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SHE REMEMBERED RUNNING. A farm. A chase. A day, bright, and clear. 

Girlish laughter. Falling back on grass. Trees swaying above her.

Then, a girl’s voice: “Mom says I won’t be able to come out once my lessons start.”

Then, her own voice, also small and girlish: “So don’t start them.” 

A face: soft brown skin, surrounded by a jewel-colored silk hijab, slowly lowering, leaning onto her shoulder.

A thrill in Mar’s stomach. The feel of rough linen under her palms, wiping clamminess away. Her pinky brushing the side of the hijabi’s hand. 

The hijabi’s fingers entwining with her own.




“Margery?”

Mar startled, the vision fading. It brought her back to the stacks, to the patron she’d been guiding down the library shelves…to the pile of books now resting on her feet.

Feet that hurt from having books fall on them.

The patron, an old woman, gripped her purse tight, eyes wide, hovering at the end of the aisle. Beside her, Mar’s boss, a prim lady in a smart suit who was now coming towards Mar, laying a hand on her arm.

Mar’s body seized up. “I—I’m sorry, I—I can explain—” 

“Why don’t you take the day, Margery?” her boss whispered. “You seem to be under some kind of stress, and it appears to be making your little…condition worse.”

“I’m sorry,” Mar whispered all the way back to her desk. 

The number of eyes on her was unsettling. Worse, her boss stood over her as she gathered her stuff.

“Come back when you’re better,” the woman said, leading Mar to the door and out to the mid-afternoon sunshine.

Mar stared at her feet, feeling humiliated. It didn’t seem fair. She didn’t ask for these visions, they came to her whether she wanted them to or not. And as for the timing of them…

Well, that had always been miserable, too, even if the visions themselves weren’t scary or daunting. If anything, they were just these pleasant things, bits and pieces of random scenes and images that she felt like she knew, but couldn’t place.

That didn’t make them any less annoying, though.

Grumbling to herself, she pulled out her phone and called her best friend. “You’ll never believe what happened. I had a vision again, at work. They sent me home because I scared a patron.”

“Oh, Mar, I’m so sorry! That sucks! Here, I’ve got band practice in a little while. Why don’t you meet me afterwards, and we can talk badly about them behind their backs?” she said.

Mar sucked on her teeth. “Would you mind if I sat in and watched? I don’t really want to be alone right now, in case it happens again.”

“Not at all! We’re meeting at my place. I’ll see you in ten.”

Mar sighed with relief, and then just about ran to Lucille’s garage. By the time she arrived, they were already practicing. Before she could even sit down, though, two things happened at once:

One, she realized that the lead singer of the band, a brown-skinned woman who awakened every inch of Mar’s body at first sight, also looked exceedingly familiar.

Two, that same lead singer, upon locking eyes with Mar, stalled, mid-performance, and stared off into space in the exact same way Mar thought she always did whenever she was having a vision.




-




Ten years old. A country house. Homespun girls and boys kicked toys around a verdant yard. 

A beautiful brown girl in bright clothes, royal, sat alone. A homespun girl went over, offering dolls. The royal girl coming out of hiding.

A cottage, a wooden world. The royal girl and the homespun girl talking, sitting beside each other, laughing and happy. 

Eleven years old. The homespun girl arrived at the royal girl’s castle. She breathed a happy sigh to see the royal girl at the door. They ran to each other, opening their arms for a hug.

Then they turned sixteen, and those hugs became more tender, filled with feeling.
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MAR’S JAW DROPPED. The entire band stopped playing.

“Nabiha? Are you okay?” Lucille said, stepping out from behind the drums. She touched Nabiha’s shoulder, but the woman didn’t move. Lucille went grey, and turned to the singer-guitarist beside her. “It’s happening again. She told me after the last time we performed that this was getting better. Clearly, it’s not.” 

To Mar, she made a face, sympathetic and apologetic all at once. “Sorry about this. She’s usually on the ball.”

But Mar shook her head, unable to stop staring at Nabiha. As the guitarist ran their hands through their short blue hair and conversed with their friend over what they should do next, Mar crept closer. In one breath, she was across the room, in front of Nabiha, stunned by what she was seeing.

“I know this,” she said at last, awed. The band members froze, pinning her with their gazes. “This is like what happened to me at the library today. If it’s anything similar, she’s having a vision.”

Lucille let out a disbelieving laugh. “Nabi? She doesn’t get visions. These are just…fugue states.”

But Mar shook her head harder. “No. I’ve made the same face, the same—everything.” She took the microphone from Nabi’s hand, pushing the equipment out of the way. 

The guitarist jumped in, aghast. “Hey! What the—” 

“When she wakes up, she’s going to drop this. She needs to be in a place where if she does, she can’t hurt herself. Can you get us a chair?” Mar said to Lucille.

Lucille made a face. “I know you’re trying to help, but—”

“Please?”

With a sigh, she nodded, scouring the garage for a folding seat. Sure enough, just as she was setting it up on the side, Nabi swayed, her hands coming to her face, a groan working its way up her throat. Mar bent to study her, the guitarist hurrying in to catch her if she fell.

“Nabi? Are you with us?” Mar asked.

Nabi groaned again, and wiped her eyes, then her cheeks. The moment she caught sight of Mar, she gasped, backing up a step. “Who—who are you? Wait, I know you! Don’t I?” she asked, unable to take her gaze off of Mar.

Mar couldn’t help the smile that touched her face. “I’m Margery. You can call me Mar. It’s funny you say that because I was just thinking the same thing, but that’s not what I’m wondering. Nabiha, can you tell me: were you just having a vision?”

Nabi’s brown face went ashen. “How do you know about those?” she asked, and then rounded on her friends. They all averted their gazes, looking disconcerted. “I haven’t even told anybody.”

“I ask because I have them, too. You did what I do when I have them. It’s okay,” Mar said, backing up. “I just wanted to check if you were alright.”

Nabi stared at her, and then reached out a hand. “Wait, no. Stop. Don’t leave. I—my God, first you look like someone I know, then you start talking to me about visions. Who are you to me? Why do I know you?”

“Nabi, we’re in the middle of practice,” Lucille said, crossing her arms.

“What? Oh, God, yeah. I… Sorry, I just—I don’t know, can we sit down for a bit? This is uncanny,” Nabi said, pulling up a chair. 

Lucille looked more than a little annoyed, but she put down her drumsticks, and then slid them into their case. “We only have this area for a little bit longer, Nabi,” she said in warning.

“I know, but I need to do this,” Nabi said, waving her off a bit and leaning closer to Mar. “Talk to me. Please? I know you. I know I know you, and I know you know me, too. I can see it in your face.”

Everything in Mar screamed ‘yes, do it. She might have the answers you’ve been needing about yourself.’ But upon glancing at Lucille, who looked frustrated, Mar hedged.

“Oh, go on, I can tell you want to,” Lucille said, putting her drum away.

With a wave of relief, Mar sat down on the floor, cross-legged, and leaned towards Nabi. “Okay. Let’s start from the beginning.”

For the next two hours, they traded notes: where they went to school (Summer High, and Blackney Regional), where they grew up (the east coast, and the desert), and who their families were (sales people, and educators). Their vacation destinations never crossed paths (mountains and beaches), nor did their career goals (head librarian at the public library, future rock star and teacher in training). Not even their grandparents had been anywhere near each other.

Worse, as they did, Mar found herself falling back into visions again. She could still hear Nabi’s voice, but her mind and space in front of her eyes went blurry. When they did, she found a pair of henna-covered hands holding hers, a warm body pressed to her side. It felt so real, it was like she was there. A tingling feeling went from her heart to her core.

Secret, something whispered to her. Keep us quiet. Don’t let her get in trouble. She’ll always love you, even if she can’t give her heart away.

When she came back, she was flushed from what she’d seen, and felt. More than that, Nabi stared at her, wide-eyed, her beautiful mouth gaping until Mar wanted to lean over and kiss her.

“Were you having a vision? What did you see?” Nabi asked. Behind her, their friend sat up, interested.

Mar nodded. “I was holding hands. I think I was in love.”

Nabi’s eyes sparkled. “Let’s keep going,” she said, running down her list of family members again.

By the time they covered everything, Mar felt
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