
Clinging Memories 

 

Grass tickled my ear awakening me to bright sunlight.  I took a deep breath and felt as if 

the air itself cleansed my being of every ache.  Sitting up, I looked around and saw only 

trees – dozens of breeds I could identify and hundreds more I couldn’t.  At their feet and 

in between grew flowers of such beauty that they stole a breath of the healing air. 

 I stood up to try to get a better sense of it all.  The plants were scattered in a 

pattern that suggested wildness, but just behind it was a sense of order; that everything 

had a place.  It reminded me of my grandmother’s gardens. 

 Picking a direction, I started walking, wondering if this wooded glade had any 

end to it.  The plants stretched out for miles, far longer than any should be able to see in 

the world.  I also noticed that light didn’t pierce the woods as much as embraced it; there 

were no shadows here, only shade.  The wind was neither cold nor hot but it whispered a 

song of the trees.  It felt as if one didn’t examine the world as much as drowned in its 

vistas. 

 “Daddy!” 

 I turned toward the voice to see the most beautiful child with long shining hair 

running towards me.  “Hey butterfly!” I said, scooping her up in my arms.  “I’ve missed 

you.” 

 “We’ve missed you too,” she told me with a tight squeeze. 

 “We?” 

 “I’ve been helping Great-granny’s gardens.” 

 “And a great help she’s been.”  I traced the voice to a woman, younger than I 

remembered her but familiar nonetheless. 



 “Hey grandma,” I said with a smile. 

 “Hello, James.  Sorry you can’t stay long.” 

 “What?” I asked. 

 “You’re not supposed to be here yet,” answered my daughter. 

 I looked into her sparkling blue eyes.  “It’s not the same without you.” 

 “I know Daddy.  You and Mommy just need to hold onto the good memories.” 

 “There weren’t many.” 

 “Yes there were, silly,” she said with a kiss on my cheek. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

I didn’t so much awake as feel myself move from one place to another.  Was it from 

dreamland to reality?  The afterlife to the now-life?  A plastic tube was shoved down my 

throat, forcing air into my lungs as liquids poured into me through needles.  I could feel 

the weight of the machines keeping me alive – keeping me trapped.  One eye could not be 

opened and lifting the lid of the other was herculean effort.  The white blur that greeted 

me, confirmed my suspicion: I was in a hospital. 

 I closed my eye and saw the room clearer.  It was just like the ones we brought 

Kristen too, they were all the same.  Slipping into my memories, I tried to find some 

solace from a pain that hurt far worse than my injuries, but I found only the horror of 

screaming, twisting metal as one car plowed into mine. 

 My head lolled to one side as I concentrated on willing myself from my mortal 

frame.  Let me be free!  Then... I don’t remember how or why but my eye opened, and 



saw on the table beside the bed a picture.  In it, I was holding the prettiest girl ever – even 

with the Mickey Mouse ears hiding her baldness – between Sleeping Beauty and Kidd 

Kraddick.  All four of us have smiles so big the camera can’t fully capture it.  Suddenly 

I’m filled with the memories of a weekend in Disneyworld.  Memories filled with magic 

and fun. 

 Holding as tight as I could to them, I let myself drift into those memories.  With 

the best smile I can muster, I say a prayer for Kidd’s Kids.  They healed Kristen’s spirit. 

 

And today... they healed mine. 

 

THE END 


