I'mgoinghome

Totheplacewherelbelong

Where your love has always been enough for me
~ChrisDaughtry_

T HE trees and the fields and the cows

chewing cud fled by in a whirlwind of

colors.Far offyou could see the rail tracks
winding away into nothingness. Endless,
endless stretch of steel. .,

Well, she was going home, And on any
.other journey home, she'd have her sister
sitting with her. They'd both be complaining
about how late the train was, or how swamped
with work they'd been all week,and how it was
justlike theirmotherto callthem back homein
the middle of the week. They'd share lunch on
the train, comment on each other's clothes,
discuss their relationships and their bosses,
andhave agood laugh. 4

Well, at least she'd get to see her sister, Her
parents hadn'tburied heryet,

. Howithappened,she had no idea, Her sister
had gone to the hospital, complaining of a
fever. Ten minutes later, they were wheeling
herintothe morgue.Dead. :

It was her mother who got the call. She'd
refused to believe the doctor outright, opting
instead to laugh in his face and hang up on
him. The doctor then tried her father, who
drove straight down to the morgue to 'prove
the damn guy wrong'.

When he came back, he was on his cell
phone,making funeral arrangements.

They were keeping things small, inviting
only a handful of people. Her sister's friends, a
few of her colleagues,and the extended family.

' Most of them had dropped everything to fly

back to the quaint little town where her sister
. was going to be buried. They were going to
bury her, her father had told her over the
phone, in the family graveyard. Next to her
grandfather.Underatree,too.

She dabbed at her tear-rimmed eyes. She

* was cold, so cold.She half-rose to her feet, then

changed her mind, and sat back down. Now _

wasn't the time for coffee,

The train screeched to a halt ten minutes
later. She was the only person off. She shoul-
dered her hastily put together luggage, and
heaved heraching body across the platform. A
manin a shabby overcoat ambled by, swatting
at imaginary flies with a rolled up newspaper,

“For a fleeting mement she was envious of him.
There he was, lost in hisinsanity, removed from
reality. While here she was, standing alone at
the train station, carrying the grief of her sis-
ter's death, and the guilt of not being there
whenshe died. il

How could she have known? Her sister was
young,certainly tooyoung todie..,

She looked around for a taxi. Nothing.
- Looked like she was going towalk home.

Nota problem.Itwas anice day,afterall.

She started walking. It was the same road
her sister and she had skipped down on their
way to school, back when they still wore skirts
and let their mother tie their hair in pigtails.
The road was still the same, the houses (now a
little run-down) still here. The people she'd

grown up with were married now, with jobs

and kids, buttheyhadn'tlefthome. L

Itwas good seeing these places.She wished
she'd meet a familiar face, maybe someone
‘she'd gone to school with, but the roads were
blissfully empty. Farther ahead, she found out
why.

_The crumbly old bridge (that was as old as
the town itself) had snapped clean in the

i

.gesticulating at the broken bridge.

middle, The river reflected the broken arch.
There were men standing on the banks,
5 she
came closer, one of the men trotted up and
motioned behind him.'Looks like you're going
to have to take the barge, miss,' he said. ‘This
bridgeisn'tgoing to befixed inalong time.
She looked at the bridge. At the other side,
where her stooping brick house stood, where

her parents were waiting for her, where her -

sister was going to be buried, There was a
funeralshe hadtobeat... ;
She looked at the earnest engineer's face,
Andsmiled.'Doesn't matter.I'min norush.’
And she turned back, and walked away. To
where she'd come from. No, she wasn't going
home.
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