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Tires screeched against the wet pavement as I jerked the steering wheel to the left desperately 
trying to avoid hitting the semi-trailer that suddenly appeared in front of us. The right fender 
clipped the corner and the car spun as another vehicle came up, slamming into my door. 
“Bailey!” I screamed as the car rolled. Then everything went black. 
Bright lights swam through my vision. My mother’s blurry face hovered over top of me. I forced 
my eyes open and squinted. “Bailey?” I managed to croak.  My mother took a gentle hold on my 
hand and said, “She’s gone.” A tear slid down my cheek. It was my fault that my best friend had 
just died.  I didn’t even get to say goodbye. 
Thirty-seven years is a long time to live with guilt. I’d had enough to last a lifetime. I turned my 
head away as someone entered my hospital room. “Go away.” My weak voice sounded bitter, 
even to my own ears. 
“I thought you might say that.” An unfamiliar voice greeted my ears. A scowl on my face, I 
slowly looked at the doorway. A woman stood there, dressed in a black suit with a silver pocket 
watch in her hand with an aura of something beyond this world. She walked over, heels clicking 
on the floor and sat on the chair next to my bed. 
“Callahan. Monica Callahan.” She flashed a perfect smile. 
“What do you want?” That smile grated on my already-bad mood. 
“Before you die, I’m sent to give you an option.” I started to protest but she held up a hand. “Just 
hear me out. You have two choices. Die in five hours here or relive any time in your life, for five 
hours. Make your decision, because while I control time, I don’t have all day.” 
“You control time?” I let out a bark of laughter. 
“Let’s find out.” Her French-tipped thumb pushed down on the stem of the pocket watch and a 
loud ticking sound resonated throughout the room. 
A sense so dark that could only be described as death filled the room. A feeling of foreboding 
grabbed me, holding me in it’s terrifying grip. 
“Stop!” I shouted; sweat beading on my upper lip. “Just stop.” 
Click! Monica’s amused voice replaced the feeling of death. “Believe me now, Kelsey? Make 
your decision because your time is ticking.” 
“Fine, I believe you.” I was still shaken by practically tasting death. I took a deep breath, my 
decision now made. “I want to go back to the car accident that killed my best friend.” 
“Your wish is my command.” Monica’s thumb once again pushed on the stem, and the events of 
time were rewound, flashing back faster and faster until it was dizzying. I felt myself growing 
younger until time stopped with a sudden jolt. 
I jerked upright in the leather theater seat. The credits rolled on the screen, and beside me 
someone rose. I glanced over to see it was Bailey.  Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes and I 
blinked them back.   
“Good movie, huh?” Bailey smiled her thousand-watt smile that glowed against her dark skin. 
My mind scrambled to remember what movie we had seen. It came up blank. “Yeah. Great 
movie.” I picked up my purse as we exited the theater and walked to the car in companionable 
silence. As I slid into the car my heart started pounding in my chest. I hadn’t driven since the 
accident. Rain splattered onto the windshield. 
I suddenly remembered we had graduated from high school the week before. “Bailey, what do 
you plan to do with your life?” 
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She shrugged. “I think I’m going to accept that scholarship to Harvard and go into pre-med.” 
My jaw dropped. I hadn’t remembered she had such big plans for her future. Guilt settled in my 
stomach like a rock. It was the guilt that dragged me back to the present. I was doing this to give 
Bailey an opportunity to live the life I stole from her and I couldn’t forget that. Sweat dampened 
my palms as we approached the place where the crash had happened. This time I carefully 
watched the road as the rapid beat of the windshield wipers pounded in my ears. Red taillights 
now glowed in the distance. I slowed the car and patiently waited as the truck turned off towards 
a weigh station.  The terror that held me in such a tight grip that I couldn’t breathe now released 
me with a gush of air. 
Bailey stared at me, concern in her eyes. “Are you okay?” 
I nodded. “Just nervous, that’s all.” 
“Okay.” She sat back in her seat. 
Ten minutes later we pulled safely into Bailey’s driveway. She reached behind the seat and 
grabbed her umbrella. “Want to come in?” 
“Sure.” I grabbed my umbrella and stepped out into the rain. It hit me that I had just done what I 
came back to do and relief left me lightheaded. I splashed through the puddles and onto her 
porch, collapsing the umbrella and setting it down. Bailey opened the door and wiped her feet on 
the mat. We walked into the living room and sat down on the couch. We talked late into the 
evening and I knew my five hours were up when time stopped.  
A bright light suddenly shone, urging me closer. Sadness enveloped me as Bailey’s face came 
into my mind as clear as if I was looking at an image. The sadness faded along with her image as 
reality set in and the light was golden now; beyond it a breathtaking city, shining and perfect. I 
knew there would be no more tears, no more dying, no more grief. I wasn’t going back, but 
moving forward to where I was created for, the place where I belonged and where one day 
Bailey would join me. I was going home. 


