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        Do not brood over your past mistakes and failures as this will only fill your mind with grief, regret and depression. Do not repeat them in the future.

      

        

      
        ― Swami Sivananda
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        Sister tries to keep it real, clothes are washed and house is cleaned but hearts are broken and heads hang low~ "WHISKY AND WATER."

      

      

      Home.

      Being here was nothing like she’d feared.

      What had she expected? She wasn’t sure. Would it be awkward? Yes. Did she feel like a stranger? Absolutely. Was there a heavy weight of guilt pressing down on her? Without a doubt.

      She’d never imagined she’d want to be here; she’d worked so hard to get out and stay away. But being near Evie filled her with a sense of familiarity that actually was good and comfortable. Trouble was, she didn’t know if she’d be welcomed by anyone other than her sister.

      She should have come back before today. Even for a short visit.

      She discarded that idea as quickly as she’d had it. Coming home at any point until now would have been stupid. Toxic.

      Good grief. Isn’t that what momma would say? There was so much negativity rattling around in her head, too much doubt and uncertainty.

      Standing next to her sister, Evie, with Evie’s husband, Grady, on the far end, she wondered if the people behind them were thinking about her momma or how she, Shea, had been the worst daughter in the world.

      She should have stayed away.

      Evie reached out her hand and entwined her fingers with Shea’s.

      “I’m glad you’re here,” Evie whispered.

      At least someone was.

      “Let us pray,” said Reverend Parker.

      Shea bowed her head. Whether it was from the pull of the earth’s gravity or the realization that goodbye was coming soon—they would be officially laying her momma to rest—the unshed tears that had pressed against her eyes all day slowly began to fall.

      Evie handed her a handkerchief, the cotton soft and worn, her momma’s initials embroidered on the corner, and Shea began to cry harder. It used to infuriate her that while their father was out drinking and spending money they could’ve used, her momma had sat quietly in her rocking chair, humming and embroidering fabric squares.

      Now she was gone and Shea would never get to say goodbye. Or that she was sorry for causing her so much grief. Or that she loved her. She would never be able to tell her momma that she was finally turning things around and success was at her fingertips.

      She buried her face in the soft cloth and tried to breathe in her momma’s scent but all she could smell was Evie’s light perfume. Her chest burned with need to take in more oxygen, for all Shea could manage were little gasps as she held back her hysterics.

      Shea’d been a terrible daughter. She’d been a terrible sister for that matter, leaving Evie to deal with the day to day. But no one was under any different illusions. No one expected Shea Barker to be good, upstanding, or hell...anything. They saw her as they expected someone with her troubled childhood to be. Evie may have broken the cycle, but no one expected Shea to.

      At least she’d been able to afford giving her momma a nice funeral with an abundance of Gerbera daisies in all colors. Her momma’s favorite. She already had enough bad karma to atone for; making her momma’s funeral the best it could be was a no brainer.

      One hit song, the equivalent to hitting the lottery, and this quarter’s royalties were enough to cover the cost. She figured Evie would be worried about the expense Shea had gone to. When they had a quiet moment, she’d try to soothe her sister’s worries—she’d tell her about the song. Though, superstitious to a fault, she’d wait to tell the rest of the story until everything was set and in motion. But any conversation about her life was a loaded topic requiring courage, and right now Shea’s emotional bucket was depleted.

      “Shea?”

      She looked up to find Evie staring at her and she broke, her once contained sobs set free.

      Evie wrapped her in a hug. “Talk to me.” Her voice was low, a whisper in her ear. She rubbed up and down Shea’s back.

      “I didn’t get to say goodbye.” She tried not to wail, her sobs ragged and gasping. She’d started the day short of breath, afraid a deep one would set free her tears, and now she couldn’t get ahead of them to get control.

      “I didn’t either. Come on.” Evie wrapped her arm around her shoulder and led her from the pew out through the side of the church door. Shea was relieved to have her sister’s support, her legs unsteady beneath her.

      She hiccupped, sucked in a deep breath, and wiped her cheeks with the handkerchief. “But you were there. I wasn’t.”

      “Neither was she. It’d been a long time since momma was really with us. I think she’d been slowly slipping away each day. I didn’t realize that until it was too late.”

      A black town car waited to take them to the graveyard. The crowd of mourners made their way to their own vehicles. She saw so many familiar faces, so many friends of her momma’s. Some Shea couldn’t look in the eye—too afraid all they'd remember were her teenage antics.

      Her eyes met those of a tall, handsome stranger who gave her a friendly smile. It was nice to see many of Evie’s friends come out to support her.

      Grady held open the car door and Shea slid in, followed by her sister.

      “I’m sorry for sticking you with all the responsibility, letting you do it all, Ev. I’ll never be able to make it up to you.” Shea took three deep, ragged breaths, trying to steady herself and contain the hot mess that she was.

      This was certainly a conversation for a different time. Had she arrived as early as she’d hoped yesterday, maybe they would’ve had it. But planning and timeliness had never been her strong suits even when they needed to be. She covered her wrist with her hand, hiding the pink tint of emerging hives that was beginning to speckle her skin.

      “Stop, you didn’t stick me with anything. I stayed because I wanted to. You have your path to follow and I have mine.” Shea watched Evie and Grady share a look and thought she might burst out in a second round of tears. The way her brother-in-law looked at her sister, with such longing and love, the way he stood behind her as if he was prepared to catch her should she fall—Shea had never experienced anything remotely similar to that unless she were to count the unconditional love of her dog, Roscoe. She scratched a spot on her wrist.

      Lord, if her momma were to see her, she’d call her a sad sack. She’d tell her self-pity was as useful as hen shit on a pump handle—though her momma would have found a different word rather than use an expletive.

      “After the burial, lots of people will be coming by the house. Are you up for that?” Evie asked.

      “I have to be. Just tell me how I can help.” Shea wound the handkerchief through her fingers as she rolled her shoulders back.

      With a weary sigh, Evie nodded.

      “Here.” Shea reached up and wiped away the smudge of mascara on her sister’s cheek.

      “So much for waterproof.” Evie laughed and returned the favor by dabbing a tissue under Shea’s eyes.

      Because she and Evie looked so much alike, every time Shea looked at her sister she was struck with a sense of belonging. For all the twisting in the wind she’d done as a child, hating her home and the hand they’d been dealt with their father, there was no denying this was where she was supposed to be. As horrible as it had sometimes been, today, looking into Evie’s brown eyes, so like her own, she found comfort. A unity with their red hair—though Shea’s was a tad more strawberry—the smattering of freckles, and very pale skin. Their shared history, ironically, gave Shea the sense of being tethered as if she’d found her way back on the map. A feeling she’d lost long ago. Truth was she’d turned her back to it years ago and drifted so far off course she’d been unable to find true north.

      The burial was gut-wrenching. Watching Evie break only made it worse and she felt so helpless as she watched Grady hold her up. Somehow they made it through.

      As she stared down at the fresh mound of earth, Shea found herself wrapped in the arms
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