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Sitting on the dock, I stare uplake. Settled in a worn lawn chair, I can feel the water kiss my feet

through the boards beneath me. The temperature of the water sends chills through my spine.

It’s been seven years, but I still feel it all. It feels as though only a month has passed, or perhaps a

lifetime. Her absence is obvious, there being an empty lawn chair beside me. The wind pushes it

slightly back, as if to rid me of my memories of her. I reach for the chair and hold it steady, angry

at the wind’s intentions.

If I closed my eyes, her soft hand was in mine.

If I closed my eyes, she was spinning in circles on the lawn in that lavender dress of hers.

If I closed my eyes, she was here, inches from my face.

The second I wake up, I am reminded of the absence of my wife. The feeling of her absence

causes the liquids in my stomach to solidify into ice, while for the rest of the day, melting,

sending chills through my bones.

Her name was Emmaline, but I got to call her Emmy.

“My Emmy,” I would whisper, running my hand across her cheek. And a smile would creep onto

her face as she lay half asleep in the early morning light.



She filled every room with light. She brought color into every corner. But it’s gray now. And

often windy too. I rarely go outdoors, in fear that I may leave myself outside until the cold makes

my body grow stiff.

There’s nothing and no one on earth like my wife and everyone around me knows it. When the

sky is painted with oranges and pinks and glowy white creams, I convince myself that the sky is

as beautiful as my wife. But I am wrong and I know it deep down inside. And everyone around

me knows it too.

There’s nothing on earth like grief. The slowness of breath and the meaningless days following a

loved one’s death. Our children understand and often bring company. But soon, they are

saddened and leave. It’s been too long to be this sad, they say. And while I understand, I don’t

listen. Because since I was 5 years old, I’ve had Emmy by my side. I knew her better than I

know myself. So until someone brings me a manual on how to live life without Emmaline, I will

stay here, missing her. I haven’t laughed since the day she passed, and I can’t bring myself to

find a love for music or art or dancing in pouring rain.

Those were Emmy’s to love.

I’ve taken down all of the canvases in our living room. Every morning while I would brew a pot

of black coffee, my knees would buckle at the sight of them and the memory of her falling in



love with the paintings became vivid and alive in my head. But the living room lacks color now.

In every sense of the word. It’s not only me who misses her dearly.

Piper, our black lab is still in love with her, waiting for her to arrive home every evening. She

lies beside the door and whines. When a car slows to a stop outside the cabin, Piper sits up and

thumps her tail on the cold tile. After a few moments, she slumps down on the kitchen floor and

repeats the process for most of the day. And at the end of every day, Piper trudges back to our

bedroom and finds a place next to me in the empty bed. Piper watches me move from the bed to

the rocking chair, from the rocking chair to the couch, and from the couch to the bed once more.

Piper lays her head in my lap while the winds howl outside, her ears perking every few minutes

at the possible sound of Emmaline. Piper doesn’t understand this kind of loss, but frankly, neither

do I. We just know how to miss her and long for her.

Emmaline loved few places more than this small cabin in the corner of the lake. So I like to

spend most days here, with the occasional trip to the supermarket, and to the back pew at the

local church. They say time’s supposed to heal, but I haven’t done a lot of that. I’ll never stop

missing my Emmy. I’ll never stop yearning for her presence.

Emmy was an angel long before she passed,

So, is she in heaven? I hope so.

But here? Uplake? In my arms? No.


