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Amy. 
 

My first life, I remembered her.  

 It was hard not to. She was there, right in my memories. She’d always be. Her flowing 

brown hair, or her scrunched up nose, eyes squinting in the harsh, yet gentle sunlight. Her dress, 

adorned with sunflowers and daisies upon a white-cream fabric. 

 She loved flowers. I remembered that. Her favourites were sunflowers. That never 

changed. She never changed. That was something I appreciated. No matter where I went, she 

was always the same as I remembered.  

 She’d always look at me the same, as well. Lovingly, a little sparkle in the green hues. 

She’d tell me they weren’t green, that they were a bluey-grey, but I always ignored her. I knew 

they were green. She never saw herself the same way I did.  

 We met in different ways. Last time, it was in the field. It’d been raining. I’d swooped 

her off her feet in a fashion like a groom carrying his bride. She’d laughed, kissed my cheek that 

had flower petals stuck to them. The crown she’d put atop my head was melting.  

 The time before that, it was in the coffee shop. That was another of my favourites. The 

sun was out, streaming through the windows and down into her favourite spot. The corner. I’d 

always find her there. The sunlight did well to light her face up, although her smile did that on its 

own.  

 The time before that, was at a library. She wasn’t reading. She never liked that. No, she 

was smelling the pages. Perhaps that was weird. She always did love the smell of books, the 

smell of printed ink and lovingly worn pages. She laughed as I pointed out how weird she was. 

She loved laughing.  
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 I loved her laugh, as well. It was kind. Warm. Reminded me of the first time we met, in 

that festival.  

 It sounds cliché. It probably was. But that’s what made it… good. She was holding cotton 

candy, and I, my sisters’ hand. My sister seemed to know when I met that girl’s eyes, that this 

was the moment I’d never forget, and let go of me to be with the friend I was with.  

 She didn’t tell me her name. I didn’t tell her mine. It was a strange interaction. I offered 

my arm out, and she took it, a curve to her lips and a glow to her eyes. We went on all the rides. 

The carousel, the slight roller coaster that was probably made for kids, even the bumper cars.  

 I won her a stuffed bear. She probably still has it now. In all the lives I met her, that was 

my first gift. Perhaps it was destiny.  

 And then we’d gone on the Ferris Wheel. The main attraction for that festival, in fact. 

She told me she’d been wanting to go on it all night.  

 So we did.  

 I’d helped her finish her cotton candy in the long line the Ferris Wheel had. Her tongue 

was blue, and she told me mine was too. We laughed about it.  

 And then we’d gone on it. She held my hand the whole time. She wasn’t scared of 

heights, she’d informed me. She just wanted to hold my hand. Thinking back, I’d probably 

blushed. It was sunset though, so my face was shining red by the dying light of the sun anyways.  

 I’d kissed her, there, at the peak of the wheel. She’d kissed me back, and then we sat 

there, looking like stupid idiots caught in love.  

 Cliché. That’s all it was. Falling in love at a festival. Sharing cotton candy. Kissing on the 

top of a Ferris Wheel. Holding her hand as I walked her with the bear I’d won for her.  

 But it was nice. It was.  
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 I didn’t know her name when she left, watching her parent’s car back out of the festival 

parking lot. I didn’t know her name when I saw her again, walking down the street as we gave 

each other a slight wave and a contained smile as we passed.  

 And then I knew it when I heard someone call to her in a flower shop.  

 Amy.  

 Amy. It fit her. Of course, it fit her. Everything about her, just… was her. Her eyes, only 

Amy could have. Her hair, her smile, was her.  

 Or I was a lovestruck fool with eyes for only her.  

 I began to see her everywhere, even if she wasn’t. I saw her in my morning coffee, the 

cream swirling into a smile; the one I dreamed of. I saw her in ocean stones, green rocks 

reminding me of her eyes. I heard her in the forest, the whispering breeze calling my name in 

exactly her voice.  

 She was everywhere I was. I often wondered if she saw me everywhere too.  

 But I was just a lovestruck fool. There was no way I wasn’t.  

I searched for her in every life, not sleeping until I found her, and told her all of my love. 

 I always left out the obvious. It seemed wrong to tell her. It was wrong as it was. In every 

life, I left it out, ignoring the painfully prominent fact that despite her being mine, she wasn’t 

mine.  

 In my first life, Amy and I got married. She chose the venue, a sunny field in a place that 

didn’t matter to me. She wore a flowing white dress, with a crown of calla lilies and heliotropes 

atop her head. She was bare foot. It was fitting.  

 The ring was simple. I’d spent most my savings on it. It was worth it. She could’ve lit up 

the sky with how brightly she beamed when I placed it on her finger.  
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 Her vows were long. Mine were short, but I hope she understood the feelings it conveyed.  

  We were happy for a couple years. It was short, looking back. But I always remember 

my first life. Every single detail. Every morning, when we woke up beside each other, she’d stare 

into my eyes and kiss my nose. Always. 

 I didn’t realize how much I loved it until she stopped.  

 She got the diagnosis on our anniversary date. I suppose that was another cliché. A happy 

day, tainted with the memory of a hand clasped over the mouth, tears leaking out of tightly shut 

green eyes.  

 I was there, with her, though. I was there to hold her hand. I promised I always would. I 

read that paper, the diagnosis, every day, scanning for the prank, for the joke, for the scrawled 

writing that they were just pulling our legs and that she just had the flu.  

 It wasn’t a joke.  

 She refused treatment. I learned how to knit, blankets upon blankets of woolen fleece 

piled up on her body as she still shivered from the cold.  

 I hated cancer.  

 She told me she’d rather spend days with me, sick, then days away, getting treatment that 

the doctors said wouldn’t matter in the long run.  

 It was terminal.  

 I shared what little warmth I had with her. She feared passing what she had to me, even 

when I told her she was being stupid. Of course, I’d be there for her, hold her when she cried, 

protect her.  

 I must’ve knitted at least 150 blankets. I used to joke she looked like a cocoon, 

swallowed beneath the fibers of white, of yellow, of every colour combination I knew would 
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make her hrappy. I sewed flowers onto them, a little hat of sunflowers and daisies to brighten her 

spirits when she was cold on a summer’s day.  

 I bought us a beach home, for the remainder of her days. She always liked the sun. It was 

good for her bones, she informed me. I told her she sounded like an old woman.  

 She often just stood on the beach, not moving, just standing there. I used to think she’d 

stand there forever, if I hadn’t carried her inside. Often, I wouldn’t catch her until it was 

sundown, and the last sliver of sun was gone from the sky.  

 And then she was gone.  

 I paid for the funeral. Scattered her ashes into the festival grounds where we first met, the 

wind carrying what was left of her into the air.  

 She didn’t kiss my nose anymore. I folded the blankets and put them away. I cried.  

 Then I saw her again.  

 It was a second life. It had to be. I didn’t care how it came to be. I didn’t think too much 

of the technicalities of the whole thing. It could’ve been fate, putting me wherever she was, 

whenever. I saw her saw thousands of times, kissed her even more.  

 But in every life, I cried the same, always knowing the outcome. She’d always be taken. 

My fingers would always be worn by the knitting needles, bandages covering the tips.  

 It was the same. 

 But I wouldn’t change it for the world.  


