. She looked more tired than when she had left and still looked upset.

“Did you sleep?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Not really. The only place I could find was the waiting room. There were a lot of screaming kids.”

“You should have just rested in here,” I said. “Like my father.”

I pointed my thumb at my father, who was reclined in a chair, his head back, and mouth wide open as he snored.

“That’s okay,” Falene said. “I don’t think I could have slept anyway.”

My doctor arrived a few minutes after noon, studying an iPad as he walked in. He glanced up at all of us and said, “Good morning. Or afternoon. Whichever it is.” He looked at me. “I’m Dr. Kelson. How are you feeling?”

“Tired.”

“Still dizzy?”

“A little.”

My dad woke, wiping his eyes and yawning loudly before realizing where he was. “Sorry,” he said.

“Welcome back,” Nicole said.

“Did I miss anything?”

“No,” she said. “The doctor just got here.”

“I’m Dr. Kelson,” the doctor said to my father. He turned back to me. “Are we free to speak, or should I send everyone out?”

I didn’t like the question or the way he asked it. It sounded foreboding. “I’d like them to be here,” I said. “For the verdict.”

He nodded. “All right then.” He raised his voice a little. “You already know that we found a tumor. The question is what kind. After another review of your MRI and CT scans and after consulting with a few of my colleagues, we feel confident that the abnormality detected is a meningioma.” He paused as if the word might mean something to me. It didn’t, but it sounded bad.

My father’s brow fell. “What’s that?”

“A meningioma is a tumor of the membrane that surrounds the brain and spinal cord.”

Falene lifted her hand to her forehead.

“I know it sounds bad,” the doctor said. “But it could be much worse. Most meningiomas are operable and benign. Not all, but most.”

“How do you know if it’s benign?” my father asked.

“That will require a biopsy. Meningiomas are generally slow-growing, so sometimes we take a wait-and-see approach, but since you’re already experiencing symptoms, it’s likely that the tumor is putting pressure on your brain. I recommend that we perform surgery to remove the tumor and relieve the pressure. Then, after the surgery, we’ll do a biopsy and determine whether the tumor is benign or malignant.”

“If it’s benign?” my father asked.

“Then there’s no need for further treatment and we send you on your way.”

My father nodded. “And if it’s malignant?”

“Then we’ll determine whether or not the cancer has spread to other parts of the body and go after it with all the arrows in our quiver.”

“Which means I won’t be able to walk,” I said.

The doctor turned back toward me. “No, you should be able to walk.”

“He means cross-country,” Falene said. “He’s walking across America. He’s already halfway.”

The doctor looked at Falene for a moment as if he was trying to decide whether or not she was being serious, then turned back to me. “No, you would have to postpone that. So Missouri isn’t your home?”

“No,” I said.

He nodded thoughtfully. “You’ll probably want to be treated closer to home. It wouldn’t make sense traveling this far for care.”

“If I had a home,” I said.

“You can come back with me,” Nicole said. “I’ve quit my job, so I could take care of you full-time.” She looked at me fondly. “It will be like old times.”

I noticed the look on Falene’s face.

“It’s your decision,” my father said. “But I think you should come back to Pasadena with me. I’d like to have you close, and we’re just four miles from the UCLA medical center.” Then he added, “It would be a good place to start rebuilding your life.”

I looked at him, wondering what he had meant by his latter comment.

“UCLA is a top-ranked cancer hospital,” the doctor said. “In fact, a former colleague of mine is out there. He’s one of the top neurosurgeons in the country. I’d be happy to contact him.”

“We’d appreciate that,” my father said.

“I could still come down to help,” Nicole said.

“We could write it off,” my father said, always in accountant mode.

“What if I do nothing?” I asked.

Falene glared at me.

Peculiarly, the doctor looked less surprised by my question than everyone else in the room. “If you weren’t already showing symptoms, maybe nothing. At least for a while. But even if it’s benign, a brain tumor can still cause significant problems. In the short term, you’ll only get sicker. In the long term, it could cause disability or take your life. Of course it’s up to you, but I don’t see that doing nothing’s a real option.”

Falene was still glaring at me.

“Any more questions?” the doctor asked.

“When can I leave?” I asked.

“You should spend the night,” he said. “You can leave in the morning.”

“I’ll have to book our flight anyway,” my father said.

“With your permission I’ll contact the cancer center at UCLA and make a referral,” the doctor said.

“You have our permission,” my father said.

The doctor looked at me for confirmation. “Is that all right with you?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. I’ll tell the nurses to prepare for your discharge in the morning.”

“Thanks, Doc,” my father said.

“Don’t mention it,” he replied. He walked out of the room.

“That’s good news, right?” Nicole said. “Meningioma?”

“Considering what it could have been, I think you might have just dodged a bullet,” my father said. He put his hand on my arm. “It will be nice having you around for a while. Just like old times.” He looked at me for a moment, then said, slightly smiling, “Hopefully better.”

I nodded.

“So you’ll be leaving in the morning,” Nicole said. “I’ll book my flight for tomorrow afternoon. That way I can spend the night.” Nicole turned to Falene. “I can spell you.”

“I’m okay,” Falene said.

“You look exhausted,” my father said bluntly.

“I’m okay,” Falene repeated. She looked at me. “What do you want me to do?”

She looked exhausted, but I could tell that she was bothered by Nicole’s intrusion. “Whatever you want.”

For what felt like a long time she looked at me with an expression I didn’t understand. Then she walked up and kissed me on the forehead. “Okay. Get some rest.” She walked out of the room and I watched her go, sensing that something terrible had just happened. I wanted to call her back. I almost did, but Nicole broke my train of thought.

“When would you like me to come to Pasadena?”





CHAPTER

Three

I’m going home. Wherever that is these days.

Alan Christoffersen’s diary






I woke the next morning just a little after sunrise, the first rays of dawn stealing through the blinds, striping the wall across from my bed with amber, horizontal bars. Nicole was sitting next to me. Her blond hair was slightly matted to one side and she was looking at me. “Morning, handsome,” she said softly.

I rubbed a hand over my eyes. “Good morning.”

“You slept well.”

“You’ve been here the whole night?”

“Every minute of it,” she said. “But I wasn’t awake the whole night. I fell asleep around one, so I got some rest.”

“You didn’t need to do that,” I said.

“I know. I wanted to.”

“Thank you.” I looked around the room. “Where’s my father?”

“He went back to his hotel. He said he’d check out, then come over here to get you. He’ll be here before nine.”

“Where’s Falene?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t seen her since she left yesterday afternoon.” She brushed a long strand of hair back from her face. “How are you feeling?”

“A little better than yesterday.”

“That’s encouraging,” she said.

It wasn’t, of course. The tumor wasn’t going away until it was cut out of me.

Nicole reached over the bedrail and lifted the St. Christopher that lay on my chest. “You’re still wearing the medallion I gave you.”

“I never took it off.”

She smiled as she ran her thumb over the token. She looked into my eyes. “Do you ever think about the time we spent together?”

“Of course.”

“What do you think about it?”

“That depends on if I’m thinking about Angel or Nicole.”

“Angel,” she said softly. “I almost forgot about her.”

“That’s a good thing,” I said.

She kissed me on the cheek. “That is a good thing. You saved my life.”

“I don’t—”

She put a finger on my lips. “You did. I’ll never be able to repay you for what you did. And I’ll never forget the time we spent together. It was the most loving and beautiful experience of my life.” Her eyes began welling up with tears. “And here you are again. If something had happened to you . . .” She pulled down the railing, then laid her head on my chest, her eyes meeting mine. “You have to be okay.”

I put my hand on her head, my fingers plying through her silky blond hair. “I’m going to be okay. You don’t have to worry.”

After a moment she raised her head. “Do you remember what you said to me the last time we spoke on the phone?”

I shook my head.

“You promised that I’d see you again. And here we are.”

“I hadn’t expected it to be quite this soon,” I said.

“I’m not complaining.” After a moment of silence she said, “The nurse said the doctor would be coming by to see you again before you leave.”

“When is that?”

“Your flight’s booked for a little after noon. I told them we’d be leaving around ten. Are you glad to be going back with your dad?”

“It will be interesting. It’s been more than a decade since I lived at home.” I took a deep breath. “I don’t know what he’s expecting. He made that comment yesterday about rebuilding my life. I wonder if he means now.”

“He’s just excited to have you home. Why wouldn’t he be?” She glanced up at the room’s clock. “Would you like me to ask the nurse to bring your breakfast?”

“I’d rather have another catheter put in.”

She grinned. “Can I get you something from the cafeteria?”

“Sure. How about waffles or pancakes. Whichever you think looks better. And a side of scrambled eggs.”

“Scrambled it is. Anything to drink?”

“Cranberry juice if they have it.”

“Pancakes, scrambled eggs, and cranberry juice.”

I raked my hair back with my hand. “I’ll get dressed while you’re gone.”

She stood. “I’ll hurry.”

I watched her as she walked out of the room. I knew she had feelings for me. I just didn’t know what to do with them. Nicole was beautiful and sweet and I knew her almost as intimately as I had ever known anyone. I guess that happens when you walk with someone to the edge of their life.

It’s an ancient Chinese custom that if you saved someone’s life, you were forever responsible for them. I understood that. I suppose, in a way, I felt that way about Nicole. I loved her. But I wasn’t in love with her. That’s not to say I couldn’t be. Maybe I just didn’t know. I hadn’t yet hung a vacancy sign on my heart.

And then there was Falene. My feelings for Falene were as complex as the changes in my world. Falene was more than beautiful and loyal: she was my one constant—the safe ground in the emotional tsunami in my life.

My feelings for both women were confusing and, perhaps, moot. I still didn’t know whether or not I was going to live.

I climbed out of bed and walked to the bathroom. It had been a while since I had looked at myself in the mirror and I looked about as rough as I had expected. My skin was dark with tan and dirt and my jaw was covered with a fresh beard. My hair was long and as tangled as a rat’s nest.

On a metal shelf above the bathroom sink was a personal hygiene kit with a plastic comb, a disposable razor and a small travel-size can of Barbasol shaving cream. I lathered up my face, then, stroke after stroke, shaved off my beard. I turned on the shower. I hadn’t showered since Hannibal, and the warm water felt marvelous as it washed away several days of grime, coalescing in a steady stream of dirty water on the floor pan. The shower had a retractable seat and I adjusted the shower head, then sat down and bowed my head beneath the stream, letting the water flow over me. Fifteen minutes later I got out and toweled off. I pulled on some fresh underwear and pants, then opened the bathroom door to let the steam out.

“I’m out here,” my father said.

He was sitting in the same chair he had occupied the day before, again wearing the same clothes as before.

“Morning,” I said.

“Good morning. How are you feeling?”

“Good,” I said.

“The nurse said the doctor was going to drop by before we left.”

“Nicole told me.”

“I didn’t see Nicole.”

“She went to get me some breakfast.” I toweled off my hair, then combed it back and came out of the bathroom. I dug through my pack for a clean shirt.

“Our flight leaves at twelve twenty-seven,” my father said. “We should be at the airport at least an hour early, so we should leave here by ten-thirty. That leaves us fifty-seven minutes to get to the airport.”

My father was crazily precise about numbers. I had wondered before whether his obsession came from years of accounting or if he was just born that way and it led him to accounting. Cause or effect.

“How long ago did Nicole leave?” he asked.

I buttoned up my shirt. “About a half hour. She should be back soon.”

“She’s a great gal,” my father said. “I’ve enjoyed helping her with her finances.”

I was getting a pair of socks from my pack when a wave of nausea swept over me. I grabbed the plastic tub they’d given me to vomit in and leaned over the bed.

“You okay?”

It was a moment before I answered. “Yeah. Still nauseous.”

It was a couple minutes before the nausea passed and I set down the tub. “Have you heard from Falene this morning?”

“She left,” he said.

I looked up at him. “Left? Where?”

“She went home. She left last night.”

I looked at him in disbelief. “Without saying goodbye?”

“She asked me to say goodbye for her.”

“I don’t understand.”

Just then Nicole walked into the room carrying a plastic tray crowded with food. “You’re up,” she said brightly.

“Mostly,” I said.

I looked at the tray.

“I know it’s a lot. But the pancakes and waffles both looked good, so I got you both. I also got you a side of bacon. I thought you needed the protein.” She turned to my father. “Good morning, Mr. Christoffersen.”

“Good morning, Nicole,” he replied.

Nicole set the tray down next to my bed. She poured the cranberry juice into a glass of ice, then handed it to me. “Here you go.”

“Thank you.”

She sat down. “Did the doctor come by?”

“Not yet,” I said. I sat down on the side of the bed.

“You look a little pale,” Nicole said.

“He just had another bout of nausea,” my father replied.

“I’m feeling better,” I said.

I poured syrup on the waffles and began to eat. I was halfway through breakfast when the doctor walked into the room.

“Good morning, everyone. How are you feeling, Alan?”

“A little dizzy.”

He nodded. “Like I said yesterday, you can expect that to continue until the tumor’s removed. We’ve contacted the cancer center at the UCLA hospital and they have you registered into their system. You have an appointment scheduled for tomorrow morning. I’ve sent over your files, including your MRI, so they are just awaiting your arrival.”
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