
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
She Blew Up Her Husband

 


 


By Taylor Storm

Published by Taylor Storm at Smashwords

 


Copyright: © 2017 by Reality Today Forum

 


 


 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your
favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.


Table of Contents

 


Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen


Chapter One




The school bus pulled up outside our house as
always; my sister Lucy and I were both quick to say farewell to our
classmates. Our friends still teased us about having to take the
bus at our age, but it was all in good fun. Our parents were pretty
frugal, and didn’t see much sense in purchasing cars for either of
us until after we graduated. “Cheap,” our friends called them, and
we agreed; but there was more sensibility in their supposed
“cheapness” than simply depriving us of a teenage rite of passage
to save a few bucks.

Lucy and I were eager for a snack before
dinner. It was three in the afternoon, and we had no idea what our
mom had planned.

The atmosphere in the home felt strange as we
entered. It was an unnerving sort of stillness neither of us had
ever been accustomed to before. There wasn’t the usual hustle and
bustle as Mom busied herself with the chores, making sure the
family was cared for every day as she always did. Instead, the
house was enveloped within an eerie silence. It was a thick
tension; so thick, we felt it seeping into our pores the minute we
stepped through the front door. We couldn’t quite put our fingers
on it. It had been a day like any other day. Lucy and I had woken
up at around seven that morning; we had been able to give our
father a quick peck on the cheek, and made our school lunches as
quickly as possible, before grabbing an apple on the way out in
lieu of a breakfast. There had been no calls for us while we were
at school; nothing unusual about our day. It was a typical day for
a couple of teenagers out in the suburbs; school, mock flirting,
gossip and study; the same day that millions of teenagers were
likely to experience. But Lucy and I knew something was about to go
terribly wrong. It was instinctual; sisters always had that kind of
premonition. We peeked around the back of the house. We had always
seen that done in the movies, and neither Lucy nor I could explain
why we chose to do so. Nothing was unusual; no open doors, no
plants knocked over, nothing. We crept into the living room
carefully. All was spic and span, and in its place as it had always
been, since we first moved to the house when we were both six years
old. No strange smells, no signs of anything being awry anywhere.
But that tension. It was like a dagger poised at our chests; a
foreign seizure gripping our teenaged minds. I can still feel it in
my bones. We made our way to the kitchen quietly.

Lucy’s hand gripped my arm as we entered the
kitchen, both of us gasping in horror at the sight before us. Dad
was strapped to a kitchen chair, his limbs bound tightly with rope,
a gag preventing him from speaking as his wild eyes saw us enter
the room. He began to shake his head anxiously as we ran toward
him. It was a sight I will never forget. It’s burned indelibly into
my mind, even as I speak.

“Girls, what are you doing home?”

I turned at the sound of my mom’s voice,
confusion furrowing my brow as she emerged from the shadows,
appearing flustered and somehow agitated that Lucy and I were
there. We had meant to have been visiting our aunt after school,
but she had cancelled as our cousin had fallen ill, contacting the
school principal so he could let us know to go straight home
instead. Clearly Mom hadn’t been told.

“Listen girls, I can’t explain everything
just now. But I do need you to get out of the house. There have
been things going on that your father and I have kept secret from
you. Now, I just need you to get outside where it is safe,” Mom
insisted as she ushered us toward the front door.

“What about Dad?” Lucy sobbed.

“It’s alright, love. I will get your Dad free
and we will meet you outside. Please, just wait in the street for
us.”

Taking Lucy’s hand, I led her outside.
Glancing back briefly to see Mom struggling with the knotted ropes,
I had no idea what was going on. All we could do was what we were
told, confident that Mom and Dad would make everything alright
again.

“What do you think’s going on?” Lucy’s voice
trembled, and I could see faint tears welling in her eyes.

“I have no idea. Oh God, I have no idea…” I
repeated the words over and over again like a mantra until even
they made no sense to my already petrified mind.

It seemed like an eternity as we crouched in
the bushes at the edge of the garden. My eyes were peeled, watching
for any movement. I felt unable to breathe, my throat tight and dry
as we waited for our parents to appear from the house.

I was soon growing more anxious, wondering
why it was taking so long. Yet before I had a chance to consider
the option of going back inside, Mom came racing out of the door,
waving her arms frantically and screaming for us to get back.
Dragging Lucy behind me, I ran across the street, fear gripping me
as I wrapped my arms around my younger sister.

A huge explosion filled the evening air,
flames reaching high into the sky as our whole house vanished
before our eyes. The entire scene before me unfolded with all the
lucid strangeness of a dream. To this day, the vivid sight of a
twelve-foot-high pillar of flame, the smell of gasoline and smoke
choking my young nostrils, the sound of glass shattering upon
concrete--all of it carries that same strange quality
indistinguishable from physical trauma and secret tragedy. Try as I
might to lock it inside, it still comes flooding back to me, as
surreal and vibrant as it was when I witnessed it for the first
time.

The windows of neighboring homes shattered
with the impact; vehicles were thrown upward, before crashing back
onto the street.

As I gripped Lucy tightly, all I could hear
were screams around me, and the sound of running footsteps as
people ran to try to put out the flames. I wasn’t even sure if
anyone knew that we were hidden there. We huddled low as the chaos
unfolded around us.

I was ready for everything to be ripped out
from under me; for what little I had known of my life in the past
eighteen years to tumble like dominos--without word, without
warning, without a single hunch.

I desperately wanted to find Mom, but I
couldn’t leave Lucy. She was distraught. Yet all I could feel was a
sense of shock. What on Earth had happened? Why had Dad been tied
in such a way? Why had our family deserved this from anyone? It all
made no sense. I couldn’t figure any of this out. All I knew at
that moment was the distinct knife-pang of sheer, unadulterated
panic.

The sound of sirens grew louder as they
neared. Police, the fire brigade, and ambulances all spurred into
action. Even a helicopter hovered overhead, its spotlights
highlighting our demolished home, barely recognizable after the
blast. Within moments, the worst embarrassment I could imagine
occurred when a squad of TV news vans began hailing in tow, cameras
and reporters assembling on the narrow street facing our house.

“Amy! Lucy!”

Hearing my mother’s screams, I led my sister
into the open, through the fray of shocked on-lookers, through the
circle of policemen and firefighters gathering, through the mess of
reporters and technicians setting up cameras and testing
microphones. We welcomed Mom’s arms around us both as we wept,
feeling her stroke my hair in some form of comfort. Even though she
hadn’t yet uttered the words, I knew that Dad was dead. I could
feel it instinctively, deep in my gut. Somehow, I felt secure for
almost a second. Then I burst into a never-ending stream of tears
that stained my t-shirt. Then, it all went black...

 


***

 


After being checked at the hospital, we were
all taken to the police station. It was still relatively quiet for
late in the afternoon, and the detectives counseled with my mother
immediately. A kind-looking female sergeant sat with Lucy and me
while Mom was questioned in a separate room. Lucy and I had both
been asked about what had happened, but the sergeant seemed
satisfied that we knew nothing.

As one of the officers left the room, I
caught a brief glimpse of Mom. She looked tired and worn, dabbing
at her eyes with a tissue. I felt like screaming at them to leave
her alone. I had no idea what line of questions they were
presenting to my mother, but I suddenly grew impatient and wanted
to snap. I couldn’t bear to see them put my mother through this
with their incessant questions. Mom and Dad loved each other.
Couldn’t they see that she would have had nothing to do with any of
this?

“Oh my darlings!” Aunt Sandra bustled into
the room, throwing her arms around both Lucy and me as we stood to
greet her. Weeping as she rambled on about the explosion, saying
how terrible it must have been for us all, I couldn’t find any
words to express how I felt. At the moment it was just numbness
that had taken over me.

I couldn’t believe that Dad was now gone.
There would be no more cuddles, or none of his usual playful
taunts. I wouldn’t smell his cologne lingering in the air anymore,
never able to see his cheeky smile, with the mischievous twinkle
that was always in his eye. My heart ached at the realization.

The strength of the blast had meant that our
family home was now gone, along with all our belongings. I wasn’t
bothered about the material things; it was the sentimental ones
that I longed for; the teddy bear that my parents had bought me as
a child, and all the photographs that I had of my friends and
family. All were now gone; lost as if they had never existed.

It was as if I never existed at all.

Once the officers had finished interviewing
Mom, Aunt Sandra drove us to her house. My cousin Harry and Uncle
Wayne were there waiting for us, both of them looking solemn as
they welcomed us. Uncle Wayne had set up a spare room for Lucy and
me to share, while Mom was in another room along the hall.

Aunt Sandra and Uncle Wayne may have meant
well, but as they stood there chattering, raising hypothetical
“what ifs” and trying to logically piece together the events of the
past few hours, I was filled with the same disgust that had
overtaken me in the police station. I had no idea what was foul
play, or what was an accident I was misfortunate enough to witness.
All I knew is at that moment I wanted support. I wanted the love of
my family members. I wanted everything to be back to normal again.
And here was my aunt and uncle, acting just as bad as the vultures
in the police station. I had to get away.

As the others considered what had happened,
trying to think who could be responsible, I slipped away upstairs.
Each trod of my foot felt weighty, as if they were encased in thick
iron chains from which I was powerless to escape. Making my way to
the bedroom seemed to take an eternity, as I clutched onto the
walls for some invisible support. It was unusual. Even though my
very center of gravity had been stolen from me in a violent
combustion, robbing me of my father and my old life, I felt weighed
down to the earth. Somehow, I made it to my bedroom. Flopping down
on to the bed, Lucy followed me, sitting at the window and staring
out into the falling darkness.

I was growing worried about her. Lucy hadn’t
uttered a word since the explosion. Her cheeks were as white as
snow. Tears were constantly brimming in her clear blue eyes. Yet
she remained resolute that she wasn’t going to cry, simply sitting
in silence, not wanting to interact with anyone. This wasn’t like
her at all. If anything, Lucy was a million times more sensitive
than anyone I had ever known; certainly more sensitive than myself.
I knew if her way of coping with this was to remain shut behind a
wall of impermeable silence, it meant something horrible for her
indeed. My heart bled, as much for her as it bled for myself.

Lucy had always been closer to Dad than I had
been. So I knew that this would hit her hardest of all. She loved
spending time with him, joining him on fishing trips, sitting with
him for hours as he gutted his catch ready for Mom to cook. Lucy
would simply look there admiringly at him, still chuckling to
himself as he reminisced how Mom was always frightened of the
process of cleaning fish. Her feet would tap impatiently in the
hallway leading up to the kitchen until she could return safely to
prepare Dad’s prized catch.

Moving over to where she sat, I wrapped my
arms around Lucy’s shoulders. There was no need to say anything.
She knew that I was here for her. As twins, we had always been
inseparable, instinctively knowing how the other was feeling,
always ready to comfort each other when we were upset or worried
about something. Pecking her on the cheek, I left her to her
thoughts, appreciating that she may want some time alone for a
while.

Heading back downstairs, I found the adults
in the lounge, all with a glass of wine. Mom staring into the
flames that flickered in the fireplace, she smiled at me as I sat
beside her, squeezing my hand.

“Are you alright, Amy love?” she asked
quietly.

“Yes, I’m fine,” I replied with a sigh.

I crept back upstairs silently. There was
nothing more to say--to any of them. I felt like I was a statue or
an automaton; unable to speak, move or mutter anything than a
standard nicety without thought or feeling. If it was like this for
me, I can only imagine what it must have been like for Lucy.

The remainder of the night passed slowly.
Although there was conversation in the room, it all sounded muted
to me. I had drifted into my own thoughts, remembering how Dad had
been tied and gagged when we had arrived home, wondering who could
possibly hate our family enough to do something so terrible. I had
so many questions, but now was not the time to ask. Mom already
looked exhausted by the whole ordeal, and I didn’t want to pressure
her any further.

That night I slept fitfully, with images of
Dad filling my mind, the sound of the blast haunting me as I tried
to find some rest. Hearing Lucy sobbing quietly into her pillow, I
climbed into the bed beside her, taking her in my arms and stroking
her hair to try and soothe her, fighting against my own tears.
After what seemed like an eternity, Lucy and I finally drifted off
to sleep. We woke up four hours later. It must have been a
nightmare that we were both having. Maybe the same exact nightmare,
simultaneously; although neither of us seemed to be able to
remember anything about it. Our teeth chattered mutely for the next
few hours, as the morning sun greeted us. Neither of us had spoken
a single word to one another in the past eight hours.


Chapter Two


The next couple of weeks passed in a haze.
There was a hive of activity around me, but I walked around Aunt
Sandra’s as if I was in another world. I was unable to comprehend
what had happened, or what the future held for us as a family. I
was unable to comprehend much of anything, quite frankly. The
slightest, most familiar sights seemed strange and detached.
Everyday words seemed foreign. Even my favorite songs on the radio
seemed to brim over with a detachment that seemed not only
indefinable, but positively malicious.

Mom was quick to speak with the bank. Though
all the paperwork had been lost, the bank personnel swore quite
happily that they would help my mother to resolve any issues,
making sure that Mom had money to support us. Lord knows, we needed
it. She had to give Aunt Sandra some money for our stay and she had
to get busy in looking for a new home for us. She didn’t need
anything fancy, especially not in comparison to what she had grown
accustomed to. She claimed she didn’t want to be reminded of the
past, and after what she had just been through, I couldn’t blame
her. She would be sufficed with a simple two or three bedroom home.
No swimming pool. No giant backyards. No frills. Simple; just like
what she had always hoped her life would have been.

As news of the explosion spread, kind-hearted
local people began to send things for us--clothes, books, and
pieces of furniture--all to help us get back on our feet. Each time
something arrived, Mom would burst into tears, amazed by the
generosity that people were showing; some from people that we
didn’t even know. It was heart-warming to see how they were
rallying around to help us at such a difficult time. To this day,
such simple acts still warm my heart. A fresh-baked tray of
cookies, some hand me down clothes, ten dollars here, twenty
dollars there. All so simple, all so small, and all so
reassuring.

It was a warm spring day when the police
knocked at the door. We all gathered in the lounge to hear what
news they had to tell us. Lucy and I flanked Mom on either side as
she sat nervously in an armchair. The detective eyed us sadly
before speaking. Before he opened his mouth, I could tell that he
truly hated being in the position he was thrust into right then and
there, and for my part, I couldn’t blame him.

“I’m afraid we have had little luck in our
investigations, Mrs. Owen. We have found the cause of the blast was
hidden within your DVD player. However, there were no fingerprints
or any leads that can help us to find the culprits. I’m sorry,
ma’am,” he apologized.

“I understand,” Mom answered in a
whisper.

“It’s the craziest thing, though. The charge
in the DVD player… it wasn’t your typical crude implant. If someone
placed it there, they must have had a pretty substantial knowledge
of how incendiary devices interact with electronics.”

Mom looked ashen. “I…I can’t
even…begin…to…imagine,” she stuttered before breaking into a long
jag of sobbing. The detective looked positively unnerved by the
sight of our mother—normally such a strikingly beautiful
woman—breaking down in such agony before him. He hesitated before
looking down at my mother’s now disheveled blonde mane before
opening his mouth to speak again.

“Obviously we shall continue with the
investigation, in the hope that something of use may surface in the
near future. But for now, there is little else that we can do at
this stage.”

Aunt Sandra saw the officers out of the
house. We were stunned; all of us. Our whole world had been ripped
apart, and we were left without any idea who or why we had been
targeted. Mom had briefly explained about the letters that she and
Dad had begun to receive; someone demanding fifty thousand or we
would all be killed. Although my parents had good jobs and some
savings, there was no way that they had access to that sort of
money. No one had. They couldn’t well contact a bank and hope that
they’d be forthcoming to assist in a case of extortion, and calling
the police had apparently been out of the question, as the notes
had mentioned that they were monitoring us at all times; the minute
either of them so much as dialed the police station, one of the
notes had indicated that either myself or Lucy would be the first
to go.

So Mom and Dad had begun to call in their
investments, hoping to raise the cash in any way possible to keep
us safe. But Mom had said that the letters had become more urgent,
showing that whoever was making the threats was growing impatient,
telling us that before they had a chance to get the money together,
she had returned home moments before us to find Dad tied to the
kitchen chair, his mouth bound to silence him.

A shiver ran down my spine as Mom spoke,
unable to comprehend what she and Dad must have been secretly going
through, too afraid to go to the police in case the writer of the
letters should find out and take action, not even able to confide
in family or friends. The fear that they must have felt with their
family under threat in such a way was incomprehensible.

Mom began to cry as she told us what had
happened after Lucy and I had left the house that day, that she had
been struggling with the knots that held Dad securely to the chair,
telling us that he had begged her to leave him, knowing about the
bomb and wanting her to remain safe for our sakes. He insisted that
we look after each other from now on, and not to worry about
him.

Lucy ran from the room in floods of tears,
unable to cope with hearing the details of our Dad’s final moments.
I struggled to remain seated, my emotions torn between running away
myself, and listening to every word so that I could try to make
sense of the whole situation. It was more like a plot from a movie,
not something that happened in real life, at least not to a normal
family living in the suburbs.

After a while, I went to seek out Lucy,
desperately trying to console her as her whole body shook with
emotion. I wanted so much to take our pain away, to somehow put
things right. I wished with all my heart that I could just wave a
magic wand to bring Dad back to us. Things in our family would
never be the same again.

 


***

 


Sitting on the porch with a book in my hand a
couple of days later, I looked up as Aunt Sandra pulled up into the
driveway. She and Mom headed to the house, both giggling like
schoolgirls. I had never seen either of them act this way, and my
curiosity was raised. I placed my book to one side, and walked up
to greet them. The closer they got the broader their smiles
turned.

“Oh Amy, I have found it! Our new family
home!” Mom gushed excitedly.

“That’s great,” I said with a smile.

“I know I should have spoken to you and Lucy
first, but I put in an offer already. We should know in a couple of
hours. I just couldn’t take the chance of losing the place. The
place is perfect. I know I said I wanted to think simply, but
everything about this place is simply breathtaking. You and Lucy
are going to love it there. It’s huge with plenty of open space to
get lost in. Trust me, Amy—your sister and you are going to fall in
love with it.”

My mouth fell open in shock. I knew that Mom
had been searching hard to find us somewhere to live, but this
seemed so sudden. I was slightly disappointed Mom hadn’t consulted
Lucy and me. Yet I didn’t want to dampen her obvious happiness, as
it had been so long since I had seen her like this.

I was unsure just how Lucy would take the
news. She had grown so attached to the old house. She didn’t want
anything fancy or huge; like all of us, she just wanted things to
remain the way they had always been before Dad died. Simple.
Uncluttered.

Lucy had become more and more withdrawn as
time passed. Remaining silent, snapping at us when we asked how she
was feeling, she clearly was not feeling able to confide in anyone,
not even me. I knew not to push Lucy when she was like this. She
would come to me when she was ready. We were all handling the loss
of Dad in our own private ways at the moment. She needed time. We
all did. This wasn’t a natural occurrence, nor was it at all
simple. It took time, patience, and more tears than any of us could
have mustered.

There were times in which I would try to prod
her somehow, just to get some kind of reaction out of her. Dancing
around her, making strange faces, sticking my tongue out. It used
to make her giggle maniacally, even now when we were both eighteen.
But Lucy simply was not laughing, no matter how frenzied my
efforts.

“Come on, Lucy,” I would plead desperately,
but exhausted by my performance. “I know it seems like the end of
the world, but we’re strong enough to get through this.”

But I could hear her voice at night, chanting
a silent mantra: “Everything…gone. Everything…gone.” She repeated
each word, over and over again, muttering out loud to no one in
particular. It frightened me to see her in this state.

I can still remember little things about the
old house, like the smell of chlorine from the swimming pool during
the first breezes of spring. The smell of Mom’s freshly-baked lemon
bars on October afternoons when we were just coming in from school.
The carpet Lucy and I were constantly muddying when we were
younger. Watching our dad fix up his beloved ‘78 Corvette in the
garage on Sunday mornings, the radio tuned to some oldies station
playing music we both felt was so corny and out of touch. Maybe we
were the ones who were out of touch, after all.

Following Aunt Sandra and Mom into the
kitchen, I tried to take in the description that Mom was giving of
the house. It did sound wonderful, so I was soon caught up in the
excitement of the possibility of having a new home.

“What’s going on?”

Lucy stood in the doorway, a confused
expression on her face. Mom repeated the news to her, taking a step
toward her for a hug. Lucy simply put up her hand, halting Mom in
her tracks.

“How dare you! You have no right to go ahead
with something like that without speaking to Amy and me. Dad would
never have allowed you to do that!” She spat before turning on her
heel and storming from the room.

Mom turned to look at me, stunned by Lucy’s
reaction. A tense silence filled the room, with none of us sure how
to respond. I had expected her to be angry, but not to speak to Mom
with such hatred. It was unlike Lucy in just about every way
imaginable. She was the one who always turned the other cheek, even
when we were younger and the other classmates picked on her because
of her overbite. I knew I could reason with her. I knew I could try
to explain to her that Mom always had our best interests in mind. I
knew I could persuade her to see that Mom was just thinking of us
when she chose the place. I knew I could make her see that it was a
big change, alright; that it would take some getting used to, but
in the end all three of us would be so much happier for it. We
couldn’t stay at Aunt Sandra’s forever now, could we?

After giving Mom a gentle kiss, I went after
Lucy.

As always, she was in our room, sitting by
the window, silent tears streaming down her cheeks. I sat beside
her, taking her hand in mine, waiting patiently for her to
speak.

“How could Mom just go ahead and do that?”
she moaned.

“I know Lucy, I was shocked too. But you
should have seen how happy she was when she came back,” I
reasoned.

“But it is so unfair. We now have to move to
a place we haven’t even seen. Dad always said things like that
should be decided as a family.”

“And Dad also said that Mom knew better than
any of us—even him,” I rationalized. But it didn’t seem to work.
Lucy just pouted silently and stared ahead into thin air.

Though I knew Lucy was right in what she
said, I couldn’t allow this to tear us further apart. We had all
been through so much. It was a big step, and we needed to be united
as a family. That was the only chance that we had of finding
possible happiness now.

At the same time, I still clung to the old
life. The warmth. The reassurance. The stability. Though I knew it
was all a thing of the past, I needed to be reminded of it now that
everything in my life was so uncertain. And I knew that Lucy did,
too.

“Look, I’m sure Mom will have chosen
somewhere nice. We need to support her in this. It is the first big
decision that she has made without Dad, so we should be more
understanding,” I pointed out.

“And she should try to be more
understanding—of us,” Lucy countered.

“But she is being understanding, Lucy.
Do you really think she would have made such a big decision if she
didn’t have the both of us in mind? We can’t change the past, Lucy.
I know that’s a lot to open up and admit to, but we’ve got to move
on—as difficult as it may be. And part of that includes being
supportive of one another. Even if we disagree with Mom’s decision
or even fully understand why. She’s always been there for us, Lucy.
The least we can do is be there for her now, don’t you think?”

“Okay, okay. I will go and apologize,” Lucy
relented.

Giving me a small smile, Lucy went to speak
to Mom. I breathed a heavy sigh of relief, hoping that my
interaction had helped to smooth things, not sure if I would be
able to cope if we began to fight amongst ourselves.

Even so, when the call came a short time
later, Mom was a lot more subdued as she answered, simply nodding a
couple of times, thanking the caller before finally hanging up the
phone. We all waited in silence to hear the news. After all we had
been through, we all could stand to use a bit of good luck. But the
silence seemed like an eternity. Finally, my mother breathed out a
long sigh of relief as a huge smile crept across her face. After
the past few weeks, my mother’s face took on deep lines of wrinkles
and confusion. There were crow’s eyes starting to gather around her
slate gray eyes, and her once proud blonde mane was unkempt, with
patches of gray peering through. But as she smiled, the same
youthful exuberance crept over her, making her seem once again like
the dazzling beauty of which we had all grown both accustomed to
and admired. It was a transformation that seemed almost
supernatural.

“We’ve got it!” she cried happily.

I didn’t know what to answer. Should I be
excited? Supportive? Yes, it might have been one step forward. At
the same time, it felt like a nail in the coffin of my old
life.

Within minutes, Mom and Aunt Sandra began
discussing what needed to be done. As the house was vacant, it
wouldn’t be long before we would be able to move in. Mom just
insisted that it would need to be thoroughly cleaned first. Then we
were able to go and collect the keys in the morning two days
later.

I was amazed, yet slightly confused as to how
quickly Mom had organized everything--from viewing the property
earlier in the day, placing a bid, to now owning the place, all
within hours. As young as I was, even I knew this surely wasn’t
normal. It seemed so unusual, that it may have been impossible. A
miracle. An illusion.

Pushing my concerns aside, I embraced the
elevated mood. It was nice that we had something to celebrate at
last; after all we had been through. It would be nice to have our
own space for a change; it was rather crowded here for us all.

I tried to visualize what the house looked
like in my head based on the brief description my mother had given
me. Was it shaded? Set far apart from traffic? Enough room for Lucy
and I to grow up in? Mom must have bought it on the cheap; if so,
what was wrong with it? Weird smells? A bad neighborhood?

It was all so new to me. I didn’t know what
to expect. Or what I should expect.

Lucy had decided that she didn’t want to see
the house. She was still
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