Time Moves On
By Candise Baker 


Never in a million years did I think I would be celebrating my 93rd birthday. Surrounded by all my friends and family, kids, grandkids, and even great great grandchildren. This cold and brisk December has been one for the record books. The windy winter days and brisk nights chill me straight to the bone. My family knew not to surprise me because of my fragile state, so they casually invited me over to celebrate my 93 years of life. It’s been a blessing getting to see everyone in the same place at the same time. Children running around with their limitless energy. Adults chatting with one another drinking wine and laughing. Life hasn’t always been this kind to me. People come and people go. I mourned the loss of my husband, the love of my life, a few years ago and my heart has been shattered ever since. In fact, I haven’t really got out of the house much. I just prefer staying home surrounded by all of the memories we once shared. Now that everyone is here, I’m reminded of this secret that I’ve held inside for many many years. It has been buried deep inside me and now it crawling its way out. I don’t know how much time I have left on this Earth and I feel as though I have nothing else to lose, so I must find my children and tell them the truth. I look around the party, slowly turning my head and scanning the rooms for my three lovely children. Just as I spot my two daughters, I hear a loud clanking of a glass. My son is standing there tapping his wine glass with a spoon.
“May I have everyone’s attention” my son demands.
The room fills with silence. 
My heart beats like a drum inside my chest. Everyone in the room turns to look right at me. I feel overwhelmed with emotion. I feel like everyone can hear my thoughts. This secret that I’ve held for so long. The room begins to spin, the words of my son echo like I’m inside a tunnel. My armpits and hands start sweating and the darkness fills my eyes as I fall straight to the ground. 
	
“Oh, my God! Did you see what just happened?  Elizabeth screamed. 
	“I was on the other side of the room, but heard a thump” Cadence answered. 
Will came running towards his mother trying to assess the situation. 
	“Someone call for help.” 
The room stood still, the tension was so thick you could cut it with a knife. Nobody moved. 
	“Someone call for help NOW!” Will repeated with authority. 
Elizabeth and Cadence quickly ran towards the chaos to be by their mother’s side. Cadence, the youngest of the three fumbled for her cellphone and shakily dialed 9-1-1. 
“9-1-1 What’s your emergency?” you could hear the operator through the phone in the silence. 
Tears poured down Cadence’s face and she froze. Will, the oldest child, grabbed the phone from her hands and said, “We have an emergency! Come now! The address is 5130 Edgeview Rd. We need a medic” and then hung up the phone to be attentive to his mom. 
Elizabeth, who was standing by like a deer in headlights, began nervously asking questions. 
“How did this happen?” “Did anyone see what exactly caused this?” 
Will, the calmest of the siblings, took a deep breathe, “I started giving my speech and there was a loud noise and the crowd spread out around her.” He took another deep breathe and asked Elizabeth what she saw. “I don’t know.” Tears flooded as the sobbing began. “Me and Cadence were standing by the bar reminiscing and noticed the crowd moving in a circle around mom” 
Cadence jumped in, “Mom looked a little pale earlier when you started your speech.” The three adult children kneeled by their mother’s side, waiting for the ambulance to arrive, hoping this wouldn’t be their last memory of their beloved mother. 

