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            I thumbed through my phone as Adrian started his car and pulled down Main Street. I had a text from Monica that she sent last night:

Monica:
Ember, I talked to Adrian. Get sleep, I’ll be at your apartment waiting for you tomorrow.

 

I had an email from my boss:

November,

I received a call and email from David Bryson very early this morning. I also spoke with Bo. Take the week off and call me when you can. I’m sorry all of this happened. –Carrie.

 

Finally, there was a text from Bo:

Bowan
: I know you’ll ignore me if I call, and I don’t dare try to see you in person right now. I love you November. When I said forever, I meant it. I’ll never stop loving you. Please forgive me. Forgive me.

 

Sleep didn’t erase the emotional pain, and I bit my lip as I slid my phone back in to my bag.

“Hey, what’s in that bag?” I as
ked Adrian, noting a paper gift bag
on top of my suitcase.

Adrian shrugged, “Bo said it’s yours - that you never opened the card. If you want me to take it
-”

“No,” I interrupted, “I’ll just open it . . .” I hesitated as I ran my thumb under the seal.

The square card held a CD. I gestured to Adrian to put the CD in his player as I read the note Bo wrote:

November Blue,

You’ve given me the most perfect ten days that anyone could ever dream of having. I love you more each day, and plan to love you more for however many days I have left on this Earth.

 

The note slipped through my hands and hit the floor of
the
car as the music started, and familiar voices filled the
space around us,

“Don’t know what time it is, I’ve been up for way to long

and I’m too tired to sleep . . .”

“That’s me . . . and Monica
. . . and Bo, from the first night we sang together at Finnegan’s. It was the first night I met
him
. It’s The Wailin’ Jennys - Josh must have recorded it . . .” I pushed Adrian’s hand out of the way
when
he tried to turn off the music. “Don’t . . . we sounded awesome.” I managed a grin as I leaned in to the headrest and watched Concord fly past my window.

“
. . . then maybe I’ll walk a while,
and
feel the earth beneath me . . .”

The song slapped me across the face as I heard Bo’s voice join mine, a  cappella, through the speakers. I reached for the card on the floor and opened the composition book to slide it in. As I opened the front cover, I noticed there was writing on the left side, opposite Bo’s transcription of the lullaby:

“There is the kiss of welcome and of parting, the long, lingering, loving, present one; the stolen, or the mutual one; the kiss of love, of joy, and of sorrow; the seal of promise and receipt of fulfillment.” ~Thomas C. Haliburton

I didn’t feel Adrian pull the car over, but I knew we were stopped. My face was buried in his chest; his embrace tried to hush my body-quaking sobs right there on the side of the road.

My soul felt more battered than my body, but it begged me to stay; to find Bo and try to understand just one more time. My mind, however, couldn’t process
anymore hurt - any more lies.
I handed my soul to Bo Cavanaugh, and was given bloodied knees and a busted face in return. I was broken. For the first time in my life I was broken, and it was at the hands of the cruel temptress “Reckless Abandon.” Our souls had gone out ahead of us and made plans they couldn’t promise they’d keep, and I was left in a sobbing heap.

“Shh,” Adrian whispered in to the top of my head. “It’s going to be alright.”

“What if it’s not? I loved him, Adrian. What am I supposed to do?” I had no strength to pull my head from his chest - I kept sobbing.

Adrian rested his chin on the top of my head, and I felt him shrug. There weren’t any words that could resuscitate my soul - not today.

Somewhere, in between my incoherent
wails and whispers of reassurance from Adrian, loneliness let herself in and swallowed my soul.
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