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“Dammit, Caroline. You’re not thinking this through,” he said huffing and throwing his hands up.

“I’m not sending her away, Scott. She’s not a feral cat or a distant cousin, she’s our seven-year-old daughter, our daughter. We should be protecting her not trying to save ourselves.”

“You make it seem like I don’t already know those things.” He sighed and shook his head.

“I’m not the one talking about getting rid of her because she’s different,” she said taking a small blue and white striped shirt from the pile of clothes heaped onto the bed and gently folding it.

She glanced over her shoulder at the bedroom door. It unnerved her it was open, even a smidge. She hated to think her daughter was hearing this heated conversation, hearing how her father would sooner ship her off before finding a better solution. Taking a step back, she pressed against the door with her back until it clicked shut and returned to the bed facing Scott on the other side.

“I’m not talking about getting rid of her, simply hiding her away until all this bullshit blows over. You saw what she did, you can’t deny it,” he mumbled.

His green eyes darted back and forth lost in thought recalling the event, his head rocking with confusion. He ran a shaky hand through his wavy dark brown hair lost in thought. She noticed a few drops of blood along his arm he had missed after racing to the sink when they got home. They were now drying an ugly color past the underside of his wrist. Flicking a finger toward him and down to his arm, he finally caught on and slipped into the bathroom to quickly scrub the spot with a warm washcloth.

“They’ll be coming for her; the town will make it difficult for us all,” he said finishing up. 

“Let them come,” she said proudly even if her insides were nervously chewing over the very real fact things were never going to be the same again. “Besides, it was only us, little Owen Barr, and Mrs. Tully in the park.”

“Yeah, I know, I was there. You also need to remember Mrs. Tully is like wildfire when it comes to gossip. She’s probably already contacted Sheriff Hicks and the whole damn school system. It wouldn’t surprise me if she’s already started handing out torches and shovels.”

She scoffed at his remark and continued to fold laundry. “Over a childhood misunderstanding?”

“Sweet, naïve, calm, cool, and nearly always collected, Caroline,” he sighed loudly. “She lifted a rock from the ground with her mind after Owen tried to grab her necklace, with her freaking mind, Caroline. She threw it and hit him in the back of the head without lifting a finger. She could have killed him right there, right in front of us.”

“It’s what you think you saw,” she defended.

“Umm, I think I saw our daughter exhibit some of the same powers other people in the news are showing up with. You know the same powers getting those other people ran out of town or killed?”

“Maybe it was the sun hitting your eyes at a weird angle,” she offered knowing full well by her twisting guts he was one hundred percent correct. She had seen it too, had watched it all unfold.

“The gasping and shrieking of Mrs. Tully before the old lady hightailed it away in the other direction kind of points to me being right and it not being the sun in my eyes.” He smacked the bed startling her. “Dammit, Caroline! Stop acting like it didn’t happen and start acting like we need to make some hard choices before it’s too late!”

She raised a finger shaking it at him. “Do not raise your voice to me, Scott. I know you’re upset and working through a lot, but I don’t deserve the tone.”

He sighed loudly seeming to take stock of his words. “I know, I know, I’m sorry. You know how I get when I get stressed, I didn’t mean it. I’m worried, worried about us all.” 

He was beyond frustrated; she could feel the tension radiating off him in waves of heat and anxiety. It wasn’t every day one reads the paper or sees a news story about a normal human being developing superpowers or other oddities, but it seemed to be happening on an almost weekly basis.

It also wasn’t every day your seven-year-old daughter casually enjoys the swing set at the park on a slow and boring Tuesday and ends up displaying those same types of powers for all to see. She could understand the dilemma, could even relate, but she’d be damned if she allowed her happy freckled-face tomboy daughter harm because she was different and frightened the locals. 

She knew Becca was beyond simply being different. She was well beyond all of it. The heat coming from the girl’s body at the park, the static electricity in the air as orange fire seemed to dance in her eyes confirmed it. The rock freeing itself from the earth and flying through the air towards Owen’s unsuspecting head was only more proof.

It had happened so fast, nothing more than a brief flash of light, of a feeling in the air. The impact reverberated in her mind as details knitted themselves into place. It was as if she had projected herself back in time thirty minutes, everything so clear and detailed. She could see things she never picked up on before, could sense things she hadn’t been originally aware of, and it only made things worse. 

Owen had yelped in agony tumbling forward, the palm-sized rock urging a scarlet plume of blood to chase after it after bouncing from the boy’s skull. Reaching up to the back of his head, he had flopped along the ground and wailed. His bloody and wet fingers only further encouraged panic, fear, and more high-pitched shrieking. His eyes met Becca’s own before growing even wider. The fear etched so deeply into his young face would haunt her thoughts forever.

It took moments for her to respond, seconds to rise from the park bench and rush towards Owen. Scott was already ahead of her leaping into the large circular sandpit and firing past the swing set to the boy’s side. The gasp behind her made her instantly break and swivel on her heels to see another spectator had joined their little group.

Evelyn Tully, the nearly ancient and newly retired elementary school teacher stood there on wobbly knees and a wrinkled hand covering her wide open mouth. Her eyes appeared as giant saucers of milk with the faintest drop of blood in their centers. She had seen it all, the wrong place, the wrong time. There was no going back for any of them.

“She... oh my God,” Mrs. Tully mumbled ticking off each participant to this sudden gory park excursion. “She’s... she’s one of them... one...” her voice trailed off as she cautiously stepped backward.

“Mrs. Tully,” she called after her not sure whom to head towards first. “I’m sure it was—”

“No,” the old woman raised a saggy hand in defense. “Stay back, leave me be.” Performing the sign of the cross, her quivering lips mumbled a quick prayer. “The evil has come to Trilby... it’s here,” her voice shook on waves of growing panic and fear. 

“Mrs. Tully? Evelyn?” she questioned barely taking another step.

The old woman was not having any of it. While continuing to watch in horror as Scott assisted Owen, the woman’s eyes danced with the light radiating from Becca’s face and pulsing hand. Fearful, she continued to scan them all before swallowing hard and moving back a few more steps. She shot Caroline a frightened look carrying with it the slightest hint of “wait until I tell everyone what I’ve seen,” and after, she was off.

Pivoting on her heels, the old woman hunched down and jostled along at an impressive rate of speed. Leaving the scene like a ghost, she carried with her a pocketbook of hot gossip, and a heap of trouble to share with any and all willing to listen.

She wanted to grab ahold of her, wanted to keep her at the park to avoid the drama, but it was already too late. Soon, she knew Mrs. Tully would light up a stuffed covered wagon of gossip and give it a push inciting the locals to action. Within hours, possibly minutes, it would barrel aflame through the town on creaky wheels of suspicion, fears of the unknown, and a very unhealthy tradition when it came to dealing with strangers.

Barely past the considered tourist stage after nearly five years of moving here, she knew the longtime residents of Trilby would jump at the chance to get fired up for a cause. Especially if said cause ended with a lynching. Moving here due to Scott’s work as the head of a residential development firm, not more than 3 miles out of town, they had wanted to settle down somewhere peaceful and tranquil within a quaint town they were aware was still firmly rooted in the 1950s visually. They had gotten it in spades. Unfortunately, it also came with people mentally stuck there as well.

Owen’s screeching subsided as Scott applied pressure to his head via a white handkerchief. The boy, teary-eyed and bloody, pulled away. Getting to his feet, he scurried off sobbing and calling for his mother. Holding the handkerchief to his head, he headed drunkenly towards his home only three houses away. As the boy fled, Scott wiped at his bloody hand and stood up coming to Becca’s side as she did the same.

He shook her gently and quietly called her name. The girl’s eyes fluttered before she wiped at a tear racing down her cheek. He smiled lovingly at her and pulled her close. She started to cry, her muffled sounds against his body only amplifying the pain in her chest watching the girl’s suffering.

Scott looked up at her as his chin rested atop Becca’s head. “We need to get home in a hurry.”

“Did you see?” she asked him. “Mrs. Tully—”

“Yeah, to everything. We’ll talk more once we’re home.” He turned Becca towards her, the girl smiling already.

She hugged her before lifting her from the ground and holding her tight. Turning, she headed towards the car and hurried from the scene refusing to look back, refusing to speak a word. Her mind raced as the scenery blurred by, knowing full well their world was crumbling into the ocean.

The sound of a Velcro strap being loosened pulled her back into the moment. Scott was there, his hands busy opening and expanding a medium-sized duffel bag he often used for business trips. The panic she had dismissed from him earlier had instead found a new home inside of her. He acknowledged her as if welcoming her to the fear and anxiety get-together she had tried to avoid with excuses.

“You’ll need to take her and get out of here for a few days.”

“Where, Scott? What about you?” she asked wiping a runaway tear from her cheek. “You want us to simply up and leave our home, our lives?”

“I have a board meeting I can’t skip; the whole damn development is riding on it. I’ll have to stay until tomorrow night. I can crash at the motel right outside town. I’ll let Bob and the backers know I’ll need to take a short leave of absence in the morning. You’ll both be safe at Walter’s until I can get up there.”

“My father’s?” She shook her head to protest knowing the options were limited. 

“We don’t have a lot of time,” he told her stuffing a few pieces of folded laundry into the bag and sliding it towards her. “Get what you need for a few days, we’ll figure out the rest later.”

“This is all happening so fast, this is absurd. Oh, Scott. What the hell is going on, why is this happening?” She started to cry, she couldn’t stop it anymore, couldn’t prevent the emotions from breaking through the wall of her steely resolve. “Why now? Why her?”

He came to her side and rubbed her arm before pulling her to his chest. The familiar scent of his body and the lingering touches of pine and sandalwood from his cologne calming in most cases. A safe place, a home against the madness if only briefly. 

“I don’t know, I don’t have a clue. All I do know is I need you both safe. The home, this town, everything else we’ll work on; together. Whatever and however it turns out.”

“I guess...” she whispered wiping at her eyes. “I’ll call dad and let him know, then we’ll load up and head to his house.”

He smiled and kissed her cheek as she swept some loose strands of her light brown hair from her shoulder. “Good. I’ll go check on Becca and get some of her clothes ready to go.”

She slipped a hand into her pants pocket and retrieved her phone watching him head to the door. He slowly opened it and moved down the hallway towards the living room where Becca was sitting watching cartoons leaving her to dial her father’s number. As he answered, she could tell he already knew something was amiss. He had sensed it. She rarely called out of the blue during the week, especially not in the middle of the day. 

“Hello, dear. I’m assuming this isn’t for pleasure,” the old man’s voice echoed as if he were in a cave.

“No, Dad.” She paused. Her heart racing, her mouth denying her a chance to spew the information out. Finally, she forced it forward. “We’ve run into some trouble and need to—"

“Not another word,” he spoke out cutting her off while simultaneously confirming her thoughts regarding his suspicions. “You are all welcomed as long as need be, you already know without question. We’ll discuss it upon your arrival.” He took a slow breath and muffled the phone whispering into the speaker, “is the little one still enjoying the necklace I made for her?”

She pulled the phone from her ear taken aback by his lackadaisical approach to her concerns. Such an odd question, especially in light of everything going on, she thought to herself. Not really understanding how to react, she blinked several times and returned the phone to her ear.

“Yes, she never takes it off and has grown quite attached to it. It’s her favorite.”

“Glad to hear. See you soon.”

The call ended leaving her head swimming with confusion as she put the phone back into her pocket. Though her father had never been one to spend hours on the phone prattling about every trivial thing under the sun, this was abrupt and bordering on odd, even for him. Maybe he knew more than she did, maybe he was already two steps ahead in the craziness they had found themselves stumbling into, maybe. 
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