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To Mouse—
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whose integrity, courage, and unwavering moral compass never faltered under pressure. You showed me that true strength is found in staying faithful to what you believe, even when the world urges otherwise. You inspired this story back in 2014. I owe you an apology for taking so long to bring it to life. It is my hope that these pages reach the young woman of today with the same strength and determination as the young girl you were then. And if not, then perhaps they have arrived exactly as they were meant to—right on time.

Good luck, and God bless you.
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PREFACE
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For everyone who has ever felt alone in their convictions.

For everyone who has learned that standing still while others drift is its own kind of courage.

For everyone who knows that broken things can become beautiful.
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This is a story about resilience, faith, and finding yourself when everything around you is falling apart. It's about divorce and displacement, bullying and betrayal, and the quiet strength it takes to become who you're meant to be.

But most of all, it's about goodness compounding—how small acts of courage, day after day, year after year, add up to something extraordinary.
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This is Skye's story.

But it might be yours too.

​

~ GOD GIRL ~
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​CHAPTER ONE
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The Day the House Split in Half

I was eleven years old when I first understood that adults lie.

Not the small lies—the ones about Santa or the Tooth Fairy or whether vegetables really make you stronger. All of them are soft around the edges, wrapped in love and tradition. No, I mean the big ones. The lies that reshape your entire world while everyone pretends the ground beneath your feet isn't cracking open.

It was a Saturday morning in San Diego, late September, when the coastal heat still clung to everything like a second skin. I was sitting at the kitchen table, spooning cereal into my mouth without tasting it, watching my mother move boxes from one room to another with the mechanical precision of someone who'd stopped feeling anything at all.

"Skye, honey, can you make sure your room is sorted? Keep, donate, or pack?" Mom's voice was steady. Too steady. Like she'd practiced it.

My name is Skye Meadows, and up until that morning, my life had been unremarkably normal. I lived in a sun-bleached house three blocks from the ocean with my mom, Pamela, my dad, Milton, and my younger brother, Cory, who hated his name with a passion that seemed too large for a nine-year-old boy.

"Cory sounds like a girl," he'd announced at breakfast two weeks earlier, pushing his scrambled eggs around on his plate. "When I'm older, I'm going by Will. William Cory Meadows. That's my real name."

Dad had laughed—he wasn't really listening. Mom had just nodded, her coffee cup halfway to her lips, already somewhere else in her mind.

That should have been my first clue.

Now, standing in the kitchen with boxes everywhere and silence filling the spaces where conversation used to be, I realized all the clues had been there. The hushed arguments behind closed doors. Dad's car in the driveway less and less. The way Mom's smile had started looking like something she'd drawn on with a marker each morning, careful and unconvincing.

"Where's Dad?" I asked, even though I already knew he wouldn't be there.

Mom stopped moving. Her hands rested on top of a cardboard box labeled KITCHEN in her precise handwriting. She inhaled deeply, staring at me with that completely exhausted look that’s been on her face for the last few weeks. She paused before exhaling with a sigh. 

"He's at his apartment, sweetheart."

His apartment. Not an apartment. Not a friend's place. His. Like it had always existed, waiting for him.

"Are you getting a divorce?"

The word felt too big in my mouth. Divorce. I'd heard it before, of course. Melissa Hartwell's parents were divorced. So were Daniel Tanner's. But those were other people's families. Other people's problems.

Mom turned to face me, and I saw something in her eyes I'd never seen before—relief. Not sadness or regret, but actual relief that she didn't have to pretend anymore.

"Yes," she said simply. "We are."

I waited for more. An explanation. An apology. Some kind of cushioning around the truth. But Mom just stood there, looking at me like I was supposed to say some profound words of understanding.

I went back to my cereal.

"Okay," I said.

Because what else do you say when your whole world splits in half?

—-
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CORY—WHO INSISTED I call him Will even though Mom said it would "take time for everyone to adjust"—took the news differently than I did.

"Cool," he said when Mom told him later that afternoon. "Does this mean I get two Christmases?"

He was sitting on the floor of his room, surrounded by action figures and comic books, organizing them into piles with a system only he understood. He didn't even look up.

Mom's face did something complicated: it flickered between amusement and heartbreak before settling back into that careful neutral expression.

"We'll figure out the holidays," she said softly.

After she left, I sat down next to my brother, cross-legged on his carpet. It was different now. The normal smell of boy-sweat and forgotten gym socks didn’t seem as repulsive as usual. I figured Mom had already gone through with a precleaning. But that wasn’t it, because the smell was still there. It just didn’t seem so bad at that moment.

It’s funny how you can miss something you hated when it’s not there anymore. It becomes familiar. It represents something to you. And the smell of sweaty clothes and Will’s stinky feet represented home, at least in my brother’s room. 

Subconsciously, I was wondering whose leaving next. Maybe we would have to decide who we wanted to live with. I had never considered that question. I wonder if many children ever do. Probably not until that time comes. No child would expect a question like that. Why would they when everything is perfect in their lives? But it’s not. And you would have known that, and been prepared for that. But you aren’t. Why? Because Adults lie. It’s not fair. I would always choose Mom. Would Will choose Mom, also? Or would he choose Dad? Maybe tomorrow I’d wake up, and my stinky little brother would be gone. The thought made me sad.

"You okay?" I asked.

He shrugged, smashing two action figures together in an elaborate battle scene. "Why wouldn't I be?"

Because our family is falling apart, I wanted to say. Because everything is changing, and we don't get a vote. Because Mom looks like a stranger and Dad isn't even here to watch our lives get packed into boxes.

But I didn't say any of that.

"No reason," I said instead.

He glanced at me sideways, and for just a second, I saw it—the crack in his armor. The scared little kid underneath all that bravado.

"Do you think it's our fault?" he asked quietly.

"No," I said immediately, fiercely. "No, Will. This isn't about us."

He nodded, but I could tell he didn't quite believe me. I wasn't sure I believed me either.

—-
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THE NEXT FEW WEEKS blurred together in a haze of packing tape, goodbye dinners, and forced conversations where everyone pretended this was all very mature and civilized.

Dad came by once to pick up some of his things. I watched from my bedroom window as he loaded boxes into his car—a car I'd ridden in a thousand times, to soccer practice and the grocery store and the beach. Now it looked unfamiliar, like it belonged to someone I used to know.

He didn't come inside to say goodbye.

I told myself I didn't care.

Grandpa Bill came over more often during those weeks. He was Mom's dad, a quiet man with weathered hands and eyes that always looked a little sad, even when he smiled. He'd sit at the kitchen table with Mom, drinking coffee and not saying much, just being there.

My cousin Brianne came by, too. She was twenty-two, fresh out of college, and had just started working for Grandpa Bill's contracting business. She had long dark hair, painted her nails metallic colors, and always smelled like coconut sunscreen.

"You doing okay, Skye-bear?" she asked one afternoon, finding me sitting on the back porch, watching the neighbor's cat hunt lizards in our yard.

I nodded.

"You know you can talk to me, right? About anything?"

I nodded again.

Brianne sat down beside me, her shoulder touching mine. We didn't talk. We just sat there, watching the cat fail to catch anything, the afternoon sun turning everything golden and temporary.

—-
[image: ]


THE DAY WE LEFT SAN Diego, I woke up before dawn.

I couldn't sleep, so I walked through the house one last time, memorizing it. The crack in the hallway wall from when Will threw a baseball indoors. The height marks on the kitchen doorframe where Dad had measured us every birthday. The view from my bedroom window—the neighbor's jacaranda tree, the slice of ocean visible between houses, the street where I'd learned to ride a bike.

All of it felt like a museum now. A place that used to be alive.

Mom found me in the living room, standing in the middle of the empty floor.

"Ready?" she asked gently.

I wasn't. But I nodded anyway.

Grandpa Bill and Brianne came to say goodbye. Grandpa hugged me tight, smelling like sawdust and coffee, and I felt him shake a little. When he pulled back, his eyes were wet.

"You call me anytime, Skye-girl," he said, his voice rough. "Anytime at all."

Brianne squeezed my hand. "I'm staying here to work with Grandpa, but I'll visit. I promise."

Will was already in the car, earbuds in, staring out the window like he couldn't wait to leave.

Mom started the engine of our old Volkswagen Beetle—a car that had always seemed charming and quirky but now just seemed small and inadequate for the journey ahead.

As we pulled away from the house, I turned to look back one last time.

Grandpa Bill stood in the driveway, one hand raised in farewell, getting smaller and smaller until we turned the corner and he disappeared completely.

I didn't cry.

I'd decided that morning that I wouldn't cry. Crying meant accepting this was real, and I wasn't ready to do that yet.

So, I sat in the back seat of the Beetle, wedged between boxes and suitcases, and watched San Diego scroll past the window—the palm trees and strip malls and familiar streets all saying goodbye.

Mom drove north on the 5, then merged onto the 101, and I knew without asking that we wouldn't stop, wouldn't look back, wouldn't change our minds.

We were leaving, really leaving.

And somewhere ahead of us, in a place I'd never been, in a state I'd only seen in pictures, there was supposed to be a new life waiting.

I didn't believe it.

But I watched the road anyway, mile after mile, as California stretched out and then began to fade. Soon, it would be replaced by Oregon forests and Washington rain.

In the front seat, Mom's hands gripped the steering wheel like it was the only solid thing left in the world.

In the back seat, Will pretended to sleep.

And I sat between them, feeling older than eleven, feeling like something inside me had quietly broken and rearranged itself into a different shape entirely.

The house had split in half.

But somehow, we were still moving forward.

It was a long morning and an even longer afternoon, stuck in traffic as we moved through other cities like Los Angeles and then San Francisco. Hour after hour and further and further away from the life I used to have.

We drove hours after it had gotten dark. I woke up to Mom shaking me. “Wake up, babies.”

“Are we there?” Will asked, wiping his eyes, followed by a big yawn.”

“Not yet. But I can’t keep my eyes open any longer. So we’re getting a room for a couple of hours.”

The giant Motel 6 sign could be seen from the freeway, inviting drivers in for the last chance to get some rest before crossing into the state of Oregon.

It wasn’t even light out before we were climbing back into the Beetle and were on the road again. Mom looked as if she didn’t sleep at all. I had woken up twice, and she was sitting at the little table looking at a map the first time. And a newspaper the next. The same one she had in the car that had jobs circled in red ink pen. Will and I covered ourselves in blankets and were fast asleep before we left the parking lot. I opened my eyes a few times, hoping I would awaken from a bad dream. No such luck, and I’d sigh in silence and fall back asleep. Maybe next time.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The Beetle and the Road North

The Beetle smelled like fast food and regret.

We'd been on the road for six hours, and the backseat had transformed into a nest of crumpled napkins, empty water bottles, and an existential despair that comes from being trapped in a small space with your family while your entire life falls apart.

"I have to pee," Will announced for the third time in an hour.

Mom's jaw tightened. "We just stopped."

"That was like two hours ago."

"Forty-five minutes."

"My bladder doesn't care about your timeline."

I caught Mom's eyes in the rearview mirror. She looked exhausted. She had dark circles under her eyes, hair pulled back in a messy ponytail, wearing the same U.C. San Diego sweatshirt she'd had on when we left. There was no doubt, Mom was worn out.

"There's a rest stop in twenty miles," she said, her voice carefully even. "Can you make it twenty miles, Will?"

He slouched lower in his seat. "I guess."

The Motel 6 was just a few miles from the border, and we'd left California behind hours ago, crossing into Oregon. Everything outside looked different. Greener. Wetter. The sky was heavy with clouds that looked like they were carrying something.

Rain, I'd learn later. Always rain.

We stopped and had breakfast at a Denny’s restaurant. I loved going to eat there, but somehow this place didn’t seem as nice as the one we always went to. There was no Boysenberry syrup, and
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