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Seeking answers, Lucy finds far more than she expected. The secrets change her fate forever.
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Singing Lights

The moment my fingers close around the cool bronze door handle and press the lever, reality crests over me in a wave. The door is locked.

It’s as if reality is making sure I check the box on this part of my life.

I suck the warm night air in like I’m drowning, wanting to cry, hating to cry, fearing to cry. Deep in my heart, buried under years, I knew this would happen eventually.

The stars in the clear sky above seem to murmur, a thousand ancient voices, touching me with time itself.

A hand is gentle on my shoulder, even a little tentative. I gaze into the face of my brother younger by eight minutes. Under the Cowboys ball cap Eric always wears as a rebellion, his brown eyes are like warm chocolate. But there are lines there, too, in the brow, around the corners of his mouth. 

He remembers, too.

“Want me to do it, Lucy?” he says.

My brother’s voice is a mixture of kindness and discomfort. It had been five years since Eric had visited home. Just too painful.

I run a hand through my wind-tangled hair, stare at the lawn, lush from the humidity. Fireflies are like shooting stars, leaving green trails that fade away into the night with an eerie silence. The smile touches my lips, though it brings the sharpness to the surface. Tears want to come with that smile as I remember better times.

“Let’s do it together,” I say.

It’s the first time in years we’ve done anything together. Fumbling in my messenger purse, my fingers tighten over the key with its paper tag. Navy like the house’s sidings. Our family name is printed on the tag in all capital letters, CRESS.

We clasp hands, inserting the key into the lock. His hand is warm and firm, so much bigger than mine. Our thumbs press down the latch and the click rolls up my arm. The paneled door pops open with a sigh, huffing out stale, cold air.

And emptiness.

It’s shocking how fast life left the house.

Like my mother never existed.

I flip on the light switch next to the door. Light from the overhead bulb instantly cuts into the shadows lingering in the living room. I shiver at how unfamiliar it feels now.

Gripping hands, we step inside. Our feet echo on the blond hardwood floors. That’s my mother’s style, blond floors, blond furniture. Though a sofa and a pair of chairs are arranged around a twenty-inch TV on a stand, the room feels decorated for someone else other than my mother. The photos of my missing father, now twenty years old, are gone, faint imprints left on the walls. The pictures of us are gone, too, the ones of Eric and I standing together when we looked more alike and later as he shot past me during a growth spurt.

“It was intentional,” Eric says, his voice low as if he would stir old ghosts. “Do you think—”

My other hand curls into a first, fingernails biting into my palm.

“No.” My tone is sharper than I intend.

I don’t want to revisit the night my father disappeared. Yet, after I finish my dreary job, I turn back to watercolors to capture the memory of what I saw. I could never quite get it right. People snatch those paintings up at the farmer’s market. They can’t get enough of them and don’t know what it costs me.

But the argument has been boiling beneath the surface, even since Eric and I received word our mother disappeared. A muscle in his jaw jumps, lips pressing in a thin line.

We haven’t talked about it, not since that day.

“Eric—” I say.

A brisk rap comes
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