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DEDICATION

 


 


For my family.


CHAPTER ONE




 


Something cheated me of death. I
should’ve died with my sister, but something stole my chance, now
I'm left alone to mourn her loss and live my life in utter sadness
and eternal pain.

It was a spring evening, around 6 p.m.
to be precise. I had gone to the library down my street as usual to
study. The house was too quiet and boring. It was always
boring.

I am not one to stir a crowd, or walk
to a stranger and strike up a conversation with him. I keep to
myself. I find it peaceful to be alone, but not that type of
loneliness the house brings.

My only older sister Charlotte was the
boisterous one in the family. She always tried to bring me out of
my shell, sometimes playing matchmaker, but for some reason, I
never felt the need to be anyone’s friend. Charlotte and mom were
all I needed to complete me. Everyone else was a bonus, or an extra
baggage, except maybe Sarah and Jo, who recently started
conversations with me during recess, and retracted once in the
company of their other friends. I could live without them, but we
shall see where the budding friendship heads.

The small library was filled without a
seat left for me. After waiting for about thirty minutes, perusing
the Aliens books isle, hoping someone would finish and open a spot
for me, I gave up and headed home.

The sky had turned gray and
cloudy. Little raindrops
hit my face and the uncovered parts of my body.
Rather than run to a bus shelter, I hurried home. I liked to watch
the rain pour down through my window. Spring was my favorite
weather.

I slide my hand into my
pant pocket and pulled out the door key as I hurried to the
building main entrance to our apartment when Charlotte threw the door
open; her head facing down.

“Charlotte! You nearly knocked me
down,” were the words on the tip of my tongue, but when she turned
to me, the words dissolved. “Are you alright? Why are you
crying?”

She parted her mouth
to speak but shut it back.

“Don’t wait for me.” She turned and
walked into the now pouring rain.

“What? Charlotte, it’s raining,” I
said, and then without contemplating, ran after her. I held onto
her arm closest to me.

“Where are you going?”

“Go back home,” she replied in a weird
voice. I paused.

Recently, our boisterous Charlotte had
been moody and distant. She was never one who shares her problems,
no matter how big or small, but I heard a rumor in school about her
recent fight with her boyfriend and even read some of the bitter
exchange between them on twitter.

“Is it Edward?” I said, wiping
rainwater off my face. I glanced around. The street had cleared of
pedestrians now, except us. A few cars passed by, and I was glad
when the traffic light facing us turned red. I stopped, expecting
Charlotte to do likewise, but rather, she walked right into the
road, causing a loud screeching sound from tires grinding against
the tarred road.

“Charlotte,” I screamed, my heart
thumping rapidly against my chest.

A few people still in their business
offices ran out from the horrible sound. I stared in shock before
running after her. She had managed to walk across the road
unscathed, thanks to the skillful driver.

Furious and embarrassed, I ran to her
and yanked at her shoulder.

“Leave me alone,” she said with a
quivering voice.

“Why? Why are you doing this? Look at
me,” I said, tears forming in my eyes. She kept walking without
stopping.

“Do you want to kill
yourself?”

“Yes.”

“Why? Because of one good-for-nothing
who dumped you?”

“I’m tired.”

“Tired of what?”

“Life.”

I paused for a moment. This
was beyond me. Suddenly I wished mom was here experiencing everything with
me, but she was at work— pregnant and working.

“Let’s go home. We can talk about this
after a nice, warm shower,” I said between breaths, and then looked
up. We had started climbing on the bridge leading to the library.
It got very windy, making the air even colder, and I only had on a
light, white long-sleeved shirt which clung to my skin, revealing
my black bra. I shuddered.

“Let’s head to the library then until
the rain stops,” I said, resignedly.

“Okay,” she said and began to
run.

“Charlotte,” I shouted in shock. The
thunder rumbled. I ducked.

“I love you. Please, forgive me,” she
said over her shoulder.

“Wait up.”

And then, my world shattered to
pieces.

My only sister and friend climbed over
the bridge, turned to me with tearful eyes, and let go. The sound
of the water as she plunged into it filled my ears as I screamed my
heart out, and without knowing how, I jumped right after
her.


CHAPTER TWO




 


I woke up to my mother’s protruding
belly staring at me. Mom was asleep on the only chair in my ward. I
took a slow glance at my surrounding and knew where I was— a
hospital. And then my memory went haywire. I jolted up.

“Mom, Charlotte, where is she? I saved
her, didn’t I?”

My mom, upon hearing my voice, jerked
up and sprang to my side.

“Aurora, you are up,” She took my free
hand and held it. Tears welled in her eyes. “I thought I lost you
t—,” she stopped, wiped her eyes and turned to the call
bell.

“No, Mom. Not now.” She looked at me
as if scared to be alone with me.

“The doctor wanted to see you
immediately you opened your eyes.”

“Charlotte,” I said with a croaky
voice. “Where is she?”

Rather than reply, Mom swiftly reached
for the call bell and pushed it. I stared at her as tears slowly
trickled down my face.

“She didn’t make it, did
she?”

Mom said nothing,
instead, her lips
quivered. She sniffled and we both turned to the door as it swung
open. A lithe African-American nurse hurried in.

“Hey, sunshine,” she said in her
cheery voice. “How are you feeling today?”

I said nothing, wiping the
tears from my eyes with the back of my free hand, but it kept
coming.

“My name is Yolanda. I am
your nurse for the day,” she said before sitting on the
spot Mom once occupied. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

I looked up and saw the tears in my
mother’s eyes.

“Charlotte didn’t make it,” she said
and began to cry.

I wanted to rise and hug her, but the
weight of my grief wouldn’t let me, so I faced the wall and wept as
Charlotte’s face incessantly slide in my head.

Love and happiness died with
her.


CHAPTER THREE


 


 


Two seasons
after.

I need your
help, Aurora, mom said as she bundled up our new addition, a baby
girl. She named her Cassie. Though I was happy to have a baby
sister, especially after losing Charlotte, I felt
lonely, lonelier than I'd ever felt in my entire life. She
handed Cassie to me,
as she hurried away to get the
stroller ready.

“What’s the
forecast for the day?” Mom asked. I shrugged. I couldn’t care less.
Rain, snow, sunshine, it didn’t matter. She peeked out the window
and her forehead wrinkled. She should be concerned
alright.

“I can’t
possibly push a stroller through this pile of snow.”

“I'm off to
school,” I said, handing her the baby. She didn’t reply. Her
attention fully focused on my baby sister.

I resented that she had
the baby a few days after the incident with Charlotte. She had
someone to focus her energy on. And I had nothing but Charlotte's
memory that kept me awake at night, and terrifying nightmares of
her asking me to rescue her from her captors.

I blinked from the
flurries hitting me lightly on my face and dissolving into liquid
as it slowly eased itself off my skin leaving a cold sensation
behind. I hurried, or I would be late for my first class. I
increased my pace though the ankle-length mushy snow which made it
difficult to walk. Five steps down and I would be at the bus
terminal to take a bus to school. It would take about ten minutes
to arrive at Central High School.

The school sat
right at the edge of the road;
its structure like a haunted
castle. I had lost the desire to set my eyes upon it since it
reminded me of Charlotte, but after mom's constant persistence, I
agreed to finish high school.

I walked
cautiously as I approached the descending steps that led to the bus
terminal and stopped. An old lady struggled to descend the stairs.
I watched as she scrambled to fit her four grocery bags into her
left hand to hang onto the chilly, metal guardrail for
support. I threw a quick glance between her and the slippery
steps.

“I can help
you with these,” I said, extending my hand. She smiled, and I
sensed embarrassment behind her smile.

“Thank you,”
she muttered.

“You’re
welcome.”

First, I threw my
backpack behind my back then took the bags from her. My left hand
strained. I held on to the bags and then wrapped my right hand
around her right arm. She thanked me again. I hoped she was steady
enough to climb down as I had no arms left to break her fall. If
she went down, I would go right down with her.

“What’s your
name?” she asked after our successful descent.

“Aurora. What
bus are you hoping to catch?”

“Oh, the
Elmwood bus.”

“Then I’ll
help you with your groceries until….”

“It’s okay,
Elvina. You don’t have to.” My brow wrinkled.

“It’s Aurora,”
I said, correcting her with a smile.

“I know, but I
thought Elvina fits you better.” Strange, I thought as
I ran out of patience waiting for the bus that should’ve arrived
ten minutes ago. I was late alright.

“Here it is,”
she said. I turned to the direction she was pointing. It was a
different direction from where the bus usually arrived.

“The bus
must’ve got stuck in the snow,” I said with relief.

“I willed this
one,” she said. “Let’s hop on. You’re getting late.”

I waited for her go in
first as the door opened.

“You go
first,” she said. I shrugged as my arms were dying at this point.
She followed and sat right beside me. I turned to look
out the window. It was just the two of us. That was
strange. Usually,
at that time of the day, the bus was
choked full of students, and some other passengers who I perceived
attended the same school or group
setting for the Down Syndrome. She turned to the driver.

“Thank you,”
she said.

I
glanced at her.
For what? I thought. I placed her grocery bags on the floor
right beside her leg.

“I do read
minds you know,” she said turning to me.

Shit

“That’s
alright,” she said. I turned to her. My heart slamming against my
rib cage.

“Are you a
freak?” I asked.

“Not freakier
than you are. Let me show you something.” I watched with renewed
interest. She reached into her worn-out purse and fished out a
folded photocopying paper. She opened it. It was blank. She
smiled.

“There’s
nothing on it.”

“I expected
you to say that. Look closely.”

“I stared
intently at the blank sheet of paper and then withdrew
immediately.

“Keep
looking,” the old woman said.

On the paper was what
seemed like a butterfly materializing. As if coming into existence.
And then there were scribbles written in a haste. I couldn’t read
the beautiful writings.

“What’s it
saying?” I asked, amused.

She said
nothing.

I raised my head to look
at her. She had the saddest expression on her face.

“I have just
two weeks left to live in this body, she said” I
gasped. “Then after, I would take another form. She paused.
“Please, take this wonderful gift off me. I don’t want it to go to
waste.”

She placed the paper in
my hand, but I withdrew.

“You must know
your root. You’re not of this world.”

“I’m sorry. I
don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“You must know
the truth about your people.”

“My people?” I
said, rising. “You’re mistaking me for someone else. I have no
people other than the people of this world.”

“When the time
is right you’ll know.”

“Time, what
time?”

“I was your
nanny. I’ve been watching over you since….”

“I’m sorry. I
have to go.” I hurried to the driver. “I would like to walk the
rest of the way.”

“Whatever you
say,” the weird-looking driver said and then turned to the old lady
who nodded in agreement. That scared me.

“Let her go,”
the old lady said as I literally jumped off the bus. I waited for
the bus to move so I could make a mental calculation of the
distance left to walk to school and then gasped. I was standing
right in front of my school.

I swerved around.
Everything was exactly the way it should be. The houses around the
school still seemed the same. I looked down the busy street. The
laundromat sat exactly where it should be. I looked at my body. I
was me, but then I felt something digging into my palm. I opened it
and there it was; the piece of paper I’d rejected. Not wanting to
think about it further, I shoved it in my jacket pocket.

The school bell tolled,
throwing me back to reality. I dashed across the road as soon as I
could and ran for my classroom.

I snuck into
the classroom hoping Ms. Winterbaum, our matronly teacher
with a Bob hairdo, wouldn’t notice.

“And where do
you think you are going, Aurora?” I froze and then slowly turned
around.

“My bus was
behind schedule.” She glared at me. I heard someone chuckle at the
back. She said nothing further, meaning I’d scaled
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