
You Know Where to Find MeYou Know Where to Find Me
Jacob Stebleton

What’s the reason for hope if nothing’s left to hope for?
What’s the meaning of life if you can’t live anymore?

And why should there be windows if there’s never a door?

* * *

Lilly massaged her brow as she pondered the words she had written. “Good 
enough for now,” she mumbled to herself, closing her notebook. “Not what I 
want, but good enough for now.”

She shivered and glanced out the window, almost expecting to 
see snowflakes falling from the sky—but this was June. Even so, the cloudy 
evening sky was cold and gray: a sign of an impending storm.

Turning her attention from her writing, she stood from her desk and 
shivered again as she turned off the lamp. She could feel a pit forming in her 
stomach, as it always did when a storm was approaching. Those storms always 
brought back memories of a time she wanted to forget. But I don’t think I will, 
she thought. 

As she began to close the curtains, a flash of lightning lit up the sky. 
A few taps sounded from above: the first raindrops landing on the roof. A 
moment later, a low rumble of thunder sounded, and the rain intensified.

Sighing, Lilly stepped away from the window and climbed into bed. 
Her heartbeat quickened as she lay there in the darkness, trying to clear her 
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mind. “I’m safe,” she said to reassure herself. “Nothing’s going to hurt me.” 
Still the possibility lurked in the back of her memory: what if she was wrong?

She turned to her side and grabbed a small stuffed dog that lay on 
her bed. As she clutched it against her chest, she replayed in her mind her 
seventh birthday—the day her mother had given it to her. She cared not that 
it seemed childish at her age; this dog was the last memento she had from 
her mother.

A loud clap of thunder startled Lilly from her thoughts. She clutched 
the dog tighter, her heart pounding, and prayed that tonight would not echo 
that fateful day. 

The room lit up for an instant as lightning flashed through the 
curtains once more, and another thunderclap boomed overhead. A feeling 
of overwhelming dread washed over Lilly as she lay there in the darkness of 
her room, and she felt a chill roll down her spine. There was no reason for her 
to believe she was in any kind of danger—and yet she could not shake the 
panic from her mind. She had lived through dozens of storms since that day, 
but this one felt different somehow. Something was wrong, that much she 
knew—but what?

The rain continued to pound on the roof as Lilly drifted into a  
restless sleep.

Lights, sirens, smoke—a suffocating smoke filled the air as water met fire. 
The storm was over, but now flames lit up the night, engulfing the house, as 
she watched from the sidewalk across the street. The young girl clung to her 
father’s arm as they huddled together, watching the horrifying scene unfold. 
She stared at the burning house with anxious, terrified eyes, waiting for her 
mother to appear in the doorway and join them. A firefighter had hurried into 
the house a few minutes ago, but since then there had been no sign of activity.
Then a silhouette appeared through the smoke. The girl’s heart sank as she rec-
ognized the lone firefighter carrying something large over his shoulder. Tears 
rose into her eyes and streamed down her face when the man approached her 
father, apologizing profusely. “It was too late,” the firefighter was saying. “I’m 
so sorry, sir.”
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Even as she averted her eyes, the girl knew what had happened. Everything 
had happened so quickly, but instantly she regretted waiting to wake her par-
ents. She regretted that paralyzing fear—and if she had only been braver, then 
her mother might have been—

Something startled Lilly awake. She immediately began breathing 
heavily, her heart pounding, and leapt out of bed as quickly as she was able. 
“Mom!” she cried without knowing. “Dad!” 

As she rushed to her bedroom door, she realized for the first time 
that the storm had ended. She forced a sigh of relief to assure herself that 
everything was okay, but still the apprehension remained in the back of her 
mind. Stepping back to her desk, she flicked on the lamp and slowly opened 
the curtains.

The sky was still dark. The street outside was empty and eerily silent. 
The air was damp and chill.

Closing the curtains once more, Lilly glanced at her desk, 
remembering the words she had written the evening before. The same 
feeling of overwhelming dread and despair remained in her mind. What had 
happened?

Suddenly her bedroom door swung open to reveal Lilly’s father. “Lilly,” 
the man gasped, clutching at his chest. “Please—get someone. I can’t—”

“Dad! What’s wrong?” she cried. She hurried to his side as he 
staggered toward her, and he reached out to lean on his daughter for support.

“I—don’t know,” the man gasped. “The storm—I started panicking—
now I can’t—”

Lilly tensed and allowed her father to lean on her shoulder. “Can’t 
what?” she asked. “Are you okay?”

“Can’t… breathe,” the man said, and he immediately released his grip 
on Lilly’s shoulder and collapsed to the floor.

“No—Dad, please. Dad!” Lilly sank to her knees, tears suddenly 
streaming unabated down her cheeks. “Dad!” Dissolving into hysteria, she 
placed a desperate hand on her father’s chest. 
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“Lilly,” her father whispered, “be strong. I’m proud of you. I love y—” 
his voice caught in his throat as he seized and was still.

* * *

Not until she arrived at the cemetery did the gravity of the situation make itself 
known to her: She was alone. No one would ever be able to understand her pain. I don’t 
want to burden anyone anymore.

The procession was smaller than her mother’s had been. Lilly remembered 
how her father had fallen into a deep depression after his wife had passed; that he 
had quickly grown bitter and protective of his daughter. She was his world, and he was 
hers—but now her world was gone. She had spent the last four years doing everything 
she could to help her father through his grief, through the nightmares, through the panic 
attacks—but it had all been in vain. Her only purpose in life had been taken from her.

She tuned out the priest’s final prayers; she averted her eyes when they were 
lowering her father into the ground. She passively accepted sympathy from her father’s 
few close friends, and they all left her to grieve within the cemetery. There was no reason 
for her to do any more, she figured—after all, she felt somehow responsible.

The hours passed in silence. Once the flow of tears finally ceased, Lilly lifted 
her gaze to the sky for a moment. Then she pulled a pen and a scrap of paper from her 
pocket and began to write.

Just as she finished the last stroke of the pen, a timid voice sounded from 
somewhere behind her. “Lilly?”

She folded up the scrap of paper and turned to see a man about her age 
standing several yards away. “Who are you?” she asked softly. “What are you doing 
here?”

“I… heard what happened,” he began. “I’m sorry for your loss. I just wanted 
to say that—I’m here if you need anyone. My name’s Mark, by the way—Mark Jackson. I 
worked with your dad once upon a time, and I believe we’ve met before.”

Lilly caught the corners of her mouth rising for an instant. “Thanks,” she 
mumbled, her voice emotionless. 

A minute of uncomfortable silence passed. “Mind if I sit?” Mark asked.
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“I won’t stop you,” Lilly told him, staring at the ground. Something deep in her 
heart was glad for his company—and yet she found herself compelled to suppress the 
emotion.

Mark approached her and sat in the grass a few feet away. “I can’t imagine how 
you must be feeling,” he told her. “Is there anything I can do to help you?”

“No,” came the simple answer.

“I wish I could have known him better.” Mark’s voice was barely 
audible. “That’s what they all say, I guess, but that doesn’t make it any less 
true.”

Lilly paused for a moment. “He was a good man,” she began. “Ever 
since we… lost my mother, he made me his world, and he became my world.” 
She turned to face him. 

“You know, I hope you don’t mind—” Mark said, “but he told me a lot 
about you. He actually wanted me to give you something when the time was 
right.”

“Oh?”

Mark pulled a folded envelope from his pocket. “He knew about the 
poems you write, of course, and he decided to write something for you. I don’t 
know when he wrote it or what it says—only that he trusted me with keeping it 
safe. Here,” he added, offering it to her.

As Lilly accepted the envelope, the questions raced through her mind. 
If only I could ask him, she thought. She opened it to find a yellowed sheet of 
paper folded up inside. 

Hesitating, she carefully unfolded the letter and began to read. 
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TO LILLY - A BROKEN WORD

I never should have promised that I’d never  

      leave your side

I should have known that I would someday  

      fall asleep

If you can find it in yourself, forgive me that  

      I died

And, somehow, I’ll wipe away the tears  

      you’ve cried

You can let me go if that’s what you desire

You don’t have to look beyond the veil of  

      sky

But even if your faith in me just burns upon  

      a pyre

I wish from the bottom of my heart

That I didn’t have to die

I never should have earned your trust— 

      the trust that I would break—

Or told you things would always be okay  

      again

I should have known that promises do not a  

      good man make

And that vows and oaths won’t keep a man  

      awake

You can let me go if that’s what you desire

You don’t have to look beyond the veil of  

      sky

But even if your faith in me just burns upon  

      a pyre

I wish from the bottom of my heart

That I didn’t have to die

You don’t have to lay a flower at my 

      graveside

For I’ve left you in the dark another day

But even if your trust in me has all gone by  

      the wayside

I will still return to you some other way

No, you don’t have to lay a flower at my  

      graveside

For I’ve left you in the dark for far too long

But even if your trust in me has all gone by  

      the wayside

I will still return to you

This time, it’s true
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 Lilly felt her eyes welling up with tears once again. “Thank you,” she 
said simply. 

 “What does it say?” Mark asked.

 Handing him the letter, Lilly buried her head in his chest, hugging him 
as tightly as she dared. “Thank you so much,” she repeated. “Thank you.”

 As he finished reading, Mark handed back the letter and embraced 
her. “Are you okay?”

She pulled away, brushing a strand of hair from her reddened eyes. “I’m okay,” 
she replied, nodding. “Thanks.”

 Mark gave a bittersweet smile. “I’ll leave you alone for now if you 
want,” he told her. “But if you need anything, you know where to find me.” He 
stood and walked toward the cemetery gate, turning and smiling at her before 
vanishing from sight.

 Lilly nodded, tucked the letter back into its envelope, and carefully 
placed it in her pocket. Wait a minute, she thought. Dad always told me 
everything, but he never mentioned a Mark Jackson. 

 She stood, looking for Mark, but he was nowhere to be seen. “Mark?” 
she called. “Mark? You never told me where to find you.”

 Something compelled her to open the paper she had written on 
just hours earlier. Her heart skipped a beat as she remembered the first line: 
“You’re my guardian angel.”
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