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Dedication
This is dedicated to all those dealing with their own ghosts of the past.  Some of us are lonely, sitting around an empty home, imagining someone else sitting next to us watching a movie together.  Others of us are suffering from a broken heart after a relationship that ended too soon.  If we think about that person hard enough, we can still see them, hear their laughter and smell their scent, but they’re completely out of reach and we can’t feel them.  Then many of us still recall vivid memories of times spent with someone who has passed on.
We are all haunted by our ghosts of the past.  Embrace them, for they have shaped us and they truly are our memories of once upon a time.

Prologue
Memories of Once Upon a Time
 
I awake to my alarm in the morning, the radio playing your favorite artist.
The morning’s tough, midday’s ok, but it’s the nighttime that is the hardest.
The ghost of a memory still in my room, the sweet smell of perfume in the air.
Your body laying against my skin, a soft whisper rings clear in my ear.
I pull my pillow much closer to me in hopes that the feeling will do.
I’m a fool to think that anything could come close to replacing you.
I try again to toss and to turn, trying to shake the memory away.
But you’ve etched a place into my heart, and that’s where I want you to stay.
I turn over and find that another ghost is lying on that side too,
Looking and smiling with beautiful eyes, an image that still seems so new.
I cuddle with you and drift off to sleep, wake in the morning to your favorite artist.
The morning’s tough, midday’s ok, but it’s the nighttime that is the hardest.
Your ghost returns with a beautiful smile, your eyes sparkle like charms.
You lay again against my skin and I welcome you with open arms.
~Tobias Miller
 
I froze when I heard the news.  I couldn’t believe it.  I was stunned into silence; truly shocked.  My heart sank as my back hit the wall with a thud, my knees buckled, and I slowly slid down the wall. My knees met my chest with the phone still pressed to my ear.
I hung up the phone with Anna just twenty minutes before.  She  called to tell me she was on her way home from a girls’ night out.  I smiled during the whole conversation and paced while we talked as I teased her about the rest of the night I had planned for her.
“Hope you’re not too tired,” I said, as I stood by the entryway admiring the atmosphere I had created for her.  I needed to see it just as she would when she got home.  The entire living room was dimly lit by ten candles; one representing each year of our marriage.  Shadows of trinkets silently danced across the walls and tables.  There was a candle by the front door, one on each of the two bookcases I built by the fireplace.  There was one on each end of the mantle, one on the coffee table, one on the dining room table, one on the granite countertop in the kitchen and two in the bedroom.  Every opposite candle had a different scent, starting with lavender and ending with peppermint.  I had just finished walking through the house to make sure everything was perfect.  
In the bedroom, her black, satin chemise was laid out on the bed next to the matching robe; a perfect contrast to her long blonde hair.  There was a hand towel on the nightstand with peppermint massage oil next to it. I left the bedroom and walked down the short hallway to the large opening of the dining room to the left and living room to the right.
In the living room, the square, dark wood coffee table had a white cloth laid across it like a diamond, with the corners slightly hanging over each side.  There was a tray of sliced bananas, marshmallows, pieces of angel food cake, strawberries and warm chocolate in a small fondue pot.  The two skewers were displayed perfectly in front of the warm pot of chocolate.
I turned the thermostat down to sixty-seven degrees, knowing that the candles and the gas fireplace would warm the entire downstairs.  The soft music of our favorite playlist made us think of relaxing on either our own back porch, or the ones we had enjoyed during our trips to the Tennessee mountains so many times.
“Oh, I’m not too tired,” she replied.
“Good, because I’m going to keep you up for a very long time.”
“What do you have planned?” she asked with an anticipating smile.
“Really?  You truly think I’m going to tell you?” I asked.
“After fourteen years together, you know I’m going to keep trying.  What’s the occasion?”
I laughed and said, “Does there have to be an occasion?” which was more of a statement than a question.  “It’s Saturday.  You’re the most beautiful girl in the world and I want to spoil you.  That’s the occasion.”
“Don’t be an ass all your life, Toby,” she laughed.
“Oh c’mon, please?  Just for tonight at least?”  I mocked, then asked how her night out with the girls was.
“Oh, it was fun, as always.  Lots of laughter over an awesome meal.  My face hurts every time we get together from the four of us laughing so hard.”
“That’s great, baby.  I’m glad you had a good time.”
“It’s started to snow.” She told me.  “It’s blowing around like I’m in a snow globe.  It’s really pretty even though I’m getting sick of it.  It’s March, for Christ’s sake, I’m ready for Spring”
I smiled without replying and she asked, “How are the book ideas coming along?  Did you come up with anything?”
“Nothing.  I jotted some things down, but nothing is jumping out at me.”
“There’s no rush and you don’t need to force an idea.  Maybe it would be better if you let it come to you instead of chasing after a plot.”
“I can’t wait for you to come home and see what’s in store for you.” I said.
“Don’t you change the subject on me!” she demanded with a playful giggle.
“I just get discouraged sometimes since I’m not getting much of an audience with my first book.  I’m sure that makes my boss happy because I won’t be retiring any time soon.”
I was silent for a moment and stopped pacing before telling her, “I sure do love you, sweetheart.  I’m really excited for you to come home.”
“I love you too, baby, and you’ve certainly made me excited to get home.”
“You have no idea,” I smirked.
I thought about the blowing snow and changed my tone when I said, “Be careful, honey.  I’ll see you in a little while.”
“I will.  See you soon, baby.  I love you.”
“I love you too, Anna.”
I crouched on the tile floor of the dining room with the phone clutched tightly in my hand and shook my head in disbelief.
“Sir?  Sir!  Are you still there?” the officer asked.
“Yes,” I whispered.
“We’ve called to have her airlifted to Community Hospital.  They’re on their way now.”
“Is—is she alive?”
“She is right now, sir.  They’re doing everything they can.  EMTs will accompany her at all times.”
“Okay,” was all I could say.
“I’m so sorry, sir.  I’ll personally let her know she’ll see you soon.”
The phone disconnected before I could end the call.  I looked around the house in the deafening silence, still staring in disbelief with the words repeating in my head from the second call I answered from Anna’s phone.
“Hey, baby, did you miss me that much that you had to call again before you got home?”
But it wasn’t my wife.  A man’s voice responded.  “Tobias Miller?”
“Yes, who’s this?”
“This is officer Sean Carter.  You’re listed on a cell phone as an ICE contact.  What is your relationship with Annaliese Miller?”
“She’s my wife.”
“Sir, your wife’s been in an accident.”
I listened intently as Officer Carter continued, “The ambulance just arrived and they’re doing everything they can for her.”
“What do you mean they’re doing everything they can for her?  What happened?”
“She’s been in an accident, sir.  Best we can tell, a truck entered the curve at 82nd and Sargent Rd., crossed the center line and lost control.  She was struck directly and her car was pushed off the road and turned upside down.  Sir?  Sir! Are you still there?”
I stood up slowly, put my phone on the counter and heard a low-flying helicopter overhead, so I looked at the ceiling, following the sound from one end to the other.  My mind began to process the news the best it could.  What did he mean by “She’s alive right now?”  I moved quickly through the house, turned off the music, blew out each jar candle and turned off the gas fireplace.  I changed out of my black, silk boxers into appropriate clothing, and grabbed my keys and phone off the kitchen granite.
After I sped out of the garage in the two-year-old Sorento and drove away from the house, my imagination raced with possibilities; each one worse than the previous.
She’s been knocked unconscious and will be fine when I get to the hospital.  But they wouldn’t call for her to be airlifted if she’s been knocked unconscious.  So, what the hell do they know?  They’ve made a mistake.  Maybe she wasn’t wearing her seatbelt and her head went through the windshield.  Was she just lying there on the hood?  She couldn’t have been; they said the car was upside down.  Was she crushed?  Maybe she’s got cuts all over her.  Maybe she’s bleeding out somewhere. Oh shit.  What if I don’t make it to the hospital on time?  I’m going to get there and pace in the waiting room for twenty minutes just for some doctor to come in, take his hair net off, lower his head and ask me to take a seat just to tell me he did all he could do, but she didn’t make it.
I shook off the thoughts and returned my focus to the road.  I descended the hill towards Fall Creek Road.  The light was green, so I went straight through and climbed the curvy hill on the other side.  Thick woods lined each side of the road and there was no one else driving in either direction.  I heard the roar of helicopter rotors and my heart sank once again.  With a heavy sigh, I fought back anxious tears.  I watched the flashing lights of the helicopter lift into the night air.  The lights got smaller and the sound faded as it sped into the distance and I realized exactly where I was.  I was on 82nd Street approaching the bend and the traffic light at Sargent Road.  I let off the gas and slowly eased my brakes when I saw flashes of red, yellow and blue off the trees ahead.  The lights were blinding as I neared the bend.  I squinted and focused on the lines of the road.  There was an officer directing me to stay to the right.  My heart raced and I tried to focus entirely on the directions of the officer and the lines on the road amid the flashing lights.  I turned just my eyes to the left without realizing what I had done.  Oh, how I loathed the sight.  Through a flood of tears and the blinding flashes of red, blue and yellow off the falling snow, I saw the underside of my wife’s car.  Thick black tire marks led to the pickup truck that was traveling in the opposite direction; the front end completely ripped off.
Firefighters were moving around the scene, taking pictures, jotting notes, crouching on the ground to look inside the inverted car and briefly talking to each other.  There was a large, blue tarp draped over the driver’s side of the truck.  Next to the tarp, two men crouched upon the ground briefly and simultaneously lifted each end of a gurney with a long black bag on top of it, extending the legs until they locked.  I gasped because I knew exactly what was in that black bag.  That’s when something else caught my attention.  A detail that I will never forget as long as I’m alive.
Inside the bed of the truck, I saw a man.  He wore a thick dark winter coat and wasn’t at all bothered by the bitter cold.  He had a ball cap on his head.  His hands were covering his face completely and his shoulders shook from sobbing.  As I passed, he pulled his face from his hands, slowly turned his eyes to me and without a sound, said, “I’m so sorry.”
No one was tending to him or even cared that he was sitting in the middle of the scene of the accident.  They all moved about as though he didn’t exist at all.  I braked harder to stop the SUV.
“Keep it moving” I heard one of the officers yell.  As I approached him, I lowered my window so that I could ask about the man in the back of the truck.  Just as I opened my mouth to speak, I glanced back at the bed of the truck.  It was empty.
“Sir, please keep moving,” the officer repeated.  I stared up at him as competing emotions were now racing through me.
“Please, sir,” he said one more time.
I turned my attention back to the road, rounded the bend and sped forward when the road straightened.  For the first time in years, I turned to a stranger to ask for help.
“Please, God, give her a chance.  Please don’t take her from me.”
I turned into the complex of Community Hospitals and sped along the winding access roads until I reached the parking lot closest to the emergency entrance. I threw the truck into Park, unfastened my seatbelt and opened the door in what seemed like a single swift motion.  I ran up to the entrance and impatiently waited for the two sets of automatic doors to open, then ran inside to the front desk.
“I’m here to see my wife, Annaliese Miller,” I announced to the two ladies behind the desk.
“Tobias Miller?” I heard a deep voice respond from behind me.
I turned to see the police officer who called out my name and approached him.  He was a bald, stalky man, standing more than six feet tall.  I walked over to him anxiously wiping away stray tears from my cheeks.  He reached his hand out and I saw his nametag before he could introduce himself; Carter
“I’m Officer Sean Carter.  I’m the one who called about your wife’s accident.”

Reflections
 “How is she?  Is she still—"
 “Yes, she’s still here,” he interrupted.  “They took her to the Neuro ICU.  I’ll take you to the waiting room.  They’re still getting her settled, but you can wait there until they’re ready for you.”
“Can I ask you some questions?” I requested.
“Sure, I’ll answer what I can, but I don’t know anything about her condition.
I got right to the point, “What happened?”
“She was driving East on 82nd Street through the intersection at Sargent Road.  Are you familiar with that intersection?”
“Yes,” I told him.  “I drive it every day.”
“She crossed Sargent and started into the left curve when a guy in a pickup truck was driving Westbound too fast to handle the curve approaching the intersection.  He hit the front corner of your wife’s car on the driver’s side.  The impact rolled the car upside down.”
“Is that the official police report?  How sure are you of what happened?”
“I saw it happen, Mr. Miller.  I was driving North on Sargent and had the red light at the intersection.  I heard the screeching of tires and looked up just after your wife passed through the intersection.  There was nothing she could do to avoid it.”
“Was she trapped?  Did she have her seat belt on?  I mean, what’s she like?” I drilled.
“She had her seat belt on, which saved her life.  She has a couple of cuts on her arm and one on the side of her head where it slammed against the door jamb from the impact.”
I sighed and said, “So, it’s not all that serious—good.”
“Sir, she hit her head pretty hard.  You have to understand we estimate the truck was going more than forty miles an hour at the time of impact.  Your wife is lucky to be alive.  If she was a fraction of a second faster, the truck would have hit her door and I’m quite certain we would be having a different conversation.”
We had reached the waiting room and he held the door for me to enter.  I sat down and put my head in my hands with my elbows on my knees.  Officer Carter sat across from me and placed his hat on his knee.
“So, now what?” I asked.
“I wish I knew, Mr. Miller.”
“Please, it’s Toby,” I said.
I paused as I replayed the events that were just explained to me in my mind.
“You were the first one there, weren’t you, Officer Carter?”
“Please, call me Sean, and yes, I got to your wife first.  She was unconscious, which could be a blessing.  The mind just can’t process events like that.”
“I don’t understand,” I began.  “She was hit at forty miles an hour, the car was turned upside down, she doesn’t have any significant bleeding, yet she had to be airlifted.
“When the EMTs arrived, they looked her over.  It was their decision to make.  Toby, a head injury is nothing to play with.  What you don’t see could be worse than what you can.”
I contemplated even asking the next question since I already knew the answer, but I needed to hear it for myself.
I took a deep breath and blurted out, “And what about the other driver?”
Sean looked down at the floor between his knees, sighed and shook his head.  He finally looked up at me and said, “He didn’t make it.  He um—he was ejected from the truck.  I found him about thirty-five feet into the field there.”
“Sean, what was he wearing?” I asked.
“Man, I can’t—I—he was—look, I don’t know if his family has been contacted yet.  I can’t tell you about him, I’m sorry.”
“I’m not asking details about the man himself, just curious.  What was he wearing?” I asked.
“He had on work boots, jeans, a thick navy-blue coat and a ball cap.  Why? Do you know him?”
I leaned back in my chair and closed my eyes remembering the man I saw in the bed of the pickup truck.
“Mr. Miller, do you know him?”
“No.  It’s just odd, isn’t it, Officer.  Two people at the same place, at the same time in the same situation and one is airlifted to the hospital while the other lays lifeless in the field.”
Officer Carter must have found irony in that statement.  He briefly laughed and shook his head, then said, “I’ve asked myself that more times than I can count.”
“Why are you here?” I asked him.
“Toby, an officer’s job doesn’t end with speeding tickets and catching bad guys.  Not to me anyway.”
His radio squelched and a voice called out, “Dispatch to twenty-seven forty-four.”
He reached for the button on the side of the microphone hooked onto his shoulder, “Twenty-seven forty-four, go ahead.”
He stood up, walked over to me and extended his hand before the woman responded to him again.
“You alright?” he asked.
I tried to stand, but he insisted that I didn’t need to get up.
“No, sir, I’m not alright at all,” I said.  “Not until I know Anna’s okay.”  
He pulled a pen and a notepad from his pocket and started writing as he said, “Here, this is my personal cell phone number.  If there’s anything at all I can do, please don’t hesitate to call.”
“Dispatch to twenty-seven forty-four” the radio sounded again.
Sean looked at me with a puzzled, yet disgusted look, pushed the button on his mic again and spoke very slowly, “Twenty-seven forty-four, go ahead,” and shook his head.  He reached down and grabbed my shoulder before turning to walk out the glass doors.
I stood up again and walked towards a wall of windows, opposite from the doors to the waiting room, but saw more of my own reflection than anything outside in the darkness.
I paced in the waiting room anxiously glancing every time I saw a doctor or nurse walk by.  There was a small station set up with coffee and water in one corner.  Another area had a stand with informational pamphlets for diabetes, sleep apnea, STDs, how to quit smoking, heart conditions, signs of concussions and some for brain-related things that I could hardly pronounce.  I walked the length of the waiting room one more time until I reached a corner seat that would offer me a view of the entire room and sat down again.
I had never felt as alone as I did at that moment.  Even when Anna and I were apart, I never felt alone.  I had her, she had me.  That’s just the way it was.  I felt lost; lost in myself, lost in the situation.  I felt helpless.  Somewhere through another set of double doors, my Anna was lying in a hospital bed and there was absolutely nothing I could do to help her, support her or even just tell her again how much I love her.  I scanned the room again, seemingly, for answers; answers that would never come.  I stood up again and walked to the opposite corner of the room, just to be closer to the double doors into the ICU and closer to Anna.  I stood as still as a statue and focused all of my attention on my sense of hearing, but no sounds were reaching me.  I lapped the room on the outside of the rows of chairs with my fingers interlaced on the crown of my head looking at the ceiling, then back to the floor until I reached my corner seat again and sat down.  How long am I going to have to wait, I thought to myself.  Why isn’t anyone coming?  Is she waking up?  Is she still alive?  What’s happening in that room back there?  The doors to the waiting room opened and I quickly stood up to see who it was.  She wore a blue hospital gown.
“Ma’am, can you tell me anything about Annaliese Miller?”
“I’m sorry, sir, I’m just changing out the coffee,” she said.
I walked back over to the window wall to the outside.  There was still a light snow falling.  The wind seemed to stop because the flakes were falling straight down now.  I focused my eyes away from the snow and onto my own reflection.
Do you have what it takes?  Can you handle this at all?  I looked myself in the eyes as I reflected on each question but couldn’t answer either one of them.  What do you see?  I saw fear.  I saw anxiety.  I saw confusion.  I focused back to the snow and ignored the man in the reflection.  I couldn’t help him any more than I could help Anna.  I turned my back on him and sat down in my corner seat just as the coffee started brewing and the woman left the waiting room.
Other than the gurgling coffee pot, the only sound in the room was my own rhythmic breathing.  I breathed more deeply than usual, taking a moment to be thankful for the chance to be breathing at all.  I placed my left hand on my heart just to feel it beating.  I closed my eyes in gratitude for life itself; something I had taken for granted until just that moment.  The thoughts in my head slowly cleared until my breathing regulated, my heartbeat slowed, and I focused on the chair I sat in and the room that surrounded me.  The doors to the waiting room opened and a doctor walked through.
“Mr. Miller?” he said as I stood once again.
“Yes.”
“I’m Anna’s Doctor.  She goes by Anna, right?”
“Yes, she does.”
“Look, I’m going to get straight to it here, okay?  Your wife has a fractured skull, resulting in a TBI, or traumatic brain injury, along with a subdural hematoma, which is pooling of blood between her brain and her skull.”
“How is she?  Can I see her?  Is she going to make it?”
“She’s sedated, and we’ll be monitoring her around the clock until her situation changes,” he said.  “The hematoma is causing a lot of pressure on the brain.  Keeping her sedated will help reduce the swelling and reduce the chances for more damage to her brain.”
“So, she’s going to make it?” I asked.
“Mr. Miller, it’s early.  We take the status of brain injuries as we see them.  If the swelling gets bad enough, I may need to remove a small portion of her skull to ease the pressure.”
“Her goddamn skull?  Are you serious?”
“Sir, I need to make this as plain as I can.  The pressure on her brain can become life-threatening.  As I said, we’re monitoring her every move.”
“When will we know that she’s okay?” I asked.
“I can’t answer that, Mr. Miller.  We just don’t know.”
“What about the rest of her?  Does she have any cuts, bruises or anything broken?”
“She has some minor cuts on the left side of her body, none that would need sutures, and a hairline fracture in her ulna,” he said and pointed to the outside of his arm between his elbow and wrist.  “Believe me, those are the least of your worries,” he continued.
“Where—when do I—how long—" I stumbled over every word until I finally told him, “I just don’t know what to ask or what to say.   I don’t understand, and I don’t know how to understand.”
“Mr. Miller—"
“Toby,” I interrupted.
He took a breath and said, “Toby, the brain controls everything in the body.  Not just memory or cognitive thought, but body temperature, sense of time, when we’re hungry, when we’re full.  Everything that our body does or reacts to is because of signals sent to and from the brain.  It may be a few days before we really know the extent of any damage to hers.”
“Can I see her?” I asked.
“I’d like to wait another couple of hours before I let you see her.  These first few hours with a brain injury are vital.  If you want to come back in the morning, we can reevaluate then.”
“I’m not fucking leaving.  Which is it?  A couple of hours or overnight?” I demanded.
“I’m sorry, Mr. Miller, that’s not what I meant.  As long as there are no surprises, I’ll let you see her every two hours for fifteen minutes starting at” —he looked at the clock on the wall and continued— “1:30 a.m.  If you live close and want to get anything from your home, I can call you if there’s any change in her condition before 1:30.”
I looked away from him and considered the options.
He continued, “You don’t have to answer that.  All in due time.  I’ll come out here at 1:30 and if you’re not here, I’ll call.  How does that sound?”
I nodded my head in agreement and he offered his right hand.  I reached mine out to meet his and he placed his left hand on my shoulder, looked me in the eye and said, “Toby, I’m sorry as hell about your wife’s accident.  There’s no one I trust more than the staff here.  I promise you we’ll do everything we can.”
He shook my hand once and turned towards the doors.
“Oh, I almost forgot,” he turned around to address me again.  “there’s some paperwork we’ll need you to complete.  I’ll have a nurse bring it to you.  If you decide to go home, please complete the paperwork first so I know how to get a hold of you.”
“Thanks, Doc.” I said.
He walked out the double doors of the waiting room, entered a code on the wall and went through another set of doors.  I walked back over to the window once again and stared into the darkness.  The fresh layer of snow reflected the lights of the buildings, parking lots and streets all around, making the night glow like dusk.  There were rings around the street lights from the snowy mist.
I still felt alone.  I still felt fear, anxiety, and confusion.  I fixed my gaze back onto my reflection.  The man I stared at now looked somewhat different.  He stood a little straighter.  He was slightly more confident and a bit stronger; a facade he would have to maintain for as long as it was possible.
 

You Have to Fight
I turned away from the window and sat on the edge of my corner seat.  I leaned against the back and crossed my legs with my hands folded across my stomach.  My mind raced but I tried to focus on the one thing I could do in that moment.  I had a task; a responsibility.  There was finally something I could do.
I heard the doors open and a nurse walked in with a clipboard.  There was a form for medical history, several consent forms and the one that I didn’t know how to answer; a DNR form.
Do Not Resuscitate?  How can I answer that?  We’ve never discussed anything like this.  In the event of an organ failure, does she want lifesaving procedures to be performed or is her wish just to let her go?
“Fuck that. Bring her back,” I said under my breath as I flipped to the next form.
“Excuse me, sir?” the nurse said aloud.  I hadn’t realized she was waiting for me.
“Sorry, Ma’am, I just don’t have the answer to this and, without that knowledge, I have to give her the opportunity to make that decision herself by not completing it.”
I looked up at her for approval, but she had no reaction.
“Can I think about this for a little while?” I asked.
“I’m sorry, sir, but—uh—I really need—sir, you can complete the rest of the paperwork first while you think about it, but I really need all of it completed right away.”
“Why? Did something happen?” I inquired.
“No, sir, it’s just that with a head injury, things could change in an instant.”
I looked down at the pamphlet provided with the DNR order so I could determine if I should fill it out or not.  It listed reasons that someone would choose to complete it, just as there were reasons listed that someone would not.  I saw phrases like “Quality of Life,” “Aggressive Interventions,” and “Natural, Peaceful Death.”
What would she want?  If there’s no chance for a quality of life, why hang on?  Who determines what quality of life she’ll have?  They’ll still try something, according to the pamphlet, just not for a long time. There are risks of broken ribs and punctured organs.  Is that what they mean by aggressive measures?
All of those thoughts ran through my mind over and over.  I kept telling myself that if her heart stops, they’ll still try to bring her back, but not for an extended amount of time.  I completed the form last and turned the clipboard back to the nurse.  She tucked it under her arm and walked out through the glass doors as though she was in a relay race with someone waiting down the hallway for their turn to carry it on.
What have I done?
It was 11:52 p.m., according to my phone; more than an hour and a half before I could see Anna, and I was feeling overwhelmed again.  I had felt like this before in my life and knew what I had to do.  I needed a way to turn the emotions into facts by keeping a journal of events.  That way, all of the information I gathered was on my computer and not in my head.
I looked around the room again, but my thoughts extended beyond the walls.  Where was I?  Where was the parking lot?  Where was my truck?  I didn’t have the luxury of taking a lot of time to make a decision.  Every minute counted; every second counted.
I got my bearings, glanced at the clock one more time and briskly walked out the glass doors, down each corridor and out of the emergency room doors.  As soon as I passed through the second set of double doors, I broke out into a run until I reached my truck.  Just as I raced to get to the hospital, I raced to get home to gather a few things.  The intersection of 82nd and Sargent was clear except the broken guard rail where Anna’s car had crashed just a couple of hours before.  The black tire marks were glossed over by the sheen of the wet road.
As I got close to the house, I pushed the button on the rear-view mirror to open the garage door.  I was still out of range, but never took my finger off the button until I saw the light break through the bottom of the door when it began to lift.
When I parked, I ran into the house and grabbed my iPad, laptop, wireless headset, chargers to go with all of them and placed them all in my black backpack.  I passed the fridge, grabbed a couple of Diet Mountain Dew cans, added them to the pack and started back towards the garage when a flickering light in the living room caught my eye.  I slowly walked into the room to see a single candle by the front door still lit; the flame barely catching a draft in the air, directing shadows like a conductor swaying to a masterpiece.
I walked towards the candle, with one strap of the backpack over my left shoulder, and stared at it for a moment, then scanned the entire room.  The once romantic setting looked dark.  The fireplace was cold and a tray of food with a fondue pot was still staged on the coffee table.  My imagination began again.
The candles and fireplace slowly relit themselves.  I saw the ghost of myself enter the living room from the small hallway leading from the bedroom, looking around with a smile.  He crouched on the floor between the couch and the coffee table in his black, silk boxers.  The door opened behind me and Anna walked through.  She closed the door, unzipped her coat, turned around and covered her mouth with a gasp.  She was so beautiful with her tall boots, black leggings, and cream-colored sweater.  She removed the scarf from around her neck and hung it over her coat.
“Oh, my God, Baby, it’s perfect.”
My ghost smiled bigger and stood up to embrace her.  I walked around them to see her face.  As I circled around them a second time, blood started to flow from the left side of her head.  There were cuts up her arm.  I closed my eyes tightly and denied my imagination to think like that any longer. 
I stared, once again at a cold, dark room.  I turned to blow out the candle and walked towards the garage again, threw my backpack on the passenger seat, started the truck and backed out of the driveway again.  I shifted to Drive and looked at the clock; 12:19 a.m.
I got back to the waiting room with forty-seven minutes to spare.  I pulled a drink and my laptop out of my backpack, turned the computer on and waited for it to boot.  I entered my password, opened a new document and began to write.  When I finished capturing the events of the night, I closed my laptop and looked around the room.  There was a small monitor by the corner of the ceiling that wasn’t on before, with a bar across the top displaying the word Visitation.  Underneath the bar was a single line, A. Miller.  What does that mean?
The glass doors opened, and her doctor greeted me with a smile.
“Mr. Mill—” he stopped himself and smiled.  “Sorry about that. Toby.”
“What do you say, Doc?” I said confidently as I stood and shook his hand.
“You can see her now,” he said with a smile.  He pointed to the monitor and continued, “In the future, when we’re ready for you, her name will display up there, just like it’s showing now.”
“When is the next time I’ll get to see her then, 3:30 or 3:45 since I’m taking up fifteen minutes now?” I asked.
“It will always be on the half hour.”
He started walking away and I followed.
“Toby, this is sometimes pretty tough to see.  Anna is sedated and there are a lot of machines.  She’s intubated, and I have her connected to a cranial monitor that’s on the front left side of her head.”
“Is she stable?”
I didn’t know what I was asking, it’s just something I’ve heard people ask on TV and it sounded like it was a good thing.
He stopped, turned to me and said, “She’s in Neuro Intensive Care for a reason.  There’s nothing stable about her condition right now.  That’s why we’re monitoring everything.”
I stared at him stone-faced.
He continued with, “I’ll explain everything when we get there.”
We turned a corner to the left and when he reached the third room on the right, he pushed the curtain away and walked through.  I followed him in, pushing the curtain away myself.
Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw.  My eyes welled up with tears.  My lip curled, barely a moment before the sobs began.  I tried to speak, but all that came out was a high-pitched whimper, “Anna.  Oh, God, Anna.”
Her eyes were blackened and swollen shut.  There was a thin rod piercing into her head on the front-left side and there was a temporary cast on her left arm.  Her mouth gaped open around the intubation tube.  The sounds; oh God, the sounds.  With a click, a gush of air and another click, I watched her chest rise.  Click, whoosh, click, and it fell again.  Beep—beep—beep beep—beep beep—beep—beep. The heart monitor and brainwave monitor sounded off with different tempos.  I walked closer to the bed with Anna on my right and placed my hand on her leg just as I heard a gentle, low roar of a motor like an automated air mattress.  Something on her leg was expanding.  I removed my hand and looked at the doctor who stood in the corner watching me respectfully.
“They’re sequential compression devices.  They help with blood flow to the legs.  We just call them leg wraps.”
I turned back to Anna staring at her eyes like some gruesome movie that I couldn’t look away from.
“What happened to her eyes?” I asked as I began to gain control of my sobbing.
“The impact of the accident caused her brain to hit against the inside of her skull.  It’s common with injuries like this.”
I placed my palm ever so gently on the left side of her face and I felt a hand on my back between my shoulder blades.
“Are you okay?” Doc asked.
Without turning away from her, I whispered, “I don’t know what I expected, but I certainly didn’t expect this.”
Doc reached over and pointed to the thin rod coming out of her head.
“This,” he said, “is the cranial monitor.  It measures the amount of pressure on her skull. These,” he continued as he pointed to several things connected to her head, “monitor her brain activity that I can see on this screen here.”
I turned to look at the screen.
“We’re also monitoring her blood pressure, her heart rate, her oxygen lev—"
“Stop,” I whispered.  “What are we looking at here, Doc?  How bad is she?”
“Toby, she’s really bad.  I’m showing you these things so you know that we are alerted, instantly, if there’s any change at all.”  He paused.  “I can’t imagine how hard it is to only see her for fifteen minutes every two hours, but please understand, she needs to rest.  It’s the only hope for healing the brain.”
“Can I have a minute, please?”
He thought about it for a moment and said, “I’ll be right out here.”
He pulled the curtain shut behind him.
I took Anna’s hand in mine.  I looked at her, then looked at the machines, then back at her again as I conjured the best smile I could.
“Hi, Sweetheart.  It’s me.  You got into a hell of a mess, didn’t you?  It will be okay, baby.  Just promise me you’ll fight.  This might be the hardest thing you’ve ever done, but you must fight this, sweetheart.”
I pulled her hand up to my lips and kissed the back of her hand.
“We have so much left to do.  We have to quit our jobs and work at the sock store in the mountains, remember?  We have to go on the Alaskan Cruise to see the whales.  We need to photograph the waterfalls of Iceland and,” I swallowed hard.  “you need to take me to the Pacific Northwest to see Mount Rainier and Mount Hood; Mount Saint Helens and Multnomah Falls.  Baby, we need to spend the night at the old sanitarium in Louisville and I need to take you to the Stanley Hotel in Colorado.”
Though tears continued to fall, I began to laugh lightly.
“Not that I’ll ever sleep again when we go to those places.  Remember when I saw the apparition running across the Peach Orchard at Gettysburg?  Holy shit, I was so scared.  We had to get you a new crystal before we went to any more haunted places.  Remember?  Mary at the Cashtown Inn took yours.  We have the dowsing rods and the spirit box still.  We can take those to the Sanitarium when we go since we’ve had luck with them.”
I wiped silent tears from my eyes, then rubbed my fingers gently through her hair that laid on her chest.
“Baby, it’s almost time for me to go, but I won’t be far.  I’ll be just out in the waiting room, okay, baby?  I’ll see you in two hours.  I love you, sweetheart.  I love you so much.”
I kissed her hand with each statement.
“I’ll see you soon, baby. You keep fighting, okay?  You keep fighting, sweetheart.  You have to fight.”
Doc came in and I stepped around the curtain, out of her room.
“Can you find your way back?” he asked.
Still looking at Anna, I leaned with the curtains as he closed them to see her for as long as possible.
“What?” I said since I didn’t hear a word he said, but knew he had spoken.
“Can you find your way back to the waiting room?”
“Uh, no, I really don’t think I have any idea how we got here.”
He said something into his communication radio that I didn’t really hear, but I think he called for someone to sit with Anna.  We walked down the hallway, through a set of double doors and the waiting room was immediately on the right side.
“Wow.  It felt like a lot longer going the other way.” I said.  “Doc, how do I get back in when her name shows up on the monitor again?”
“There’s a keypad on the wall.  The five-digit code is 21244.  Please don’t come back until you’re called.”
“I understand.” I told him as I walked through the glass doors into the waiting room and sat in my corner seat.  I leaned back in my chair with visions of Anna burned into my mind.  I pulled out my laptop and updated the journal, yawing with every bullet point I typed.  When I was finished, I closed my laptop and tucked it away into the backpack.  My drink was still on the table next to my chair.  I leaned back again, folded my hands across my stomach and closed my eyes.
 

Alone
“Mr. Miller?  Mr. Miller.”
I felt someone shaking my arm.
“Tobias Miller.”
I snapped out of my sleep and instantly looked at the monitor.  Her name was not showing.  It was 6:15.
I snapped, “Why didn’t someone come get me for my visitation?”
“Mr. Miller, you need to come with me,” said the nurse that I hadn’t seen before.  She was a short girl with pale skin and short auburn hair.  I grabbed my backpack and followed her.  We walked out of the doors and I turned left to go through the doors into the ICU, but the nurse turned in the opposite direction.
“Where are we going?” I asked.
She opened a door on the left side to a small room and stood to the side to let me in, then closed the door behind her.
She spoke softly, “Mr. Miller, my name is Amy and I’ve been taking care of your wife tonight.  I need to let you know that we’ve brought her out of sedation.”
“Oh, thank God, that’s great news.”
“Mr. Miller, she’s no longer intubated.  We’re giving her a generous dose of morphine for comfort.”
Her expression didn’t match the amazing news that she was telling me.
“I don’t understand.  You don’t seem happy about it.”
“Please have a seat.”
I did as she said, and she began, “Toby, a couple of hours ago, Annaliese began showing signs of the Uncal type of a brain herniation.”
“What the fuck does that mean?”
“There’s excessive swelling in the innermost part of her brain, caused by the hematoma.”
I’m sure I gave her a look that matched my comprehension of her words when I said, “You’re not helping,”
“Mr. Miller, when she was brought in, there was blood pooling between her brain and her skull.  The pooling caused pressure on the central part of her brain.  When that happens, there’s significant damage to the brain tissue deep on the inside.”
“So, do the surgery where part of her skull is removed, man.  Release the pressure, right?”
“Sir, that’s only an option if the herniation is near the skull.”
“What are you saying?”
“With the combination of the herniation visible by, what we call abnormal posturing—"
She took a deep breath
“So, why was she taken off of all of the machines?”
“Because the machines are a futile effort at this point.  We want to give you the opportunity to see her before she goes, without all of the machines.”
“Goes?”
I stared at her hoping she would tell me that Anna was about to be transferred somewhere.  Maybe to another wing of the hospital, but I knew in my gut, that’s not what she meant.  I shook and yelled, “No!  Oh, God, please no.”
She gave me time to get my composure and I finally spoke, “How much time do I have?”
“Hours at the most.”
I tried so hard to get control of my emotions, knowing I couldn’t go back and see her like that but my emotions controlled me for the next ten minutes.  Hours, I thought to myself and began to take deep breaths in through my nose and exhaled slowly out of my mouth until my shoulders stopped shaking and my breathing regulated.
“I think I’m ready,” I told Amy.
“Mr. Miller, let me explain posturing before we go back there.  Abnormal Posturing is an involuntary muscle reaction that makes the patient flex their arms and legs.  In her case, her head is stretched back, looking upwards, her arms are extended by her sides with her wrists bent and her hands pointing down.  Her legs are extended and her feet are pointing towards the curtain.”
“Oh my God, is she in pain?”
“No, she’s still in a coma.  The morphine is keeping her very comfortable.  The posturing will sometimes come and go, and without sedation, she may wake up slightly, but, it’s likely she wouldn’t be able to speak.”
“I understand,” I said.
“Sir, one more thing; even if she does start to wake and, by some miracle, is able to speak, she may not know who you are.”
I could hardly comprehend the severity of what I had just heard.  How can this be it?  That’s the only thought I had, and it repeated over and over like an unsynchronized, chanting mob.
Where was that confidence now?  Where was the strength?
I took several deep breaths and tried my best to put on that façade I promised myself the night before.  I looked up at her sympathetic eyes, swallowed hard and said with a manufactured smile, “That’s okay, Amy,” I reached my hand up to meet hers.  “I still know who she is.”
She placed her hand on the outside of my arm when I stood up to be sure I kept my balance.
“I’m so sorry, Mr. Miller.  This is not how I saw this playing out.”
I shook my head with a sarcastic laugh and replied, “Yeah, me neither.”
We walked out of the small room and turned right, passed the waiting room and she entered the code into the panel by the doors to ICU.  When we reached her room, the curtain was already pulled open.  My overwhelming thought was how good it was to see her without the tube coming out of her mouth.  The left side of her head was wrapped in gauze.  Her lips were dry.  As Amy described, her head was pointing upwards, and her arms and legs were stretched as far as her bones would allow.  Her hands were pointing downwards and her feet pointed towards the curtain.
I glanced up at the brain activity monitor.  The progressive wavy line that I saw a few hours before was barely moving, like a peaceful lake on a breezy day.  Even with her blackened eyes, gauze around her head, the cast on her left arm, and her outstretched arms and legs, she somehow looked peaceful.  I couldn’t help but to think of the inevitable moment that I was facing within the next few hours.  I turned to Amy, who was still standing at the entrance to the room.
“Amy, what can I expect when—when it’s time?”
“Her brain will stop functioning, which will cause all of her organs to shut down, and her body will relax.”
“Then what?” I asked.
“Nothing,” she told me softly.  “Because of the DNR order, there’s nothing more we can do.”
“What have I done?” I said, staring at her, hoping for some type of affirmation.
Amy stepped closer to me and said, “You’ve done the right thing, that’s what you’ve done.  Without that order, we would have to keep her intubated and add more machines.  When the brain dies, we can keep the heart pumping, we can keep the lungs breathing.  When we turn to life-saving techniques like that, technically she is alive, but the brain is still dead.”
I sighed and turned back to Anna.
Amy closed the curtain part-way.  “I’ll leave you alone,” she said, then closed it entirely.
Alone.  The only thing in life that I’m afraid of is being alone.  Alone with my thoughts, alone with my hobbies.  No one to share my day with; my good times and bad.  How insignificant a life can be when you’re alone.
I walked next to her bed and took her hand with glassy eyes.
Her body relaxed.  The black began to fade from her eyes, the gauze slowly disappeared.  The cast fell away.  Her eyes opened, and she turned to me with the most beautiful blue eyes I had ever seen.  She was radiant.  A smile stretched across her lips.
“Baby, why are you sad?” she said.
“Oh, Sweetheart, they tell me that—" I looked away.
“It doesn’t matter, Toby.  Nothing they say matters.  Nothing that happens to me matters.  What matters, honey, is that I know you love me.  I’ve felt it every day since the day we met.  And that’s enough for me.”
“I love you too, Annaliese, so, so much.”
She shook my hand back and forth and whispered, “Hey.”
I looked into her eyes again.
“Till death do us part, remember?” she said.
“I know, baby, I just—I thought we had more time.  I’m sorry for all of the trivial bullshit.  I’m sorry I worked overtime instead of spending the time with you.  I’m sorry I ever disrespected you in any way.  I’m sorry I spent so much time on my computer or playing the drums or playing games.  I’m sorry—"
“Toby.”
I stopped talking to look at her.
“I’m not. I’m not sorry for any of it.  You lived your life, and that’s the way it’s supposed to be,” she said.
“But, honey, I—"
“Shut up,” she laughed and pulled my hand to her lips.  “There’s not much time and I don’t want what’s left to be filled with regrets.  I have no regrets.  I love you so much.”
I smiled at her, “I love you too, Anna.”
“You have to promise me a few things,” she began.  “First of all, keep living your life.  You must live while you’re still alive.  Follow your dreams.  Get that forever house in the mountains, follow your passion of landscape photography, keep writing, go on an Alaskan cruise, shoot waterfalls in Iceland.  You do these things and I will always be with you.  Baby, you have to promise me something else too.”
“Anything, honey.  Anything at all.”
“I want you to keep chasing ghosts, but please don’t look for me.  I’m afraid it will only hurt both of us that much more.  You have a gift.  I need all of the equipment and you can just see them sometimes.  I never understood that,” she said with a laugh.  “Keep the TV off.  There’s far too much hate in the world to waste the time you have left being entertained by it.  It will only make you angry and it’s not worth it.”
“I promise,” I said.  “I promise all of these things to you.  I will miss you so much, Annaliese.  You are my rock; my safe place.  You’ve loved me, you’ve supported me and you’ve challenged me to be the best version of me that I can be.”
Her smile faded, and she closed her eyes.
“Anna?  Anna.  Baby, please.”
She turned to me again and said, “There’s not much time, my love.  You must live while you’re alive.  You are my everything and I will always love you.  Kiss me one more time, Toby, please”
My eyes glossed over with tears.  I leaned over and touched my lips to hers ever so gently on the corner of her mouth.  I placed her hand back at her side and watched her as she closed her eyes again.  Her arms and legs stiffened, and her head arched backwards.  The bandages and cast returned, just like her blackened eyes.
The brain wave monitor became more active.  The beeps became more frequent.  The tension in her body faded as I held her hand.  I felt my own hand being squeezed steadily, and I looked at her face.  Her lips parted, and I watched them slowly form the words, “I love you.”
Her hand went limp and the monitors were flat.  Alarms sounded from the machines and a light flashed in the hallway.  I pulled her hand to my lips and said, “I love you too, Anna.  I always will.”
Several nurses came into the room, including Amy.  My knees weakened, and I was supported by Amy on my left and a male nurse on my right as they guided me out of the room.  I turned to look one last time as they closed the curtain behind them.  Before it closed completely, I saw, just for a second, a man.  He was wearing a dark winter coat and was wearing a baseball cap, crying at the head of Anna’s bed.
The next several hours of my memory were, and still are, as shattered as my heart.  There are pieces all over the hospital that hold images of rooms I can’t recall, people I’ve never met and sounds that have completely faded.  Of the five senses, only one was prominent, an overwhelming feeling of emptiness.
My first vivid memory is when I was sitting in a small room and someone brought a blue folder and a large, white plastic drawstring bag to me, put their hand on my shoulder and respectfully said, “I think that’s it, Mr. Miller.”
I had been dismissed.  That was it.  There was nothing more for me at that hospital.  I went into that place only twelve hours before carrying the heaviest load I had ever carried up to that point; fear, anxiety, confusion and hope, yes, hope.  With the sun shining brightly, reflecting off the blanket of snow, my backpack was slung over my left shoulder, a large plastic drawstring bag nearly dragging on the floor by my feet and all I could think was that the weight of the load I was carrying out was a thousand times heavier than the one I walked in with.  Not on my shoulder or in my hands, but in my heart.
The walk out to my truck felt like the longest I had ever taken.  I threw my backpack, the folder and the drawstring bag in my back seat and closed the door.  I turned around to look at the emergency room entrance with my mind as empty as my chest.  I felt the cool air on my face and closed my eyes for a moment.  I swayed from left to right with the breeze, took a deep breath and got in the truck.  I slowly drove along the winding roads to exit the hospital grounds and took a right onto 82nd Street.  As I approached Sargent Road, the light turned yellow, then red.  I stared at the broken guard rail until I heard a horn from behind me.  I looked up and inched forward through the already green light.
When I arrived home, I pulled into the garage and pushed the button to close the door before ever getting out of the vehicle.  I don’t know how long I sat there, numb, before getting out and gathering my backpack and the plastic drawstring bag and walked into the house through the garage entrance.  I reached the end of the hallway, went straight across into the kitchen and set both bags down on the floor by the corner cabinet.  I looked out of the kitchen into the living room through the cutouts in the walls.  I looked around, moving only my eyes at the fireplace, the mantle, the candles, the cabinets, then the coffee table with the fondue pot and wilted fruit tray.
I made a promise to Anna that I would live my life.  But how?  How could I go on?  How could I wake up in the morning, mow the lawn, buy groceries, cook meals, go out to eat, hang out with friends, watch movies and sleep at night?  How could I ever live my life? Alone.

A Promise Kept
I tried to keep myself busy, so I started by clearing off the coffee table.  I put the fruit in the garbage disposal and the fondue pot on the counter, without a clue of how to get the hardened chocolate out of the pot.  The house was already clean from the night before, so cleaning again wouldn’t do any good.  There were a few movies on the cabinet to the right of the fireplace, so I opened the player, put the movies in their cases and returned them to their spaces in alphabetical order in the enclosed shelves on the ends of the cabinets.  An hour passed, just putting the movies away because I kept staring at—nothing.  I just watched the ghosts of the past in different places throughout the house replaying memories of once upon a time.
I couldn’t do any more.  I just sat on the couch thinking.  Thinking of the future, thinking of the past, thinking of what was, and what could never be.  I got up a few times only to go to the bathroom and return to the couch.  When nighttime fell, I got up from the couch and, for the first time, walked towards our room.  I leaned with my right shoulder on the door frame and stared at the taught bed with several pillows and the black chemise I had laid out for her the night before.  I never knew a person could cry so much.
I removed the decorative pillows and threw them in the closet, then carefully placed the chemise in her top drawer.  I undressed completely, pulled the covers back and laid in the bed.  With my eyes closed, I laid towards the middle of the mattress on my right side, facing the outside of the bed with a second pillow at the edge.  I sensed the sweet smell of her perfume and I opened my eyes.
Anna stared back at me with a smile, with her head laying on praying hands placed gently on top of the extra pillow.  It was so real, I could feel her laying against me.  I reached out to touch her, but only felt the softness of the pillow as she slowly disappeared.
I smiled at the memory, then threw the pillow off the bed.  I straightened my legs, tucked them up to my chest, rolled onto my back, then back to my right side again.  I tried everything I could to empty my mind but nothing was working.  
“Toby,” I heard her whisper from behind me.
I rolled over onto my left side.  There she was again with those piercing blue eyes and that perfect smile.
I tried something different that time.  I figured that was only the first of many nights that I would lay down and see her smiling at me.  A smile that seemed as though I had only seen it a few times, so I let her in.  After all, that’s not so bad, is it?  With my eyes still open, I pulled her pillow from the top of the bed, pulled it close to me and threw my leg over it.  I tucked my left arm underneath and wrapped my right around it tightly.
My cell phone launched into “New York State of Mind,” from Billy Joel; Anna’s favorite.  It was Monday morning and time to get up for work.  I opened my eyes and turned off the alarm, stretched and looked over at Anna’s pillow.  It was empty.
I picked up my phone to call my boss, but just stared at it.  Recognizing that I couldn’t replay the events of the last thirty-six hours, I sent a text instead.
Hey boss.  I can’t call or talk about it right now but I’ll need some time off.  Anna was in a car accident Saturday night.  She didn’t make it.
I watched the dots at the bottom of the screen flash, then disappear, then flash again and disappear again.  A moment later, they flashed again, then disappeared.  He finally sent a reply.
Oh, God, Toby.  I just don’t know what to say to that.  I am so sorry.
The dots flashed again.
Take what you need, man.  Keep me informed as you can.
I set my phone down and, a minute later, it vibrated.  It was another text from my boss.
How can I help?  What can I do, man?  If there’s anything at all, you just let me know.
I looked over at the bed where my wife should have been and said, “Good morning, Sweetheart,” as tears welled up in my eyes again.
She’s gone.  She’s really gone.  
I got out of bed, went to the closet and put my robe on before making a pot of coffee.
Now what?  I need to call for services.  What kind of service should I have for her?  Where’s her car?  I need to contact the insurance company.  I need to call her boss.
I tried to think of everything I needed to do as well as anything I could to keep myself busy.  I thought of the blue folder and went to the garage to get it from the back seat and returned to the kitchen.  There was information about funeral homes, pamphlets for survivors and a sheet with a phone number for a suicide hotline.
I poured myself a cup of coffee and called Anna’s office and broke the news to her boss.  She had worked as a manager at the same company for twenty-one years.  We cried together.  She offered any type of assistance I might need and requested I let her know when services were going to be.
From the blue folder, I looked over the list of funeral homes in the area.  I called the only one that I recognized.  It was the same one that Dad chose when we lost Mom six years before and that I chose when Dad died six months later.  I set an appointment for that afternoon at 2:00.  I’m not sure how I kept my composure throughout the appointment when my answers to some of their questions would ultimately become my wife’s obituary.
The service was scheduled for Thursday afternoon at the church across the street.  They told me I could put together photo albums and bring things to remember her by that they would place on a table in the back of the church.  With sympathetic handshakes, I left the funeral home.
I stopped at a drive-through on the way home and realized it was the first time I had eaten since Saturday night.  I got home, ate my lunch, got my computer out of my backpack and sat on the couch to update the journal.
When I finished, I closed the computer and was surrounded by darkness.  I didn’t realize that I had been sitting there so long that the sun had set.  I reached for the light on the end table next to me and turned it on when I found the knob and looked around the house again.
Just like the night before, loneliness washed over me.  The silence in the house was anything but silent.  My thoughts raced through my mind, echoing over the low buzz of the refrigerator.  The morning wasn’t as bad as I expected it to be.  My thoughts were occupied in the afternoon at the funeral home, making it a little easier, but sitting there in that empty house at the time of day when I spent most of it with Anna; that was the worst.
For the next few weeks, that’s how every day played out.  The activities in the middle of the day changed, of course, but waking up in the mornings and going to bed at night were the same.
I saw Anna everywhere.  I chose to focus my mind on the good times and to count it as a blessing that I saw her so much instead of missing her physical presence.
Sympathy cards piled up on the counter, the phone rang repeatedly but I rarely answered it.  Although I was a terrible host, our friends still came to check on me.  The day of her memorial, we celebrated her life during a small ceremony at the church where the funeral crashers outnumbered our friends and family.  I was selfish that day.  I didn’t really offer consolation to anyone because I couldn’t get beyond my own grief.  Hell, I don’t even really know who showed up.
For days, I either sat around the house in different chairs, drank, cried, screamed, or slept wherever I passed out; sometimes on the couch, sometimes in our bed.
The police gave me permission to search her car and retrieve anything I needed but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  At some point, I received a check from the insurance company for the value of the car.  
During those few weeks, I think I leaned on every wall of the house watching the version of Anna that my mind created, dancing foolishly through the living room, cooking, laughing, drying her hair, reading books, and playing games on her laptop.  I imagined her doing all kinds of mundane tasks that meant nothing at the time but mean the world to me now.
In late April, I went to the mailbox, sifted through the letters and threw them on the counter with the rest, like I did most days.  That’s when the return address on one envelope caught my eye.  I lifted the corner of the flap and opened the envelope on the short side and pulled out the check.  I covered my mouth, conflicted from trying to decide on an appropriate emotion.
“Always taking care of me, aren’t you, Sweetheart?” I said.
I shook my head in disbelief and offered a hint of a smile through more tears.  The check from the life insurance company was written for an amount that I just couldn’t wrap my head around.  There was enough to pay off all of our debt, both vehicles, the house and still have enough left over to put in the savings account to live off of for at least a year.  A thought entered my mind like an intruder stepping through a stranger’s doorway - The Forever House.  I heard Anna’s voice as clearly as if she were standing right next to me.
Follow your passion of landscape photography, keep writing, go on an Alaskan cruise, shoot waterfalls in Iceland.  You do these things and I will always be with you.
I looked around the house, focused on the framed prints of our photographs of waterfalls and other beautiful scenery from Tennessee.  The first one I looked at was one of us in front of a cascade.  I recalled when it was taken.  It was sunny, and we had been married for less than forty-eight hours and one day after I had taken my first photograph on a manual setting of a point-and-shoot camera.  We were in the Chimney Tops Picnic Area on the road towards Newfound Gap.  I set the camera on the tripod and looked up and down the cascades for the perfect spot.  Anna was my model as I took a few photos before setting the ten-second timer.  I pushed the button and ran out to sit next to her on the large rock.  I leaned down and placed my forehead against hers, then kissed her.  We stood up and two elderly ladies sitting at a picnic table smiled at us grandly and asked how long we had been married.  They wished us luck when I answered, and we were on our way.
The next one I focused on was us standing in front of Ramsey Cascade two years later.  After hiking four miles and gaining 2,100 feet in elevation, the photograph reflected the first time we had smiled in at least two and a half miles.  We didn’t get back to our cabin until after dark.  That was the same night that I locked the keys in the car and set off the alarm trying to open the door.  As funny as it is to think about now, it certainly wasn’t funny when it happened.  People from all over the country were enjoying a romantic evening in a cabin high up on a Tennessee mountain, and my car alarm went off for fifteen minutes.
The next photo I looked at was not of the two of us, but of new growth at the base of the trees that were burned and blackened from the late November fire in 2016.  We had visited in July of the following year and the undergrowth wasn’t as prominent, but when that picture was taken three months later, there was life amid the death; and a hope that one day the vegetation would be thicker than ever before and that life in that place would go on regardless of how much had been burned.
I continued to look at the serene photographs of waterfalls, cascades, autumn scenes with auburn, yellow and red foliage and others that were close-ups of the flowers in the Springtime. We had vacationed there two or three times a year for the past ten years.
You have to live while you’re still alive.
“I promise, my love. I promise” I said out loud.
I walked up to one winter scene.  We were standing on a footbridge near the entrance to the National Park and she had her head against my chest; both of us looking into the camera.
The picture came to life and we smiled into each other’s eyes, she leaned up and kissed me and it froze again when we returned to the pose in the photo.
I reached up and touched the photograph gently.
“It’s time to go home, baby.”
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function debugLog(string) {
    //iBooks.log(string);
}

function debugLogError(error) {
    debugLog("ERROR: " + error.name + ", " + error.message);
    //window.alert("ERROR: " + error.name + ", " + error.message);
}

function debugAssert(condition, messqge) {
    if (!condition) {
        debugLog("ASSERT FAILED: " + messqge);
    }
}

function dumpObject(object, name) {
    debugLog(name + " BEGIN");
    if (!object) {
        debugLog("NULL");
    }
    for (var property in object) {
        try {
            var value = object[property];
            var type = typeof(value);
            if (type != 'function') {
                debugLog(type + " " + property + " " + value);
            }
        }
        catch (error) {
            debugLog(property +"  "+error);
        }
    }
    debugLog(name + " END");
}

function dumpEpubReadingSystemFeatures() {
    debugLog("epubReadingSystem FEATURES BEGIN");
    if (navigator.epubReadingSystem) {
        var featureArray = ["dom-manipulation", "layout-changes", "touch-events", "mouse-events", "keyboard-events", "spine-scripting"];
        featureArray.forEach(function(feature) {
                             var supported = navigator.epubReadingSystem.hasFeature(feature);
                             debugLog(feature +":"+ supported);
                             });
    }
    debugLog("epubReadingSystem FEATURES END");
}

function isKobo() {
    return 'koboApp' in window;
}

function isADE() {
    var epubReadingSystem = navigator.epubReadingSystem;
    if (epubReadingSystem) {
        return epubReadingSystem.name == 'RMSDK';
    }
    return false;
}

function isIOS() {
    var platform = navigator.platform;
    if (["iPad", "iPod", "iPhone"].includes(platform)) {
        return true;
    }
    return false;
}

function useMouselessButtons() {
    return (isADE() || isKobo()) && isIOS();
}

function stringForRect (rect) {
    return "{ " + rect.left + ", " + rect.top + ", " + rect.width + ", " + rect.height + " }";
}

function stringForEventTargetElement(target) {
    return "{tag:" + target.tagName + ";class:" + target.className + ";ID:" + target.id + "}";
}

function dumpEvent (event) {
    //event.type;
    //event.target;
    //event.currentTarget;
}

function dumpMouseEvent (event) {
    /*
     debugLog("");
     debugLog(event.type);
     debugLog("client = " + event.clientX + ", " + event.clientY);
     debugLog("layer = " + event.layerX + ", " + event.layerY);
     debugLog("movement = " + event.movementX + ", " + event.movementY);
     debugLog("offset = " + event.offsetX + ", " + event.offsetY);
     debugLog("screen = " + event.screenX + ", " + event.screenY);
     debugLog("plain = " + event.x + ", " + event.y);
     debugLog("");
     */
}


function dumpTouch(touch) {
    debugLog("        touch: " + "ID:" + touch.identifier + ";page:"+touch.pageX+","+touch.pageY+";radius:"+touch.radiusX+","+touch.radiusY+";rotation:"+touch.rotationAngle+";force:"+touch.force+";altitude:"+touch.altitudeAngle+";azimuth:"+touch.azimuthAngle + ";target:" + stringForEventTargetElement(touch.target)+";");
}


function dumpTouchList(touchListName, touchList) {
    if (touchList) {
        var count = touchList.length;
        debugLog("    "+touchListName + " (" + count +")");
        for (var index = 0; index < count; index++) {
            dumpTouch(touchList.item(index));
        }
    }
}

function dumpTouchEvent(event) {
    debugLog("event:"+event.type+";page:"+event.pageX+","+event.pageY+";scale:"+event.scale+";rotation:"+event.rotation+";target:"+stringForEventTargetElement(event.target)+";currentTarget:"+stringForEventTargetElement(event.currentTarget)+";");
    dumpTouchList("touches", event.touches);
    dumpTouchList("targetTouches", event.targetTouches);
    dumpTouchList("changedTouches", event.changedTouches);
}


function stopEventPropagation(event) {
    event.stopPropagation();
}

const ViewfinderAction = {
    none : -1,
    maximize : 0,
    goToPrev : 1,
    goToNext : 2,
    count : 3
};

class GalleryViewfinderObserver {
    constructor(owner) {
        this.owner = owner;
        this.galleryObject = owner.galleryObject;
        this.galleryElement = owner.galleryElement;
        this.viewfinderElement = owner.viewfinderElement;
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex) {}
    
    onMouseMoveInViewfinder(point) {
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinder(point) {
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinder(point) {
    }
    
    onClickInViewfinder(point) {
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinderChild(viewfinderChildElement) {
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinderChild(viewfinderChildElement) {
    }
    
}

class GalleryButtonsViewfinderManager extends GalleryViewfinderObserver {
    constructor(owner) {
        super(owner);
        var viewfinderElement = this.viewfinderElement;
        this.goToPrevButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToPrev")[0];
        this.goToNextButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToNext")[0];
        this.maximizeButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-maximize")[0];
        this.buttonsTimeout = null;
        this.buttonUnderMouseCursor = null;
        this.setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(this.goToPrevButtonElement);
        this.setButtonFocusHandlers(this.goToPrevButtonElement);
        this.setButtonKeyupHandlers(this.goToPrevButtonElement);
        this.setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(this.goToNextButtonElement);
        this.setButtonFocusHandlers(this.goToNextButtonElement);
        this.setButtonKeyupHandlers(this.goToNextButtonElement);
        if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            this.setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(this.maximizeButtonElement);
            this.setButtonFocusHandlers(this.maximizeButtonElement);
        }
    }

    handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent(e) {
        var movePrevious = false;
        var moveNext = false;
        if (e.keyCode == 13 || e.keyCode == 32) /* Spacebar or Enter */ {
            e.preventDefault();
            if (e.target == this.goToPrevButtonElement) {
                movePrevious = true;
            }
            else if(e.target == this.goToNextButtonElement) {
                moveNext = true;
            }
        }
        else if (e.keyCode == 37) /* Left Arrow */ {
            movePrevious = true;
        }
        else if (e.keyCode == 39) /* Right Arrow */ {
            moveNext = true;
        }
        if (movePrevious) {
            if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex > 0) {
                this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex == 0) {
                    this.goToNextButtonElement.focus();
                }
            }
        }
        if (moveNext) {
            if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex < this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex == this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                    this.goToPrevButtonElement.focus();
                }
            }
        }
        if (movePrevious || moveNext) {
            this.updateButtonsDisplayState();
        }
    }
    
    setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(buttonElement) {
        buttonElement.onmouseenter = this.onMouseEnterButton.bind(this, buttonElement);
        buttonElement.onmouseleave = this.onMouseLeaveButton.bind(this, buttonElement);
    }

    setButtonFocusHandlers(buttonElement) {
        buttonElement.onfocus = this.onButtonGainedFocus.bind(this, buttonElement);
        buttonElement.onblur = this.onButtonLostFocus.bind(this, buttonElement);
    }

    setButtonKeyupHandlers(buttonElement) {
        buttonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent.bind(this);
    }
    
    setButtonsVisibility(showPrev, showNext, showMaximize) {
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToPrevButtonElement, showPrev);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToNextButtonElement, showNext);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.maximizeButtonElement, showMaximize);
    }
    
    hideButtonsNotUnderMouseCursor() {
        var showPrev = this.buttonUnderMouseCursor == this.goToPrevButtonElement;
        var showNext = this.buttonUnderMouseCursor == this.goToNextButtonElement;
        var showMaximize = this.buttonUnderMouseCursor == this.maximizeButtonElement;
        this.setButtonsVisibility(showPrev, showNext, showMaximize);
    }
    
    startButtonsTimeout() {
        this.buttonsTimeout = setTimeout(function() { this.hideButtonsNotUnderMouseCursor() }.bind(this), 2500);
    }
    
    killButtonsTimeout() {
        if (this.buttonsTimeout) {
            clearTimeout(this.buttonsTimeout);
            this.buttonsTimeout = null;
        }
    }
    
    hideButtonsWithoutDelay() {
        this.killButtonsTimeout();
        this.setButtonsVisibility(false, false, false);
    }
    
    viewfinderActionForMousePosition(point) {
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var currentItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
        var viewfinderWidth = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect().width;
        var x = point.x;
        
        const adjacentSlideActiveMargin = 0.2;
        if (currentItemIndex > 0) {
            if (x < adjacentSlideActiveMargin * viewfinderWidth) {
                return ViewfinderAction.goToPrev;
            }
        }
        var showNext = false;
        if (currentItemIndex + 1 < itemCount) {
            if (viewfinderWidth - x < adjacentSlideActiveMargin * viewfinderWidth) {
                return ViewfinderAction.goToNext;
            }
        }
        if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            return ViewfinderAction.maximize;
        }
        return ViewfinderAction.none;
    }
    
    updateButtonsVisibility(point) {
        var action = this.viewfinderActionForMousePosition(point);
        var showPrev = action == ViewfinderAction.goToPrev;
        var showNext = action == ViewfinderAction.goToNext;
        var showMaximize = true;
        
        if (!this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            this.viewfinderElement.style.cursor = (showPrev || showNext) ? 'pointer' : 'default';
        }
        this.setButtonsVisibility(showPrev, showNext, showMaximize);
        this.updateButtonsDisplayState();
    }

    updateButtonsDisplayState() {
        // Update display style of the next/previous buttons so that they are present/removed from the
        // focus loop at the correct indexes.
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var currentIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
        if (currentIndex == 0) {
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.tabIndex = -1;
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.display = 'none';
        }
        else {
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.tabIndex = 0;
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.display = 'block';
        }

        if (currentIndex == itemCount - 1) {
            this.goToNextButtonElement.tabIndex = -1;
            this.goToNextButtonElement.style.display = 'none';
        }
        else {
            this.goToNextButtonElement.tabIndex = 0;
            this.goToNextButtonElement.style.display = 'block';
        }
    }
    
    onMouseMoveInViewfinder(point) {
        this.killButtonsTimeout();
        this.updateButtonsVisibility(point);
        this.startButtonsTimeout();
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinder(point) {
        debugAssert(this.buttonsTimeout == null, "buttonsTimeout not null on onMouseEnterViewfinder");
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinder(point) {
        this.hideButtonsWithoutDelay();
    }
    
    onClickInViewfinder(point) {
        this.killButtonsTimeout();
        var action = this.viewfinderActionForMousePosition(point);
        switch (action) {
            case ViewfinderAction.goToPrev:
                this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                break;
            case ViewfinderAction.goToNext:
                this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                break;
            case ViewfinderAction.maximize:
                if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
                    this.galleryObject.maximizeFrame();
                }
                break;
        }
        this.updateButtonsVisibility(point);
        this.startButtonsTimeout();
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.hideButtonsWithoutDelay();
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.hideButtonsWithoutDelay();
    }
    
    onMouseEnterButton(buttonElement) {
        this.buttonUnderMouseCursor = buttonElement;
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveButton(buttonElement) {
        this.buttonUnderMouseCursor = null;
    }

    onButtonGainedFocus(buttonElement) {
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(buttonElement, true);
    }

    onButtonLostFocus(buttonElement) {
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(buttonElement, false);
    }
}

class GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        
    }
}

class GalleryImageRollManager {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        this.rollElement = galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-roll")[0];
    }
    
    removeTransition() {
        this.rollElement.classList.remove("gallery-image-roll-transition")
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.removeTransition();
        if (animate) {
            this.rollElement.classList.add("gallery-image-roll-transition");
            this.rollElement.addEventListener("transitionend", this.removeTransition.bind(this));
        }
        this.rollElement.style.left = -(newItemIndex * 100) + "%";
    }
}

class GalleryCaptionRollManager extends GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        super(galleryObject);
        this.rollElement = galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll")[0];
        this.initializeCaptionIDs();
    }

    getFirstParagraphElementOfCaption(caption) {
        var paragraphTagNameArray = ["p", "li" ];
        for (var index = 0; index < paragraphTagNameArray.length; index++) {
            var paragraphTagName = paragraphTagNameArray[index];
            var paragraphElementList = caption.getElementsByTagName(paragraphTagName);
            if (paragraphElementList.length > 0) {
                return paragraphElementList[0];
            }
        }
        // no paragraphs/list items
        return null;
    }
    
    initializeCaptionIDs() {
        var captions = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.rollElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption"));
        var galleryObject = this.galleryObject;
        captions.forEach(function(caption, index) {
                         var captionTextElement = this.getFirstParagraphElementOfCaption(caption);
                         if (captionTextElement) {
                         captionTextElement.id = galleryObject.getCaptionElementIDForIndex(index);
                         }
                         }, this);
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.rollElement.style.left = -(newItemIndex * 100) + "%";
        var captions = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.rollElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption"));
        captions.forEach(function(caption, index) {
                         var captionTextElement = this.getFirstParagraphElementOfCaption(caption);
                         if (captionTextElement) {
                         captionTextElement.setAttribute("aria-hidden", newItemIndex == index ? "false" : "true");
                         }
                         }, this);
    }
}

class GalleryDotManager extends GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        super(galleryObject);
        this.dotContainerElement = galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-container")[0];
        this.setupDotElementKeyupHandlers();
    }

    setupDotElementKeyupHandlers() {
        var dotElements = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-selectable"));
        dotElements.concat(Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current")));
        var handler = this.handleDotElementKeyUpEvent.bind(this);
        dotElements.forEach(function(dotElement) {
                            dotElement.onkeyup = handler;
                            });
    }

    handleDotElementKeyUpEvent(e) {
        var element = e.target;
        var currentIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        if (e.keyCode == 37) /* Left Arrow */ {
            if (currentIndex > 0) {
                this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                var selectedDotElement = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current"))[0];
                selectedDotElement.focus();
            }
        }
        else if (e.keyCode == 39) /* Right Arrow */ {
            if (currentIndex < itemCount - 1) {
                this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                var selectedDotElement = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current"))[0];
                selectedDotElement.focus();
            }
        }
    }
    
    deselectCurrentDot() {
        var currentDotGroupCollection = this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current");
        if (currentDotGroupCollection.length > 0) {
            currentDotGroupCollection[0].setAttribute("aria-checked", "false");
            currentDotGroupCollection[0].tabIndex = -1;
            currentDotGroupCollection[0].className = "gallery-dot-selectable";
        }
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.deselectCurrentDot();
        var selectableDotGroupCollection = this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-selectable");
        selectableDotGroupCollection[newItemIndex].setAttribute("aria-checked", "true");
        selectableDotGroupCollection[newItemIndex].tabIndex = 0;
        selectableDotGroupCollection[newItemIndex].className = "gallery-dot-current";
    }
}

class GalleryMouselessButtonsManager extends GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        super(galleryObject);
        var viewfinderElement = galleryObject.viewfinderElement;
        this.goToPrevButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToPrev")[0];
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.goToPrevFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent;
        this.goToNextButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToNext")[0];
        this.goToNextButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.goToNextFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        this.goToNextButtonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent;
        this.maximizeButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-maximize")[0];
        if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            this.maximizeButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.maximizeFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        }
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var showNext = newItemIndex + 1 < this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var showPrev = newItemIndex > 0;
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToPrevButtonElement, showPrev);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToNextButtonElement, showNext);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.maximizeButtonElement, true);
    }
}


class GalleryViewfinderManager {
    addViewfinderHandlers() {
        this.viewfinderElement.onclick = this.onClickInViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmouseenter = this.onMouseEnterViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmouseleave = this.onMouseLeaveViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmousemove = this.onMouseMoveInViewfinder.bind(this);
    }
    
    addObservers() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray = [];
        if (!useMouselessButtons()) {
            this.viewfinderObserverArray.push(new GalleryButtonsViewfinderManager(this));
        }
    }
    
    constructor (galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        this.galleryElement = galleryObject.galleryElement;
        this.viewfinderElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-viewfinder")[0];
        
        this.addViewfinderHandlers();
        this.addObservers();
    }
    
    viewfinderMouseEventCoordinates(event) {
        var viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
        var point = { "x" : event.clientX - viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : event.clientY - viewfinderBounds.top };
        return point;
    }
    
    onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, handlerName) {
        try {
            //dumpMouseEvent(event);
            var point = this.viewfinderMouseEventCoordinates(event);
            this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                                 observer[handlerName](point);
                                                 });
            stopEventPropagation(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
            debugLogError(error);
        }
    }
    
    onMouseMoveInViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseMoveInViewfinder");
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseEnterViewfinder");
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseLeaveViewfinder");
    }
    
    onClickInViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onClickInViewfinder");
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                             observer.onPageShow();
                                             });
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                             observer.onPageHide();
                                             });
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex) {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function(observer) {
                                             observer.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex);
                                             });
    }
    
}

class TouchManager {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        this.viewfinderElement = galleryObject.viewfinderElement;
        //debugLog("Create TouchManager");
        var element = this.viewfinderElement;
        //debugLog("viewfinderElement = " + element);
        element.addEventListener("touchstart", this.onTouchStart.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchmove", this.onTouchMove.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchend", this.onTouchEnd.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchcancel", this.onTouchCancel.bind(this), true);
    }
    
    viewfinderTouchEventCoordinates(event) {
        var viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
        var point = { "x" : event.pageX - viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : event.pageY - viewfinderBounds.top };
        //debugLog("touch point x:"+point.x+", y:"+point.y+"");
        return point;
    }
    
    onTouchEvent(event) {
        //dumpTouchEvent(event);
        stopEventPropagation(event);
        event.preventDefault();
    }
    
    onTouchStart(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event);
            this.frameWidth = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect().width;
            this.dragStartPoint = this.viewfinderTouchEventCoordinates(event);
            this.dragStartTime = new Date().getTime();
            this.dragStartX = this.dragStartPoint.x;
            this.dragStartItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
            debugLog("onTouchStart: frameWidth:"+this.frameWidth+";dragStartItemIndex:"+this.dragStartItemIndex+";dragStartX:"+this.dragStartX);
        }
        catch (error) {
            debugLogError(error);
        }
    }
    
    onTouchMove(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event);
            var dragCurrX = this.viewfinderTouchEventCoordinates(event).x;
            var deltaX = dragCurrX - this.dragStartX;
            var relativeDeltaX = deltaX / this.frameWidth;
            var newItemIndex = this.dragStartItemIndex - relativeDeltaX;
            debugLog("onTouchMove: frameWidth:"+this.frameWidth+";dragStartItemIndex:"+this.dragStartItemIndex+";dragStartX:"+this.dragStartX+";dragCurrX:"+dragCurrX+";deltaX:"+deltaX+";relativeDeltaX:"+relativeDeltaX+";newItemIndex:"+newItemIndex+"this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex:" + this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex);
            if (newItemIndex >= 0 && newItemIndex <= this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                this.galleryObject.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, false);
            }
        }
        catch (error) {
            debugLogError(error);
        }
    }
    
    onTouchEnd(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event);
            var dragEndPoint = this.viewfinderTouchEventCoordinates(event);
            var dragEndTime = new Date().getTime();
            var endItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
            var intEndItemIndex = Math.round(endItemIndex);
            var deltaT = dragEndTime - this.dragStartTime;
            // If duration short enough.
            if (deltaT < 250) {
                // If it hasn't resulted in a current item change.
                if (intEndItemIndex == this.dragStartItemIndex) {
                    var absDeltaX = Math.abs(dragEndPoint.x-this.dragStartPoint.x);
                    var absDeltaY = Math.abs(dragEndPoint.y-this.dragStartPoint.y);
                    // If absDeltaX is not trivially small
                    // and absDeltaY is no larger than a fraction of absDeltaX.
                    if (absDeltaX >= 50 && absDeltaY <= 0.4 * absDeltaX) {
                        if (endItemIndex > intEndItemIndex) {
                            if (intEndItemIndex < this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                                intEndItemIndex++;
                            }
                        } else if (endItemIndex < intEndItemIndex) {
                            if (intEndItemIndex > 0) {
                                intEndItemIndex--;
                            }
                        }
                    }
                }
            }
            debugLog("onTouchEnd: deltaT:"+deltaT+";deltaX="+(dragEndPoint.x-this.dragStartPoint.x)+";deltaY="+(dragEndPoint.y-this.dragStartPoint.y)+";endItemIndex="+endItemIndex+";intEndItemIndex="+intEndItemIndex);
            
            this.galleryObject.changeCurrentItemIndex(intEndItemIndex, true);
            this.dragStartPoint = undefined;
            this.dragStartTime = undefined;
            this.dragStartX = undefined;
            this.dragStartItemIndex = undefined;
        }
        catch (error) {
            debugLogError(error);
        }
    }
    
    onTouchCancel(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
            debugLogError(error);
        }
    }
}

class Gallery {
    createImageRollElement() {
        this.viewfinderElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-viewfinder")[0];
        this.imageRollElement = this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-roll")[0];
        
        var imageFrameElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-cropper"));
        this.itemCount = imageFrameElementArray.length;
    }
    
    completeItemCaptionElements() {
        //this.itemCaptionRolodexElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-item-caption-rolodex")[0];
        //this.itemCaptionRolodexElement.onclick = stopEventPropagation;
    }
    
    addSelectionDots() {
        this.dotContainerElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-container")[0];
        this.innerDotContainerElement = this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-inner-container")[0];
        if (this.innerDotContainerElement.getBoundingClientRect().width < this.dotContainerElement.getBoundingClientRect().width) {
            var dotExtenderElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.innerDotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-extender"));
            for (var itemIndex = 0; itemIndex < this.itemCount; itemIndex++) {
                var dotExtenderElement = dotExtenderElementArray[itemIndex];
                dotExtenderElement.onclick = this.selectFrame.bind(this, itemIndex);
                var captionID = this.getCaptionElementIDForIndex(itemIndex);
                var dotElement = dotExtenderElement.getElementsByTagName("span")[0];
                dotElement.setAttribute("aria-describedby", captionID);
            }
        } else {
            this.innerDotContainerElement.style.display = 'none';
        }
    }

    completeTree() {
        this.createImageRollElement();
        this.completeItemCaptionElements();
        if (!this.isFullscreen()) {
            this.addSelectionDots();
        }
    }
    
    addWindowEventListeners() {
        window.addEventListener("pageshow", this.onPageShow.bind(this));
        window.addEventListener("pagehide", this.onPageHide.bind(this));
    }
    
    createObservers() {
        this.currentItemObserverArray = [];
        if (this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption").length > 1) {
            this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryCaptionRollManager(this));
        }
        if (!this.isFullscreen()) {
            this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryDotManager(this));
            if (useMouselessButtons()) {
                this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryMouselessButtonsManager(this));
            }
        }
    }
    
    startUp() {
        this.currentItemIndex = -1;
        var newItemIndex = parseInt(this.galleryElement.getAttribute("data-current-item-index"));
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, false);
        
    }
    
    constructor (galleryElement) {
        this.galleryElement = galleryElement;
        
        this.completeTree();
        
        this.viewfinderManager = new GalleryViewfinderManager(this);
        
        this.addWindowEventListeners();
        
        this.createObservers();
        this.imageRollManager = new GalleryImageRollManager(this);
        
        if (!useMouselessButtons()) {
            this.touchManager = new TouchManager(this);
        }
        
        debugLog("Creating gallery " + galleryElement.id);
        
        this.startUp();
    }
    
    isFullscreen() {
        return false;
    }
    
    changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, animate) {
        if (this.currentItemIndex != newItemIndex) {
            if (Math.abs(newItemIndex - this.currentItemIndex) > 1.0) {
                // Animation is supported only between neighbouring frames.
                animate = false;
            }
            this.imageRollManager.onCurrentItemChange(this.currentItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate);
            var intCurrentItemIndex = Math.round(this.currentItemIndex);
            var intNewItemIndex = Math.round(newItemIndex);
            if (intNewItemIndex != intCurrentItemIndex) {
                this.onCurrentItemChange(intCurrentItemIndex, intNewItemIndex, animate);
                this.galleryElement.setAttribute("data-current-item-index", intNewItemIndex);
            }
            this.currentItemIndex = newItemIndex;
            this.updateImagesAXVisibility();
        }
    }

    updateImagesAXVisibility() {
        var currentIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        var images = Array.prototype.slice.call(document.getElementsByClassName("gallery-full-image"));
        images.forEach(function(image, index) {
                       image.setAttribute("aria-hidden", index == currentIndex ? "false" : "true");
                       });
    }
    
    goToPrevFrame() {
        var currentItemIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(currentItemIndex-1, true);
    }
    
    goToNextFrame() {
        var currentItemIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(currentItemIndex+1, true);
    }
    
    selectFrame(newItemIndex) {
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, true);
    }
    
    maximizeFrame() {
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.currentItemObserverArray.forEach(function(observer) {
                                              observer.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate);
                                              });
        
        this.viewfinderManager.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex);
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.viewfinderManager.onPageShow();
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.viewfinderManager.onPageHide();
    }

    getCaptionElementIDForIndex(index) {
        var captionIndex = index+1;
        return this.galleryElement.id + "-caption-" + captionIndex;
    }

    static setButtonVisibility(buttonElement, visible) {
        if (buttonElement) {
            buttonElement.style.opacity = visible ? 1.0 : 0.0;
        }
    }
}

class RegularGallery extends Gallery {
    static setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass(className) {
        var elementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(document.getElementsByClassName(className));
        elementArray.forEach(
                             function(element) {
                             element.style.display = 'none';
                             });
    }
    
    static loadGalleries() {
        this.setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass("gallery-fallback");
        this.setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass("gallery-fallback-separator");
        
        var galleryElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(document.getElementsByClassName("gallery"));
        galleryElementArray.forEach(function(galleryElement) {
                                    galleryElement.style.display = '';
                                    new RegularGallery(galleryElement);
                                    });
    }
}


function Body_onLoad() {
    RegularGallery.loadGalleries();
}
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