 Chapter One
Day 5

The cool breeze touches my skin, and I can smell the dusty, wet ground that comes with the weather. 
“You’re awake.”
“Yes, mom. It’s about to rain, isn’t it?” 
My bed presses down, then I feel her warm embrace. “Yes, son. Come, let’s go downstairs. Dinner is ready.” She says.
“I’m not hungry, mom. I’ll come downstairs when I’m ready.” 
“Okay.” She says. “Or you can call me. I’ll bring it to you.” She walks to the window and slides it down. “We don’t want you catching a cold.”
“Thanks, mom. Don’t shut the door, please.”
Five days left until my operation. It’s been four years since the accident. Feels like it’s always been this way.
***
4 Years ago, November

His palm in my palm, my dad's hands feel cold. My ears have become accustomed to the beeping sound of the computer in his room; it's as though they are in the background of everything, and my consciousness is only aware of my dad and myself.
"You're still here, Samuel. You didn't go to school today?" My dad says. His voice now sounds like someone fighting to stay alive.
"I did. I just...got into some trouble, so I left." 
My dad's eyes narrow a little bit as he stares at me. "Where's your mom?" He asks.
"She's…speaking with the doctor outside." I say. 
Just then, my mom walks in with the doctor. She looks at me, but I quickly catch something to stare at on the other side of the room. 
"Mr. Column Brown, you will go home now; your wife has done the necessary. I will send a nurse to assist in packing."
"Thank you, Doctor." My mom says, smiling.
"You're welcome, Mrs. Brown." He says, then leaves.
"Why isn't he in school?" Dad asks; Mom sits at the foot of his bed.
Looking at me, "Samuel got into trouble in school." She says.
"Mom!" I push the chair back as I stand.
"Quiet young man!" She shouts. "Quiet young man, we're in a hospital. I have a lot of work to do, but I got a call from your principal for the third time this week."
"Mom." I say.
My dad's eyes turn to me. "Samuel, don't give your mom trouble. Apologize."
"I—I'm sorry, Mom." I say. I notice that my shoes aren't laced.

***
Present

“Hmm, Mom, what’s this?” I ask.
“Jollof rice. Used to be your dad’s favorite. I haven’t prepared it in a while, so I cooked it today.” She says.
“Wow! This is really delicious, mom.” 
“You’re welcome. Do you want some more?” She asks
“Nah, I’m good,” I say. “The rain has finally stopped.”
“Yes. Do you want me to open up the window?” She asks.
I smile. “Yes, please.”
“Mom, what if this operation is like the rest?” I can now feel the cool, fresh air on my skin again. She sits on my bed and holds my hands.
“Have faith. We’d keep looking till we find someone. Okay?” She says.
“Okay, mom.”
“Okay.” She says. “I’ll pack your plates. You should rest—few more days to go.”
“Good night, mom.”
“Good night, Samuel.”
Chapter Two
Day 4

3 Years Ago, April

“I’m sorry, madam, but if Sam continues with this—this behavior of his, we’re going to have to expel him from this school.”
“Principal Frank, I think that’s a little too much.” Mom says her brown eyes have water in them.
The principal turns to me, then to my mom. “I don’t know why he changed, but I believe he’s still a good boy inside there.”
“Sam, get up. Let’s go home.” She takes out her handkerchief and wipes her eyes. “Now!”
The chair screeches as I rise, walking in front of her. 
“Thank you, Principal Frank. I’ll make sure this does not repeat itself.” She says at the door.
“You’re welcome. I trust.”

***
Present

“Where are we going, mom?” I ask.
“I don’t know. I thought since I’m off duty today, we should go have fun, mother-to-son day.”
“Thanks, mom, for all you do.” I say, then smile.
I’m only hearing the sound of the car as we are moving.
“Mom?” 
“I’m here, son. I’m here.”
“Are you crying?” I ask.
“Crying? No—no, I am happy.” She caresses my hair. “I’m sure your dad will be happy with you.”
I smile. “Thanks.”

***
3 Years Ago, April

I’m looking out the car window, watching as we pass every house. The feeling never gets old; it reminds me of when I was younger.
“Are you listening to me!” My mom screams. “Your dad is going to be so disappointed in you. What made you punch that kid?”
“I don’t know.” I say.
“What made you punch that kid?”
“I don’t know.” I say, still watching the cinematic view through the car window.
“What made you punch that boy!?” She screams.
“I don’t know!” I say, panting, looking at her in the eyes. “You wouldn’t understand even if I said the reason. You wouldn’t.”
She stretches her hand and turns on the radio. A country song is playing. My mom loves country music.
“If anything is bothering you, you can always speak to me. I’m here to listen to you because I love you and am your mom.”
I take a deep breath in and out. “Alright, mom.”

***
Present 

I'm hearing loud music from a distance, the voices of many people.
"Where are we going, mom?" I ask.
"There's a carnival. I thought you'd want to go out and eat all the amazing food since you missed them all this time."
"Carnival!" I shout, with a smile on my face. I hear my mom laughing. This makes me laugh.
As we get close to the carnival, the music gets louder. I hear laughing people screaming in excitement, and just then, I hear a voice I haven't heard in a long time.
"Hey!"
"Sasha?"
"So, you can tell it's me. Impressive." She says.
"What are you doing here? I thought you didn't like things like this." I say.
"Well, people change. Don't they?" She says, holding my hand.
"People change, people do change." I say.


Chapter Three
Day 3

“Good morning, mom.”
“Good morning, honey. Did you sleep fine?” 
“Yes, mom.”
It’s Saturday morning. I can hear the morning birds chirping, the sound of a typical Saturday morning. 
“Did you have fun with your friends yesterday?” she asks.
“Yeah, mom. Thank you.”
My friends, it’s been so long since I had those. Everything yesterday felt like I never left. 
“So, who is she?” my mom asks.
“Who?”
“Sasha.” She says.
“Oh! Sasha.” I say, smiling. “She’s a friend, back from school.”
“She was nice. How were you able to recognize her voice after all this time? She must have been special.” She gives me a light punch on my shoulder. 
“Mom, I was in grade 8.” I say.
“Now you all are in grade 12, though your lectures are from home.” Her warm hands now holding mine. “Food is ready. I should dish it.”
“Thanks, mom.” I say. “What are we having?”
“Smell.” She says, placing the food in front of me.
I take short breaths in. “Pancakes—and, hmm, syrup?”
“You are correct.” She says clapping. “Let’s eat, my boy.”

***
3 Years ago, May

I’m watching as my mom cries. There is nothing I can do to help. I feel like my heart is about to tear from my chest. Soon, I heard the ambulance siren.
“He is inside.” She says.
My dad had died in his sleep. I don’t want to imagine how my mom feels. You say goodnight to someone and can’t even say good morning. What is life all about?
I’m standing in front of my parent’s room like a ghost. I’m just standing, observing everything happening. The medics carry my dad’s dead body from the room. Now, I notice an empty, dark room.

***
Present
I’m sitting on my mom’s bed. Take a deep breath in, then out. I imagine my dad alive. He and I would probably be fixing his car tires or my bicycle tires in the garage. “A man must learn to care for his things and possessions.” He always said.
Spreading my arms, I fall back on the bed.

***
3 Years ago, May

“You need to be here for your mom.” Aunt Cherry says. 
Aunt Cherry is my dad’s twin sister. She’s the only sibling my dad has.
“She says you’ve been getting into a lot of trouble lately. Please, boy,” she puts her hand on my shoulder, “you two must love each other. She’s all you’ve got, and you’re all she’s got.”
I lower my shoulder and then turn to the stairs. “I understand.” I say walking up the stairs.
I sit on my bed and start crying. Two weeks since my father passed away, and for the first time, I’m actually crying, realizing that I will never get to see my old man anymore.


Chapter Four
Day 2

3 Years ago, June

“I can’t see, I can’t see mom.” I say in my mom’s embrace. I feel her chin on my head.
“I’m sorry, son. I’m sorry.” She says. 

***
Present

It’s not her fault. It was never her fault, now that I think about it. But somehow, I put the blame on her. I made her feel like she was the cause of what happened to me. I’m sorry, mom.
“What did you say?” My mom asks. 
“I said I am sorry, Mom. For everything.” 
“What are you talking about, Samuel?” She asks, sitting at the foot of my bed. “What do you mean you’re sorry?”
“Mom, everything I’ve done and said—I was a foolish child. You were and are always there for me.”
“No,” she moves closer, grabs my hand, “you’re not a foolish child, Samuel. Maybe if—” she sighs.
“Mom,” I say, smiling, “I just want you to know that you’re the best, and I didn’t realize it. None of this was ever your fault.”
For some reason, after telling my mom she was never at fault, my heart feels light. I feel peaceful. 
“Mom.” I say.
“Yes?” She responds.
“Even if I don’t see again, nothing changes. Good night.” I say.
“Good night.” She says. 

3 Years ago, June

“We’ll have to change your school, young man.” My mom says she’s driving.
“Why?” I ask, staring out the car window as usual.
“I’m getting too busy with work. I want you to be in a school closer to home.” 
“Why, Mom? I don’t want to go to a new school.” I say, looking at her.
“Samuel, this is not an argument. We’re changing your school.” She says, one hand in her bag, trying to reach for her phone.
“I hate you.” I say.
“What did you say?” She asks, using her shoulder to support the phone in her ear.
“I said I hate you!”
While my mom was trying to reach for her phone, her hand wasn’t so tough on the steering, and the car had entered the other lane in the opposite direction. It was too late when she realized the delivery van in the opposite direction hit us on the side.
I remember the car somersaulted twice. I remember everything turned black. I remember hearing sirens for a while. I remember waking up in the hospital with my mom next to me, crying.
“I’m—I’m sorry, son.” She says, hugging me.
“I can’t see you. Where am I, mom?” 
I feel her embrace get tougher. “Is this normal, Doctor? Why can’t he see?”

***
Present

Since that day, there has not been a day that went by without me reminding my mom that it was her fault. Sasha was right. It was never my mom’s fault.
 
“People change; you should give it a try, Sam. I hope the next time I see you, you are smiling.” Sasha’s exact words that night played in my head.

“People change.” I say in my mind and smile.



Chapter 5
Day 1

A year ago, February

“Why did you insist on coming in even after my mom said I’m in no mood to see anyone.” 
“Your room is lovely.” Sasha says. “Can I sit?”
“Since you can see, I’m sure you see I don’t have a chair in my room.”
“Well, I told your mom I wouldn’t be long, and I wanted to see how you’re doing.” She says.
“I don’t need your pity. I’m handling everything just fine.”
“You don’t seem like you’re doing fine, Samuel. You changed right after your dad got sick.”
I take a deep in, then out. “What do you want, Sasha?”
“I don’t know why I waited until after all these years, but I miss that sweet Sam I knew in 7th and 8th grade.” She says.
“Maybe if you were in my shoes, you’d understand,” I say.
“You’re right. I’m not in your shoes. But I sure as hell wouldn’t blame anyone for an accident that could have happened to anyone. People change, Sam. I know the person you’ve been and are now, isn’t you.” She says, her two hands holding my hand.
“People change; you should give it a try, Sam.” She puts her hand on my shoulder. “I hope the next time I see you, you are smiling. Good night.”

***
Present

“Mom.”
“Yeah?” she responds.
“Can I make a request?” I ask.
“Okay, what’s that?” she asks.
“After the operation, your face is the first thing I want to see. I want to see your face outside the hospital.”
“Alright, son.” She says.
“Thanks.” I say, smiling.

6 weeks after the surgery

It was D-day. I can hear the birds singing, the morning wind crossing my skin. 
"Alright, Sam, your mom is right in front of you. I'm Doctor Aisha, and I'll be taking off."
"Are you ready, Sam?" my mom asks.
My heart is pounding so fast, and it almost feels like my shirt is moving because of how fast my heart is beating.
"I—I'm not sure." I say, my hand on my chest.
"Just relax, okay? You've got this." Dr. Aisha says.
 "Just be calm, okay, Sam!" My mom yells.
I take a deep breath in, then out. "Okay. Okay. I'm ready, doctor."
Slowly, I feel the pressure around my eye gets light. The bandage is coming off. 
"Keep your eyes shut until I tell you open, okay boy." Dr. Aisha says.
"Okay." I say.
"Are you ready?" She asks.
"Yes—Yes, I am." I say.
"Open." She says.
I'm slowly breathing out with my mouth as I open my eyes, slowly. My legs start to shake, and I fall to the ground, crying.
"Sam! Sam?" My mom says, rubbing my back. "What's going on?"
"You look so beautiful, mom." I say, hugging her.
Her eyes open wide, and jaws apart. She hugged me more. 
"I love your dread, Dr. Aisha." I say, smiling.
"It was a success." The doctor says. "Congratulations."
