Lost and Found

The image contained in the locket was of the two of them, taken at an ice cream shop a few streets from where the Eiffel Tower stood tall against the blue Parisian sky.
 If only she were still around.
"Oh my god," Hannah said in a strangled voice, her hand flying to the dip between her collarbones. "My necklace! Do you know where it is, have you seen it?" She looked at her friend with wide, panicked eyes. Hannah and her friend, Amber, were sitting on the grass outside St. Xavier’s Preparatory School. Their friend Teddy would have joined them but he was on vacation in Italy and wouldn’t be back for another day or two. The girls were supposed to be studying for a test, but Amber was more partial to her technology than to the textbooks strewn everywhere. Her ever-so-helpful friend just shrugged with an innocent look on her face and then went back to scrolling through her stupid phone. Hannah groaned, "Do you have any idea what that locket means to me?" She was nearing hysterics. "My grandmother gave it to me. It's one of a kind! I couldn’t have lost it!" She was lifting up backpacks and scattering piles of books frantically, praying that it might have just fallen off and was hidden somewhere out of view.

"Relax." Amber answered lazily. "You probably forgot to put it on this morning." Hannah nodded slowly, but knew that wasn't what had happened. She hadn't taken that necklace off once since her gran gave it to her. She decided, though, that it wasn't worth pursuing. Amber didn't care. 

Through the anxiety, Hannah couldn’t help but smile as she thought about the day captured forever in the picture that had been forced to fit in the locket. She needed to find the necklace. 

For the next two days she searched relentlessly. Her parents were no help, they brushed off the missing object the way they did with every other problem in her life. She asked the housekeeper if she had seen it, the gardener, and the mailman for God's sakes. She put an announcement out over the loud speakers at school asking that anyone with any information on the whereabouts of the necklace please come forward. She offered a reward. No one with any real help came to her. She was beginning to despair. That necklace meant everything to her. 

On the day her grandmother had died, Hannah had been called into her room by her mother. She had only been 10 years old. Her mother Diane had placed a hand on her shoulder and brushed a few strands of hair off of her daughter’s face. Both were meant to be comforting gestures but they only made Hannah more anxious. Her mother had never been very physical, and when she was it was never in an affectionate way. Hannah had gone into her gran's bedroom and sat down on the bed beside her and taken her wrinkled hand in her own shaking one. She had been almost afraid to look at her grandmother’s unfocused eyes—she had never been more scared in her life—but she did anyway. It was her last chance. Her grandmother had stared back and then flicked her gaze down to the locket around Hannah’s throat. Her last smile had been wistful and the next thing Hannah knew, the hand, once so strong and warm, went limp. The rest of the day had been a blur, whether that was because she had chosen to forget or everything was made unfocused by her tears, Hannah wasn’t sure. Since that day, she hadn’t opened the locket. Now that she was without it, the only thing she wanted was to see its contents again.
It was over dinner one night that her mother actually commented on the lack of the jewellery at her neck. It was a tradition for the family to eat together at the long table every Sunday night, though there was rarely any more talk than the exchange superficial pleasantries. Hannah’s father would sit at one end on his business phone, her mother would be at the opposite end, taking dainty sips of soup, and Hannah would be stuck in the middle wishing she could be anywhere else.
“Where’s the locket Grandma gave you?” Diane asked absently, applying more powder to her already faultless cheeks. Hannah tried her best not to snap.

“I told you. I lost it,” she replied curtly, blotting her lip with her napkin.

“It was a horrendously ugly thing. I can’t say it will be missed.” She touched up the colour on her lips.

Hannah had had enough. She jumped up from the table and marched out of the room, taking care to stomp extra loudly so her daft mother would get the message. The sudden movement caused Diane’s hand to slip and drag a line of bright red lipstick across her cheek as she watched, gaping, as her daughter clomped up the stairs to her room.

For the next week, Hannah despaired. She was lost, lifeless, and unable to bring herself to do the simplest tasks without the tiny object. Her friends, usually uncaring and aloof, started to worry about her. There was one person that Hannah wanted to see and he wasn’t even around. Her friend, Teddy, who was just about to return from Italy from his weeklong vacation, had left the day before the necklace had gone missing, and he hadn’t given Hannah with any way of contacting him. She was supposed to meet him after school so they could go over what he had missed together, but since she had lost her most precious possession, she didn’t feel quite up to meeting with her childhood friend. 


As she climbed the stairs to the third floor of her school, Hannah thought. She thought about how her feet looked as she dragged them over each step. She thought about how many other people had done the exact same thing the very same day. She imagined all the feet that had used these very steps for past hundred years and suddenly she felt very small. She felt alone. She travelled back in her mind to a few months ago, when she had been walking with a friend and the same feeling had descended on her. Something about the orderliness of the neighbourhood they were in had made her feel alien. What had made people decide that they wanted to live on straight-line streets and park their cars in such meticulous monotony? As far as Hannah knew, people had lived like that forever. Why? Why did people follow schedules like at school? Seeing the groups of students flocking to one building every morning for five days a week would seem like a strange practice to someone who hadn’t experienced it before. And yet, it was normal—or as normal as normal can be. 

Hannah thought about her necklace. What was the point? It was gone. Eventually, everyone would be gone. It was inevitable, so why bother trying to find it at all? Her grandmother was proof. She had been so alive one minute and so very dead the next. Maybe Hannah shouldn’t have wanted to get the necklace back. Maybe, for some reason, the universe had decided that it should stay hidden from her and that was the way it was going to be, whether she liked it or not. 


The stairs kept dragging on, still another flight left. 


Maybe she should forget about it. Maybe she should give up. If everything is going to be gone eventually, maybe she was saving herself the disappointment later. Maybe if she could let go, adopt an uncaring attitude towards her most beloved possession, she might feel better. 


“That’s it,” she said resolutely. “I’m letting it go.”


Somehow, saying it out loud made it feel final. It didn’t, however, make her feel any lighter. The problem still hung over her with the weight of her utter loneliness. Her grandmother had been the only one who actually cared and she was gone. Her parents didn’t care about her, and her friends were indifferent at best. She was alone and that made her feet even heavier to lift as she reached the top of the stairs. With her foot hovering over the last step, she heard the voice she was waiting for.


“Hannah!” Teddy said, rushing forward and wrapping his arms around her in a big bear hug. “I missed you!” She hugged him back but felt no more consoled. “How are you?” He held her at arm’s length and looked her over.

“I’m fine.” 

His eyebrows knit together. “You don’t look it.” Suddenly his eyes lit up. “I bet I know why! I have your locket!”

Stunned, Hannah didn’t know what to say. All she could feel was warmth flooding through her, washing away all the darkness that had been clouding her thoughts. Teddy rushed to pull it out of his backpack.

“You left it at my house before I left. I guess the chain broke or something, but look, I got you a new one when I was in Italy.” He held out the familiar, worn piece of silver with a shiny new chain. “I know it’s really personal to you, so I didn’t open it, but I thought maybe I could add something to it so you’d think of me. Is it okay?” He chewed on his lip, watching her expression worriedly. With shaking hands, Hannah took the jewellery and turned the medallion over once in her palm before starting to fumble with the catch holding the tiny door closed. Slowly, and almost afraid to look, Hannah opened her locket.

Hannah's grandmother had been her favourite person. Every day after school she would pick Hannah up and they would go home together. Hannah's parents were never home until late so her grandmother often cooked for her and helped her with her homework. When Hannah was five, her grandmother had given her the locket, an ancient, simple piece of silver with their family seal on it. It contained a picture of the two of them—Hannah and Grandma Sinclair. They had been in France for the summer. Hannah's father had been transferred for a few months and Hannah and her gran had spent the days exploring the streets of Paris, trying hopelessly to understand the language. Hannah had managed okay; her grandmother had not. They had managed to communicate with one of the residents who lived near the ice cream shop at which the photo had been taken. After a solid ten minutes of trying to find the French word for “picture”, they had finally gotten their message across. In the photo, Hannah had a splash of mint ice cream on her nose, and her grandmother had been in the middle of wiping it off with napkin. The French person who’d helped them had managed to get a more formal picture but Hannah liked this one better. It was real. 

Looking at Teddy now, seeing him so happy, made Hannah feel less alone. Since her gran had died, she realised Teddy was the one she had turned to. He had helped her with her math homework, helped her defend herself against bullies, and helped her move on from her gran’s death. She knew that he wanted the best for her, and that was why she showed him the contents of her locket. The locket was impermanent, maybe, but he made that okay. Seeing the locket, he said he was honoured and she knew that there might be something worth hoping for after all. Because though we might feel small, no one is truly alone.
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