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I was drawn into Sharon’s story right away. She has a strong, personal way of telling what happened, and that made the pages easy to sink into. Her voice carries a kind of closeness that gives the story real weight.

There is also a steady sense of tension running through these pages. It grows naturally as the story moves forward, and it gives the book a lasting pull. Sharon knows how to hold your attention without overplaying anything. She lets the story speak in its own voice, and that serves it well.

I enjoyed reading this book because Sharon tells her experience with heart, clarity, and a strong sense of memory. That combination gives the book an atmosphere that sticks with you. Some stories leave an impression while you are reading them. Others follow you after you have set the book down. Sharon’s story does both.

I’m glad I had the chance to read it, and I think many readers will feel the same once they begin.

— Tom Lyons
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My father was intuitive.  He had a quiet foresight, often knowing what was coming before it arrived. But he was not a psychic like my mother. She was the one who truly "opened the door" when she began leaning into her gift. For friends and acquaintances, she would read tea leaves, accepting only humble offerings like food or used clothing. She avoided taking money, believing it would unlock a door that could never be shut.

What Mother did not realize was that the act of fortune-telling itself was the key. Soon, the door swung wide, and she began to be haunted by vivid dreams of those she knew that died. My father, on the other hand, never had to worry about such thresholds. His intuition acted as a safeguard, keeping that door firmly closed—unless he accidentally invited trouble by ignoring his own gut. As for me, I was not so careful. I foolishly forced the door to open simply by being in the wrong place at the wrong time.
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Prologue

[image: ]


The idea of Joey and me getting up on the roof came from our older brother, Marvin. If it were not for him, we would never have thought of it.

It all started during Spring Break. Marvin called us outside to look at a pair of eyes glowing from the roof’s darkness. He made a huge deal out of it, swearing it was an owl. Momma, Keith, Joey, and I all stood there, paralyzed, staring at those unblinking eyes. Then Marvin began to laugh. He told us we’d better watch out—owls were famous for swooping down and snatching up little children.

Joey did not wait to hear more. He burst into tears and scrambled for the safety of the porch.

“Stop it, Marvin!” Momma snapped. “Let’s get back inside. If we leave it alone, it’ll be gone by morning.”

Momma headed in, followed by Keith, but Joey lingered on the porch waiting for me.

“We hope so,” Marvin chuckled, his eyes gleaming. “Otherwise, Joey will never be able to play in the backyard again. You either, Sissy.” He sneered at me. “I guess you guys can’t play that silly game anymore. What’s it called?”

Before I could stop him, Joey blurted out, “Cheetah and Jane.”

“Oh,” Marvin grinned. “I guess you like playing the monkey, huh, Joey?”

Ignoring him, Joey cried, “Come on, Sissy! Get inside before the owl gets you!”

I hesitated. I could tell Marvin was up to something.

“Yeah,” Marvin added, stepping toward me. “You need to get in the house.”

“Why aren’t you coming in?” I asked, tensing my muscles near the steps.

“Get in the house, Sissy!” Marvin yelled, lunging toward me. I scrambled up the steps and ducked inside behind Joey, my heart hammering against my ribs.

“He’s up to something,” I panted. “I’m going to find out what.”

I doubled back, slipped out the front door, and scurried around the side of the house to peek. Joey stayed inside, convinced I was nuts. Sure enough, Marvin was halfway up the television antenna, using it as a ladder to reach the roof. My suspicion grew. What was up there? It could not be an owl; Marvin was mean, but he was not stupid enough to corner a wild bird.

I watched from the shadows as he swung his legs onto the shingles. Hey, I thought I could do that.

I crept to the oak tree closest to the porch to get a better view. Marvin reached under the alcove and scooped up the "creature." Suddenly, a soft meow drifted down. A cat. As Marvin tucked it under his arm to climb back down, I realized he was not as heartless as I had thought. He could have just chased it off, but he handled it gently. I ducked lower behind the trunk as he reached the ground.

“Okay, kitty, go catch a mouse,” he muttered, giving the cat a final pat before it vanished into the night.

The next day, the roof was all I could think about. The house was empty—Momma was at her new waitressing job; Marvin was at baseball practice, and Keith was buried in homework. Daddy was still staying at his brother’s place until he and Momma could patch things up.

That left only Joey. He had two choices: watch me climb or join me. He chose to join. I climbed up first to show him the way, then came back down to coach him. He was a quick learner, scrambling up the antenna like Cheetah the chimpanzee. He was on the roof before I was even halfway up.

“It’s wonderful up here, Sissy!” He squealed.

He was right. We stayed on the flat section above the porch at first. It felt magical. The world looked different from up here; I stared at the tops of the trees, wondering what it felt like to be a bird landing on a branch. Soon, we grew daring. We wanted to sit at the very peak of the house. It was a steep, dangerous slant—one slip, and we would break our necks—but we felt invincible.

We took tiny baby steps, holding our breath, until we reached the ridge. We sat there in silence, feeling like our problems had vanished.

“Isn't it magical?” I whispered. “Everything is so beautiful.”

Joey pointed to a nest in an oak tree at the edge of the yard. “I wonder if there are eggs in there.”

“Hey,” I said, “that might be the nest those baby birds were in. Remember that calico cat trying to snatch them?”

Joey laughed. “Yeah! The mommy bird pecked that cat so hard it hid under the porch for a week.”

I started to laugh too, but the sound died in my throat. A sudden, sick feeling hit the pit of my stomach—a cold warning. I looked up and saw it.

The thing was huge.

I did not waste a second. I grabbed Joey by the waist, yanking him down flat against the shingles and covering his small body with mine.

The flying monster was massive. At first, I thought it was a giant bird, but it was too quiet. It passed so close that I could see the silhouette of two smaller creatures flanking it like escorts. It was a terrifying, silent formation. I should have heard the beat of heavy wings, but there was nothing but the wind.

“Get off me, Sissy! I can’t breathe!”

I let him go only after the shapes had faded into the distance. Joey sat up, glaring at me. “What is wrong with you?”

“It was a big bird,” I lied, my voice shaking. “So big it could have snatched you right off the shingles.”

Joey stood up, searching the horizon. “Where?”

I pointed to three tiny specks in the distance. “Oh,” he said, his bravado returning. “I’m glad it didn’t get us.”

But I knew what I saw. The large creature in the middle had not looked like a bird at all. It looked like a giant moth. At the time, I told myself such things could not exist. That was before that summer—before I opened a door that could never be closed.
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The hotter it got in the summer, the more we were bitten by mosquitoes. Momma wanted to keep the doors and windows open so air could circulate; otherwise, we had trouble getting enough air to breathe. Yet, having an epidemic of mosquitos was good for something. It meant the mosquito man would come.

One evening, I was in the bathroom when Joey started banging on the door. “The mosquito man, the mosquito man!” He yelled. “Sissy! Are you in there?”

“Yes!” I shouted back.

“Hurry up! Sissy!”

I finished and rushed as fast as I could, opening the door and almost falling on top of him. Joey had been sitting up against the door, waiting. “See you later, alligator,” I said, running out the back door with Joey at my heels.

The white curtain of mosquito spray left a trail going down Moody Avenue. We knew the truck would circle back down John Martin Street, which ran along the side of our house. We stood in the road waiting.

“He’s coming, Sissy!” Joey shouted, jumping like a puppy. I stared into the dimly lit night. We had some light from the telephone pole at the corner, but it did not help much. I had nighttime blindness, a side effect of being born wall-eyed. To me, the world was already a smudge; the mist only made it a mystery.

I did not hear the truck, but I saw the lights. Joey started to scream and I joined in. It was
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