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To anyone who’s ever been stuck in the bubble


Keep showing up


You have so much to offer this world


 



     


 


   


 


 


 


 


THIS STORY CONTAINS scenes that depict 


bullying, and the main character


experiences feelings of depression at times.


The story also references the death of a parent 


in a car accident caused by a drunk driver.


Please read with care.
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Chapter 1


Dark Rumors


Eighth grade is a bubbling cauldron of rumors that spread fast in the dark. That’s why I’ve started avoiding any activities that take place during the nocturnal hours. School dances, movie nights, and sleepovers aren’t hard to avoid when you don’t have any friends. Not that it’s stopped the rumors.  


Liza makes love potions. 


Liza practices dark magic at midnight.


Liza is a witch.


All of them started by my ex-best friend, Abby.


I’d love to act all above it like Aunt Candy. Nothing bothers her. Maybe there is real magic in those tarot readings she does at her shop, Mother Goose Apothecary. Or maybe she’s just cooler than everyone else. Whatever her secret is—magic or coolness—I don’t have it.


I do have a secret. It’s the reason why Abby started all the rumors about me. She will never let me forget what I did at her birthday party this summer. And Abby will never stop trying to kill my social life, even though it’s deader than the Wicked Witch after Dorothy doused her with a bucket of water.


I shiver on the steps of the wraparound porch of our old farmhouse as I wait for the bus. Before I was born, my dad built this porch for my mom, but now it’s mostly used by fat garden spiders to build webs.


Summer weather has hung around well into fall this year, so it’s one of the first crisp mornings of the season. I remembered to say “rabbit, rabbit” when I saw it was October 1. Candy says it’s good luck, and I need all the luck I can get if I’m going to make it through the rest of eighth grade. 


The first month was awful, and I doubt October will be better, but it’s not like I can stop going to school. Or stop seeing people when I help my dad at the farm’s pumpkin stand.


My breath comes out in puffs and I consider running back inside for a jacket, or for good. This time of year my dad is out before the sun rises and home after it sets. He probably wouldn’t notice if I skipped school. 


That option is eliminated when the rumble of a diesel engine announces the bus coming down the hill. I rub my arms and pretend it’s the cold that has me pulling my hoodie up over my ponytail.


Narrowed eyes stare at me from the window at the very back of the bus. From her eyes alone, Abby looks angry, but I see the quirk of a mean smile in the corner of her mouth that says she’s out for blood this morning. My blood.


I take the stairs quickly, giving a half-nod to the bus driver when she says, “Good morning, Elizabeth.” She grew up with my mom, whom I’m named after, and is one of the few people who calls me that.


I take a seat at the front of the bus, but it’s not long before Abby pops up over the back of it. Her dark brown hair is in tight curls that frame her heart-shaped face. Tiny bats dangle from her ears and her lips are a morbid black…and she’s the one who says I’m a witch.


She smirks. “Nice shirt.”


It’s just a black sweatshirt with the Vincent van Gogh painting Wheatfield with Crows on it. It shows a golden field at night with crows flying up out of it into the dark sky, a big moon in the background. Van Gogh was famous for his thick, swirling brush strokes that gave his paintings movement. The birds look like they really are flying, and I can practically hear their caws.


Van Gogh is my favorite artist and it was one of the last things he painted before he tragically died at the age of 37. 


My mom was a painter, too. She was only 29 when she died. When I was little, I’d have one-sided conversations with her before bed and tell her all about my day, but I don’t do that anymore. What’s the point when she can’t talk back, and probably can’t hear me either?


Aunt Candy bought me the Van Gogh sweatshirt, and I thought it had the right mood for today. I should have known Abby would make fun of it. Then again, if it wasn’t the sweatshirt, it would’ve been something else. I face forward and try to ignore her, but Mia—another ex-friend—squeezes into the seat next to me. 


I know the role Mia’s playing; I played it myself for years. Abby makes everyone else do her dirty work, so if they get caught, she can claim “plausible deniability.” Her dad’s a lawyer and she loves to pull out random legal terms to make herself seem smarter than everyone else. 


Despite having been on the other side of this game and knowing it’s best to ignore them, I never manage to pull that off. I give it my best effort by pulling out a book and sinking further into my hood. The bus is too bumpy to actually read without getting a headache. It’s impossible to concentrate on the words when Mia leans in to whisper “witch.”


“Don’t get too close,” Abby warns before lowering her voice. “You never know what she might slip into your drink when you’re not looking.”


Mia looks down at her travel mug and scoots to the edge of the seat. She opens the top and takes a sniff, as if there’s something more than a pound of sugar and pumpkin-spiced creamer in there with the splash of coffee. 


I try to focus on the trees outside with their touch of fall yellow as the countryside gives way to the outskirts of town. 


Abby laughs with an obnoxious cackle that no one would dare say sounds like a witch. 


“Careful, Mia,” she whispers so only the three of us can hear. “The next thing you know you’ll be six feet under the dirt.” She slashes a finger across her neck. “Just like Liza’s mom.” 


Mia squeals and scrambles into the aisle, but I can barely breathe. It’s a low blow—even for Abby. It would’ve hurt less if she’d actually punched me; at least it would explain the pain in my chest. 


My mom died in a car accident when I was three. I stayed safe in my car seat, but her seatbelt wasn’t enough to keep her from bursting through the windshield when our car was forced off the road by a drunk driver. Or so I’m told; I was too little to remember what happened.


“Girls!” the bus driver yells. “Back to your seats.”


I dig my stubby nails into my palm, hoping the pain will keep the tears at bay. Things were so different a month ago when we were about to start eighth grade. I was Abby’s best friend and she wasn’t so mean…not to me anyway.


Before Abby heads to her seat at the back of the bus, she says in a harsh whisper, “Don’t even think about cursing me, witch.”


I swipe away a stray tear as I stare out the window. The streets turn busier the closer we get to school, and it takes that long for me to catch my breath. My fingernails dig so hard into my palm that they pierce the skin, giving Abby the blood she was hoping for. 
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Chapter 2


Trick of the Universe


At the beginning of the year, the teachers decided to give the entire eighth-grade lunch wave assigned seats. Last year Abby and I would have been first in line to start a petition against such an “infringement of our rights”—another lawyerly term Abby likes to use. This year I couldn’t find the energy to care until, by some trick of the universe, Abby and I were assigned to the same table


I hover at the entrance of the cafeteria until Abby sits down with Mia and Gabrielle. Then I hustle over to the table. Unfortunately, Daya, the fourth girl at our table, claims the seat next to Gabrielle. So I’m stuck next to Abby. 


More than anything, I want to hide in my hoodie, but we’re not allowed to wear hats in school, so I make do with keeping my gaze on my lunch. 


Being the daughter of a farmer means having lots of fresh produce, but when something’s in season, it can get old pretty fast. So in my attempt to try something different with the last of the corn and tomatoes, I grilled the corn, diced the tomatoes, and added fresh herbs from the garden to make a salsa. 


I open a bag of tortilla chips and realize my mistake as soon as I take the first crunchy bite. Everyone at the table pins their gazes on me. I push the salsa and chips to the side and take a small bite of my peanut butter sandwich.


Abby gets that smirky smile. She looks wistfully at one of the boys’ tables. “It’s too bad they separated all the boys from the girls. No one to slip a love potion to.”


One of the rumors is that I slipped a love potion into the drinks at Abby’s birthday party. My cheeks burn as I think about what happened with Nathan Houston behind the shed and the accusations that followed.


“I guess the teachers realized boys and girls were too much of a distraction to sit with each other,” Abby goes on. “I wonder how Nathan likes being at Wellburn Academy with only boys.”


The usual noise of the cafeteria seems to fade away as our table falls totally silent. There’s a pressure in my head, like my ears need to pop.


Gabrielle says, “I bet he hates it.”


The heat creeps from my cheeks to my neck and probably turns me as red as the salsa. I can’t believe she’s bringing this up. She’d get in as much trouble as me if the school found out what really happened to Nathan with all the online harassment. A thing that I’m sure played into the decision for him to transfer.


I’m debating on how to respond when Daya speaks up. “I heard he goes by Nate now and made the lacrosse team. He got his braces off, too.”


Abby narrows her eyes at Daya. “That’s right, you’re neighbors. Tell Nate I say ‘hi’ the next time you see him.”


Daya raises her chin. “I will.” 


Gabrielle compliments Abby’s earrings and they move on to talking about what costumes they’re going to wear for the flashlight corn maze. It takes place on Halloween night in the field next to my house. I’d love to tell them they can’t come this year, but it’s a big tradition and the town runs it with permission from my dad, so I have no say in who comes.


Daya sneaks a glance at me and I give her a small smile. She’s usually pretty quiet and has avoided the worst of Abby’s wrath. Sticking up for me is a good way to ruin that, and I can’t imagine why she’d put herself out there like that. 


When the bell rings at the end of lunch, I fall into stride next to Daya. I wait until my old friends are out of earshot to say, “Thanks for that.”


“Oh, sure.” She shrugs, and then she notices my sweatshirt. “Are you into art?”


“Yes,” I squeak, my throat dry. “I used to draw a lot.” I don’t know why I tell her that; I gave up drawing a long time ago.


“There’s a meeting of the young artists’ club in the art room after school tomorrow. You should come.”


My mouth opens in surprise at the invitation. Daya and I went to different elementary schools and have never hung out in the same middle school crowd. I had already given up art by sixth grade, and she’s in the higher-level history courses where I’ve always been more of an English person.


I’m about to say yes when I remember tomorrow is Friday, the day I walk over to my aunt’s shop after school. It’s become kind of a tradition. It started when I got my first period and had such bad cramps I had to leave school early. My dad was working, so Candy came to get me. She took me back to the shop and made me a special tea that helped ease my pain. 


Even though my period was over by the next Friday, I stopped by anyway. She made me a different tea, and I’ve been going over there every week since. The store is usually quiet, but I like watching the hustle and bustle on Friday afternoons as people get out of work and head out to the restaurants downtown. Abby used to come with me sometimes. 


I’m sure my aunt’s noticed that Abby hasn’t been around, but she hasn’t mentioned it. 


“Liza?” Daya brings me out of my own head, and I realize the hallways are emptying as everyone heads to their next class. “Do you wanna come tomorrow?”


I think about the room down the hall from my bedroom where all of my mom’s old paint supplies are stashed. It’s a corner room, so it gets a lot of light. I used to draw in there a lot. Then I think of the earthy scent of Candy’s shop and the calming music piping through the speakers. “I can’t tomorrow.”


“Oh.” Daya rubs her arm awkwardly, like she’s not sure why I—a person with no friends—would turn her down. 


It’s as if I'm not actually in control of my own mouth when I find myself saying, “I have to work at the pumpkin stand on Saturday afternoon, but I can do something after if you want.” 


Daya’s face brightens. “It’s bracelet night at the carnival. Me and a couple of friends are going. You should come.”


“Okay.” I don’t know where any of this is coming from. It’s against my rule of going out in the dark.


“See you Saturday!” She hurries off as the next bell rings, and I’m left wondering what I just did.
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Chapter 3


The Crucible


Talking to Daya after lunch sets off a chain reaction of me being late to all my afternoon classes. The lateness follows me all the way to my last class of the day. I feel everyone’s eyes boring into me as I walk into English. 


It used to be my favorite subject, but last week we started The Crucible, Arthur Miller’s play about the Salem witch trials, and I cringe at every mention of witches. It doesn’t help that Abby insisted on reading the part of Abigail because, as she likes to remind everyone, they share a name. 


I managed to keep quiet about the fact that my name is also a character in the play and did not volunteer for a role. I spend the class listening to others read, while Mr. Juno interrupts every few minutes. At this rate, it’ll take all month to finish. 


Unless directly asked, I don’t take part in the discussions either. I swear every word Abby reads is directed right at me, and instead of the play, all I hear is her screaming at the last party I ever went to, her accusations echoing loudly in my head.


“Liza?” Mr. Juno says, breaking into my thoughts. 


I blink from my seat in the very back of the room. “What?”


“What do you think about this line?” He recites a line about the devil’s presence and stone.


I obviously haven’t been paying attention, and I want to tell him I have no idea. Instead I make up something. “Maybe they think the devil chiseled messages in stone.”


Giggles erupt from Abby and Mia. Mr. Juno shoots them a look that silences them but fails to wipe the smirks off their faces.


“Not quite,” he says. “John Hale is referencing what is known as a devil’s or witch’s mark, among other names. Any kind of birthmark, mole, or scar could have been used as evidence of a person being a witch.” 


I subconsciously rub the scar on my left arm, the one I got in the car accident with my mom. 


Mr. Juno continues, “We’ll see other examples of what could be used as evidence against a witch later. Historically one of the most famous examples to test if someone was a witch was the swim test. Accused witches were bound and thrown into water. If you floated that was proof you were a witch.”


Anthony Rodriguez raises his hand. “What happened if you didn’t float?” 


“If you sunk, you would have been posthumously cleared of any charges,” says Mr. Juno. 


“What’s past-cho-mosly?” Anthony asks. 


Abby shows off her lawyerly knowledge again. “It means after they died. But if they drowned, it wouldn’t matter if they were cleared after the fact.”


“It might have mattered to their families.” Mr. Juno writes “posthumously” on the whiteboard with the pronunciation, a sure sign that this will end up on the next test. He loves his “words of interest” as much as Abby loves her legal terms. 


On the day we started the play, we spent almost the whole class on the word “crucible,” learning its definitions and origins and discussing why Arthur Miller chose it for the title. 


Mr. Juno is in full lecture mode now. “Oftentimes, accusations of witchcraft extended to spouses or children. Being formally cleared of charges, even posthumously, could help clear their family members.”


“It’s so not cool that they drowned innocent people to prove they weren’t witches,” says Abby, and it’s the first time I’ve agreed with her in a long time. “What about due process and being judged by a jury of your peers?”


“Good question.” Mr. Juno never reprimands students for talking in class if he thinks it adds to the conversation. “The Salem witch trials happened more than three hundred years ago, before there was a Constitution, before there was even the United States. The Puritans determined the laws, and many of them were unfair or came from a place of fear.”


“That sucks,” says Anthony.


“Better language, Anthony,” Mr. Juno says. “But, yes, it was bad for many people. The Puritans led hard lives, no modern medicine, harsh winters, and food shortages. It was easy to blame anyone that was different for the hardships.” He checks the clock, and thankfully it’s only a couple of minutes before school ends. “Good discussion today. Tonight your homework is to review what we went through today and answer the questions in your virtual classroom. I have a surprise for you next week.”


That gets a cheer from everyone except for me because I don’t need any surprises in my life right now. 


On my way to my locker, I pass by Abby and Mia, who are whispering with their heads close together. I think I’ve avoided their notice, until Abby shouts in a friendly voice, “Hey, Liza!”


I’m so caught off guard that I turn around. “What?”


“You should come over this weekend and go swimming.”


This summer it would have been a perfectly normal request, but it’s October…and, well, we’re not friends anymore. My forehead pinches together in confusion. Unfortunately, our exchange has earned the attention of everyone in the hallway and they’re all staring at us.


“But she might drown,” Mia says loudly, playing it up for the crowd. Now I see where this is going, but there’s nothing I can do to stop it.


“Oh, don’t worry,” Abby shoots a pointed look at the faces watching us. “Witches can’t drown. Can they, Liza?”


Abby may have preached about due process in the classroom, but she’s been acting as judge and jury since her party. And she’s sentenced me to middle school misery.
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Chapter 4


Mother Goose Apothecary


I run out of the school all the way downtown. The tears hold off until I’m in front of my aunt’s shop across the street from the town green.


I wipe my face and try to fan the puffiness from my eyes. If my aunt finds out I’ve been crying, she’ll have a million questions, and I can’t deal with that right now. It’s strange enough that I’m showing up on a Thursday.


I skip the front entrance where the door is decorated with a mosaic of blue and white sea glass, above it a green sign with Mother Goose Apothecary written in scrawling gold lettering. Instead I walk down the driveway that leads to the back where there are a few parking spaces for customers. A gate takes me into the garden behind the shop, and it’s like opening a door to another world.  


It’s small, but Aunt Candy makes use of every inch of space. A big butterfly bush, still in bloom, sits in one corner. Droopy sunflowers that no longer have their petals slouch in a line along the side fence. A patch of bright yellow goldenrod borders one side of the waterfall—yes, my aunt’s garden has its own waterfall. 


Then there are the herbs, all different kinds popping up throughout the garden. And that’s only the plants I can identify. 


A patchwork of slate stones littered with goose poop make a walkway to the door where Randi stands guard. She opens her mouth and honks. I honk back and shoo her out of the way. 


Randi is a Canada goose and the source of all the poop. She’s also grouchy and a pain in the butt. She’s been a regular in my aunt’s garden for as long as I can remember, and I think the shop is named in her honor. 


Candy is impossible when it comes to that goose and spoils her like she’s an actual pet. I don’t know why Randi can’t go hang out with all the geese in the pond over by City Hall. As if reading my thoughts, the goose nips at my heels as I slip through the back door. I slam it shut before she can sneak in. 


An assortment of scents hits me immediately. It never smells exactly the same way when I step into the shop. There’s always a hint of sage. Today my nose picks up mint and something flowery, maybe lavender. All along the back are antique cupboards with small compartments where bundles of herbs are kept. To the right is an aisle devoted to candles of all scents and colors. Tapers, tea candles, big ones in jars—my aunt sells them all.


I walk by cases full of items that Candy calls treasure, but some people might call trash, like the snow globe with red “snow” that falls around a bloodshot glass eyeball and the pewter hand holding a large rat, which I hope is fake but is so real-looking it’s probably one of those gross taxidermy ones. I try not to look directly at it as I pass by.


My favorite things are the tiny fairy figurines that are hidden all over the store. They are constantly moved around, and it’s easy to imagine they’re alive. I love coming across one I’ve never seen before or finding an old favorite in a new spot. There are almost always a few hidden in the plants.


And there are many plants. They hang from the ceiling, sit in large pots in corners, and some even find their way inside the display cases. I swear when any surface opens up, my aunt covers it with a plant in five seconds flat.


I drop my bag behind the counter that houses an old-fashioned cash register and take a seat on the stool. Behind it is an open doorway marked off by a beaded curtain that leads to a room where regular customers aren’t allowed. I hear a murmur of voices coming from it. 


Candy must be doing a tarot reading. The shop may look fantastical with the plants, fairies, and oddities, but that’s the ordinary stuff; the real magic happens behind that curtain. My aunt will be sitting on one side of the table, her client on the other, a beautiful tarot deck in between them. 


Since my aunt’s not expecting me today, I take out my homework and wait for her to be done. My concentration is shot and my eyes feel tired, so I mostly stare out the window at the people passing by.


When Candy doesn’t have clients, the private room is where I spend most of my time. In between customers, we drink tea and it often feels like my aunt’s reading me without the help of a tarot deck. 


I’ve never had her do a reading for me; she doesn’t read minors. My aunt is happy to illuminate the mysteries of people’s lives as best she can. She says that people don’t always know what to do with that information, and certainly not young people. 


She’s prone to saying things like, “Some things are best left unknown.”


I wonder if I had known how things turned out between Abby and me, if I would have done anything differently. There are some things I should have done differently, but I wonder what else might have changed if I had seen what was coming. It’s confusing to think about.


A woman with frizzy hair and thick-framed glasses emerges from behind the curtain. “Liza! You’ve gotten tall.”


It’s the kind of thing grown-ups say when they don’t know you very well. “Hi, Mrs. Greenwood.”


My aunt pokes her head out and a look of concern flickers across her face before it settles into a smile. “Liza, what a nice surprise. I’ll put on some tea.”


A little bell jingles as Mrs. Greenwood opens the front door. “Thanks, Candy. See you next month.”


In the private room, the cards are gone from the table and a set of mismatched teacups and saucers—family heirlooms—are set up. The tea infusers are sitting in the cups, waiting for the hot water to heat up in the electric kettle.


“Sage tea?” The smell is enough to confirm it, even if I didn’t know that Candy always drinks it after a reading. Something about it being cleansing.


“Of course.” She pours the hot water into our cups. “And fresh mint in yours. I brought in some of my herb plants last night with the cold finally here.”


I thought the shop felt extra full of plants today, but honestly, it’s hard to tell. I run my finger along the gold brim of the teacup, the smooth edge soothing.


“You’re quiet today,” my aunt says.


I shrug. If I start talking, she’ll get me going, and I don’t feel like getting into it.


“Hmmm.” She examines me with her eyes. “Your period didn’t come early, did it?”


“Ugh, no.” Despite my pleas for her not to track my cycle, she does anyway. She claims she doesn’t keep a calendar, just that she remembers.


“I won’t force it out of you, but you know I’m always here to talk.”


“I know.” She tells me that just about every week. It’s kind of annoying, but it’s also nice to have the reminder. I don’t always want to talk, but I know I can, which is more than I can say of my dad. He’s not much of a talker.


I blow on the hot tea. The warm, minty smell boosts my mood. 


Candy resorts to small talk, which is her way of giving me time. “You helping your dad this weekend?”


“Yup.” I sip my tea, even though it’s too hot and burns my tongue.


“Maybe I’ll send Felicity to get pumpkins for the shop. They’ll look good out front, don’t you think?” Felicity is my aunt’s girlfriend. She’s been around as long as I can remember. I don’t know why they don’t get married, but I guess it’s none of my business.


“I’ll set aside the funky-looking ones.” My aunt likes everything to have character. She gives a home to the things that other people overlook or leave behind.


“Any other plans for the weekend?”


“I’m going to the carnival Saturday night,” I blurt out.


“Ohhh.” She draws out the word. “Who with?”


The way she asks tips me off that she has noticed Abby hasn’t been around. She’s probably been waiting for me to bring it up. If Candy is tiptoeing around the absence of my ex-best friend, then she must realize what a big deal it is.


“Daya, a girl from my lunch table.”


“That should be fun. Call me if you need a ride.”


Daya hadn’t mentioned going together, just meeting there. We didn’t talk about what time to meet either. Now I’m not sure if I should go.


I think my aunt senses my hesitation. “Felicity and I were thinking of going.” It’s a total lie because a carnival is so not their scene. They’re more into craft fairs and farmer’s markets. I can’t imagine either one of them on a ride or eating fried dough. “Why don’t we pick you up at seven and we can all go together? Should we pick up Daya on the way?”


“No.” I add honey to the tea and watch it swirl around and dissolve as I stir. “I’m meeting her there.”


The bell on the shop door jingles. Before my aunt can stand to see who’s there, Felicity’s singsong voice rings through the shop, “Hello, my love!”


Felicity bursts in, a flurry of bangles clanking on her wrists and a scarf flowing out behind her. She never simply enters a room but makes an entrance. At seeing me, the same look of concern my aunt had crosses her face. She bends down to give my aunt a peck on the lips.


“Liza!” She squeezes my shoulder. “How are you, my dear?”


I get up and give her a hug, the scent of her chamomile moisturizer filling me up. Felicity claims copious—her word—amounts of it keeps her skin smooth and shiny. She’s a little older than my aunt and doesn’t have a wrinkle on her face. I recently added moisturizer to my skin routine. Mine doesn’t smell as nice, but I’m embarrassed to ask where she gets hers.


“We’re bringing Liza to the carnival Saturday night,” Candy declares.


Felicity’s face lights up. “What fun! I’ll wear my silver headband. It’ll be extra sparkly under all those lights. What’s your favorite ride, Liza? I won’t do anything spinny, but anything high or fast, I’m game.”


I grin into my teacup. My aunts are the best. I’m almost looking forward to going to the carnival.
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Chapter 5


Brand of Faith


My aunts drop me off at my house in time for me to heat up leftover pasta and sauce for dinner. My dad gets in around seven, looking dirty and tired. Like usual, he was up before the sun this morning and left the house before I got up.


“Did you harvest a lot of pumpkins?” I ask.


He grunts as he scrubs his hands in the sink. When he sits at the kitchen table, he reaches across for my hand for us to say grace. We only go to church on Christmas Eve and Easter, but on days we actually eat dinner together, he insists on saying a blessing before the meal. 


His hand is cold and rough in my much softer one. His skin is tan from all the hours he spends in the fields and wrinkly like a raisin. 


I’ve tried to convince him to use a daily sunscreen. I even gave him a bottle I bought with my own money, which he put in the medicine cabinet in his bathroom. But I’d bet all the money I earn working the pumpkin stand that he hasn’t touched it since. He doesn’t share my worry over skin cancer, but I don’t want to end up an orphan. 


He says a short prayer and ends with an “Amen.”


After that it’s quiet except for the scrape of utensils. When I was younger, I used to fill the quiet with chatter about my day, but I have less to talk about with him these days. He would never understand the Abby drama. I’m not sure he’s noticed that she hasn’t been around.


Tonight I feel like trying. “Did Mom like church?”


“Your mother?” he asks slowly, like it’s taking him a moment to remember her. “She wasn’t much the church type.”


“Why not?” I always assumed they went every week, like most of the families in town. I figured my dad stopped going regularly once my mom died, but I guess that wasn’t the case. There’s a lot I don’t know. My dad doesn’t like to talk about her, and I’ve mostly stopped asking.
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