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Naomi slammed the stack of papers on the wood table, groaning. “I’m about this close to giving up.”

Anna sighed, setting her book down. She knew that voice. When her sister got into something, she wouldn’t relent until she was satisfied. Best to deal with it now and get it over so she could get back to her book. “What is, Naomi?”

Naomi sighed, shuffling through the papers. “I’ve been doing some digging.” She said, and hesitated.

“And?” 

“Well...it’s not like that. I’ve been looking for Dad.”

Anna was taken aback. The last time they had talked about Dad was nearly three years ago—a huge argument had ensued, and they hadn’t talked to each other for days. After that, a general agreement was reached that they simply didn’t talk about their father who abandoned them to Social Services. 

Anna talked quietly, unsure how to approach the subject, or even if she wanted to. “Naomi...you know what that ensues, right? I mean, we have no idea where he is, who he is, if he even wants to meet us. Are you sure you want to go down this road?”

With anyone else, Naomi might have been angry, but Anna had the ability to speak to her, and Naomi knew Anna had her best interests at heart, but she continued. “It’s been twelve years, An. Twelve years.”

Naomi sat at the table, setting the papers aside. “I’m going crazy, cooped up in this...hole. I’ve been good.  haven’t touched any other than prescribed medicine, but the longer I stay here, the more my fingers itch to take up a smoke and blow some weed, or something. And you haven’t left the house in months, Anna.”

Anna blushed. “But I like it here. It’s comfortable. It’s safe.” She blushed. How could she explain to her flamboyant, boisterous, bubbly sister how she felt every time she went outside. She felt like an outsider, like an oddity. Everyone was watching her, judging her...

Naomi shook her head. “It’s boring. But that’s besides the point. I need to know where I came from, Anna. I need to have some closure in my life. And don’t say you haven’t thought about it either, Anna. I’ve seen you looking through the genealogy books from the library.”

Anna blushed again. “I was just...curious...”

Naomi sighed. “Come on, Anna. Take this leap. For once in your life, come out of your shell. I need to know who our dad was, or I’ll go crazy. I’ll scream and throw a fit and die until I know.”

Now it was Anna’s turn to sigh. “Alright. Where do we start?”

Naomi shrieked, hugging Anna tightly. “I knew you would do it! I love you, Anna!” 

Anna grinned. If anyone could make her feel like Naomi could, she had yet to meet them.

Naomi turned towards the enormous stacks of paper. “These are records from our Social Worker from when we were younger. It’s got birth certificates, hospital records, everything. Maybe something in here will show us where Dad went after he left. The only thing we got to do is find the paper trail to Dad.”

She made it sound easy. They spent hours poring over records and papers, trying to make sense of the legal terms and confusing codes. As Anna tried to read a confusing paper about the hospital they were born at, in the back of her mind, she wondered.

Did they really want to go through this? Their father had left them after he was convicted of drug abuse—the same problem Naomi went through. Naomi had kicked the addiction—even if somewhat shakily—but she wasn’t sure she could say the same for their father. He was a boxer, but he lost everything after he got caught with steroids and drugs. Mom had passed away soon after, and Anna wasn’t sure if Dad let them go because he had to...or because he didn’t want to.

What if they did find him? After all these years, what would he say? What could make up for all those years, all those years of missed school recitals, boyfriends, and dances? What if he didn’t want anything to do with them?

What if she didn’t want anything to do with him? What if, when and if they found him, she discovered she couldn’t bear the thought of bringing him back into her life after such a painful separation?

After several hours of silence save for the rustle of paper, Naomi groaned. “This is getting us nowhere. We’d need a computer to go through all this.”

Anna frowned. “Naomi...I don’t think we’re doing this right.”

Naomi snorted. “Well, that’s a helpful observation.”

“No...What I mean is, maybe we should get someone to help us.”

Naomi’s eyes glistened. “Like a detective?”

Anna nodded. “My friend knows some private investigators, though I don’t know them personally. Maybe we should check them out.”

Naomi looked excited, already stacking papers away. “It’ll be much faster with some help. Do you have the number?”

Anna felt something flutter in her chest. Excitement. They were really doing this.  But as she watched Naomi scramble to schedule an appointment over the phone, the excitement slowly turned from excitement to dread. Were they going down a wrong path? Was this really going to end happily?

Only time would tell.
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The agency was not what they expected. A gray slab of a building greeted their eyes, the stone chipping at the edges and windows slightly cracked from age. Thick, black clouds covered the sky like a wall, casting the building in an even gloomier light. Thunder rumbled quietly, promising a good thunderstorm with rain and lightning later in the day. Bitter cold wind whipped around them pulling and tugging at their hair.

Naomi checked the address again. It was definitely the right address, she just hadn’t expected it to look so...dreary.

“So...we just walk on in?” She asked.

Anna nodded, her hand wrapped around her body, her turtleneck sweater pulled up all the way—partly because of the cold, and partly because she was terrified. 

Naomi reached out to touch her twin sister on the shoulder. “Hey...it’ll be okay. Just sit there and I’ll do the talking.” She paused before adding, “I’m really glad you’re here with me.”

Anna smiled, but didn’t peek out of her turtleneck. 

The insides were fortunately much better than the exterior. The walls and furniture were a warm brown, the color of chocolate, and were surprisingly comfortable.

Naomi approached the receptionist. “Excuse me...we’re looking for a “Bohr Detective Agency.” Could you show us where that is?”

The women looked surprised, turning towards her computer. Naomi supposed their destinations didn’t see many visitors. She bit her lip in anticipation as she waited for the receptionist to find the apartment number. She really hoped this would work. If they couldn’t hire a detective, she didn’t know if they’d ever find their father.

She still didn’t quite understand her need to find her father. Despite what she had said to Anna, Naomi wasn’t sure where the need to know where her father was. Her memory of him was faint, at best. She was only eight, and the most important thing to her then was trying to be popular at school. When he left, she hardly noticed...at first. 

Then all the changes happened, first with the Social Workers, then with all the moving, bouncing from foster house to foster house. She had refused to be torn from Anna, and her sister’s extreme shyness had caused problems for them, often alienating them from the other kids and ultimately forcing them to move to another home. She loved Anna though, and would never think about leaving her.

It was just...a girl deserved to know who her father was. Even if he was a jerk and a moron, she deserved to know her roots, to know what she had to work with.

“Room 1313, dearie.” The secretary finally said. “Just...be careful. Some of the others have complained that those boys are a little...queer.”

Naomi thanked the secretary and motioned for Anna to follow. She frowned as they maneuvered the halls towards the room. What were they getting into?

“All I’m saying, Liam, is that the next time we have a customer, you don’t hover like a bumbling bee. Customers don’t tend to like that.” 

“Hello?” Naomi called, pointedly loud. 

The two—were they boys or men?—jumped, surprised to client at the door. One of them, Liam, blushed a deep red and scrambled to a desk, while the other, grinned and offered his hand to Naomi, her took it somewhat hesitantly. 

“I’m Marco.” He said. “That’s Liam. You need a detective? We’re the guys for you.”

They were both around their mid-twenties. Marco had a little scruff, while Liam was clean-shaven, but otherwise they looked the same, with a lean, skinny frame and bright blue eyes. Naomi almost groaned when she noticed the blue eyes. Great. Was this going to turn into some sort of cliche love story? Maybe she should just give up now.

Surprisingly, it was Anna who spoke. “We...we’re looking for someone.”

Liam stood, appraising them somewhat cautiously, as if trying to determine if they were safe to approach. God, he reminded Naomi so much of Anna. “What kind of person?”

“Our dad. He left us when we were younger. We we’re wondering if you could find him for us. ”  Naomi said

Marco frowned. “That’s an interesting request.” He grinned. “Perhaps instead you should ask me on a date, babe.”

Naomi’s eyes widened. Did the boy just try and...hit on her? Rage roared inside her, and she was just about ready to storm out when she saw Anna, pleading for her to stay. She sighed inwardly. For Anna.

Outwardly, though, she glared at Marco. “This is not just some dating fling, creep. This is serious. Either treat it that way or we’re gone.”

Marco chuckled, raising his hands in defeat. “Alright, alright, but this isn’t over.”

“It is.”

Liam nudged Marco in the side. Marco sighed. “So you want to find your pop, eh? Do you got anything on him?”

After a couple of minutes, they had the papers unloaded onto the floor, with all four of them searching through the documents, though Naomi had to constantly push Marco away from her to avoid letting him get any ideas. Anna and Liam kept their heads down, both blushing if either of them got close. Despite that, though, Naomi was impressed with their progress, Marco and Liam combing through the document with an eagle eye for details.

“I think I’ve got something,” Marco said. “Ohio. Yellowstone.”

“You know it?” Naomi asked.

Liam nodded. “We have some friends there. What’s it to you?”

“We were born there, but we haven’t been there in ages.”

Marco shrugged. “Says here some money been put into your accounts. Someone’s been watching over you two. It’s the best lead we got.”

“Do you think...”

“I wouldn’t get your hopes up, but yeah...it could be.”

Naomi and Anna both took in a deep breath. Ready or not, here they came.
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