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Fiddleheads

by Douglas Smith

Twelve-year-old Andy Pembleton’s younger brother disappeared two years ago. The loss tore Andy’s world apart. His father left. His mother withdrew into guilt, all but ignoring Andy.

But Andy is going to change all of that. He has a plan to find his brother—a deeply disturbing one.

~~

“ …about every parent’s worst nightmare. This was a gripping tale and goes to show that not only parents suffer when a child goes missing and how it can warp a child.”

—Bitten By Books


FIDDLEHEADS

THE FIDDLEHEADS WERE back.

Andy Pembleton saw the ferns as he walked in the wooded ravine behind the house where he lived with his Mom. It was the same day that he had his idea.

His idea to find his little brother.

Nothing had been growing in the ravine yesterday. But now the ferns had already pushed their curled heads two inches above the forest floor, peeking bright green through the gray corpses of last fall’s dead leaves.

Andy stared at the patch of new life at his feet. The fiddleheads always meant spring was finally back. But they also meant the anniversary of losing his little brother.

Ever since Martin had gone missing nearly two years ago, not a day went by in which Andy didn’t want him back the way that only a twelve-year old boy can want something. But lately, his longing for the only friend he’d ever known had grown into an almost physical pain.

Walking in the ravine helped him feel better. The town kept talking about putting paved walking trails in back here, but they never had.

He was glad because it kept the woods his private place, a place of secret paths and hidden glades that only he knew. A place where he could be alone.

He sat on the ground in front of the patch of new fern heads, ignoring the damp that seeped through the butt of his jeans. The days were getting warmer, and the wet earth smelled of new life and old rot. Life and death were all mixed up together in here.

Of all things in the ravine, he liked the fiddleheads best. The ferns fascinated him in a way he could never figure out. Maybe it was how fast they grew. They’d be fully grown in less than a week and would stand taller than Andy, and he was big for his age.

Maybe that was it. The fiddleheads showed how fast things could change. How fast things could come into this world.

How fast they could disappear from it, too.

Reaching down, he snapped off the head of one of the ferns. He pulled it, unwinding it, then let it curl back into the shape that gave the fern its name. He remembered when Dad first showed the ferns to him and Martin.

But Martin was gone now, and Dad didn’t live with them anymore. Just the fiddleheads were left from that memory.
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