
Prologue 

Her name is Olivia.  
She has your eyes. 

      That is all the postcard said. No return address. No picture on the front. Two short lines 

written in perfect handwriting, with the O formed by a deep, black swirl of the pen. He knew her 

writing; he would know it anywhere. He picked up the postcard, a plain white card with only a 

stamp in the top right corner, and smelled it. The card was sterile and foreign in his nose. He was 

expecting some sort of hint of recollection from her, but there was only a stamp of the red, white, 

and blue waving in the wind. 

      An American flag: he wondered if she had chosen that particular stamp on purpose. He 

rubbed his fingers over the words hoping to uncover a sort of hidden message, but of course 

there was none. He held it up to his nose again, hoping to catch her scent, but it was only post 

office stationary. There was no trace of her perfume. There was no lingering promise of 

something more. 

      The writing slightly smeared where the first drop of water hit. His tears quickly soaked the 

white card until it was almost illegible, but the words had already been scarred into his memory. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 



Part I  
Myrtle Beach, South Carolina  

  

   

*** 

      This was not going to be easy. Erin rested her shaking hand on the growing bump where her 

chiseled abdominal muscles had once been. No, this would not be easy at all, she thought. The 

traffic light turned green and she followed the cars in front of her.  Another late evening trip to 

the store for chocolate ice cream and beef jerky. The odd combination was the only thing that 

sounded remotely appetizing to her, even though it made everyone around her feel slightly 

nauseated. Being nauseated was a feeling she could easily relate to. Even five months into this 

pregnancy adventure, she woke up in the mornings feeling queasy. 

      It was not just the baby doing small somersaults on her bladder that made her feel uneasy, it 

was the whole situation. She was twenty-two years old, pregnant, and single. She was single for 

the first time since she began playing the dating game in high school. It was not that she had 

always needed someone in her life, but more than anything, it was the way her love life had all 

come crashing down. 

      Months had crept by since that night. Erin remembered that evening like it was yesterday. 

Most times she was able to keep the memories at bay, but her spicy beef jerky could only stifle 

the gnawing ache of loneliness for so long. As she pulled into her driveway, she slung her purse 

and the plastic bag over her wrist and took a deep breath before shutting off the engine. 

      She walked to her front door and ignored the answering machine’s blinking red light. She 

sank into the soft overstuffed chair and found the sticky spoon from the night before still resting 

on the end table. The ice cream had already begun to melt, but the taste was just what her aching 

heart needed. The television waned in the background as her mind took her down memory lane 

back to him. It felt like just yesterday when it had all began... 
 


