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​Prologue
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The air in Mancelona, Michigan, in April of 1990 carried the faint promise of renewal. It was early spring, a time when the earth began to thaw, and the first hints of green peeked through the frostbitten soil. The sun hung low in the sky, casting long shadows across the quiet streets of the small town. For most, it was an ordinary day—a day of routines and small, unremarkable moments. But for the Rodriguez family, it would be the day the world fractured. A day that would echo through the years, its pain and consequences rippling forward like a stone cast into still water. A day that, twenty years later, would still feel as raw as if it had happened yesterday.

Little Carlitos Rodriguez, just ten years old, was a bundle of energy and curiosity. His laughter was a constant melody in the small house he shared with his mother, Maria. She often joked that he had enough energy to power the entire town. That afternoon, Carlitos was outside, chasing a basketball that had rolled away from the makeshift hoop his uncle had set up in the driveway. The ball bounced erratically, as if teasing him, and Carlitos giggled as he ran after it, his small feet pounding against the pavement.

The road in front of their house was usually quiet, a narrow strip of asphalt that saw more deer than cars. But that day, fate had other plans. As Carlitos stepped onto the road, his eyes fixed on the bouncing ball, a passenger vehicle came around the bend. The driver, distracted by a text message, didn’t see the small figure until it was too late. The impact was sudden and brutal, a sickening thud that echoed through the neighborhood.

Inside the house, Maria Rodriguez sat at the kitchen table, a cup of coffee cooling beside her. The newspaper in her hands was open to the obituaries, a habit she had developed since her husband’s death five years earlier. She often found herself scanning the names, half-expecting to see his there again, as if the universe might somehow reverse its cruel decision. The house was quiet, save for the soft hum of the refrigerator and the occasional chirp of birds outside. She had just turned the page when the sound of the crash shattered the stillness.

For a moment, Maria froze, her heart pounding in her chest. The sound was unmistakable—a collision, metal against something solid. Her mind raced, but her body was slow to respond, as if weighed down by an invisible force. When she finally stood, the chair screeched against the floor, and she rushed to the window. What she saw would haunt her for the rest of her life.

Carlitos lay in the road, his small body crumpled and still. The basketball rested a few feet away, its bright orange color a cruel contrast to the scene. The driver of the car had stopped and was now standing beside the vehicle, their hands pressed to their mouth in horror. Neighbors began to emerge from their homes, drawn by the sound of the crash, their faces pale with shock.

Maria’s scream tore through the air, a raw, guttural sound that seemed to come from somewhere deep within her soul. She ran outside, her bare feet slapping against the cold pavement, and fell to her knees beside her son. His eyes were closed, and his chest was still. She gathered him in her arms, rocking back and forth as if she could somehow will life back into his tiny body. Her tears fell onto his face, mingling with the dirt and blood that smeared his cheeks.

“No, no, no,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Please, God, no.”

But there was no answer, no miracle to undo what had been done. Carlitos was gone, his light extinguished in an instant. The world around Maria seemed to blur, the voices of the neighbors and the wail of approaching sirens fading into a distant hum. All she could feel was the weight of her son in her arms, the weight of a loss too immense to comprehend.

The days that followed were a haze of grief and disbelief. The house, once filled with Carlitos’ laughter, was now a tomb of silence. Maria moved through it like a ghost, her eyes hollow and her hands trembling. She couldn’t bring herself to touch his toys or pack away his clothes. His room remained exactly as it had been, a shrine to the life that had been taken too soon.

The driver of the car, a young woman named Emily, was consumed by guilt. She had been on her way to visit her parents, her mind preoccupied with the stresses of work and life. The text message that had distracted her was from her boss, a reminder about an upcoming deadline. She had only looked away for a second, but a second was all it took. Emily visited Maria a week after the accident, her face pale and her hands shaking as she tried to apologize. But Maria couldn’t find it in her heart to forgive. The pain was too fresh, the wound too deep.

As the weeks turned into months, the town of Mancelona began to heal. The flowers that had been left at the scene of the accident wilted and were swept away by the wind. The neighbors stopped whispering about the tragedy whenever Maria passed by. Life, as it always does, moved on. But for Maria, time seemed to stand still. Every morning, she woke up to the same crushing reality: Carlitos was gone, and nothing would ever be the same.

She found herself drawn to the road where the accident had happened, standing at the edge and staring at the spot where her son had taken his last breath. Sometimes, she would close her eyes and imagine him there, chasing his basketball, his laughter ringing in her ears. But when she opened them, the road was empty, and the silence was deafening.

One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon and painted the sky in shades of orange and pink, Maria sat on the porch, a blanket wrapped around her shoulders. The air was cool, but she barely noticed. Her thoughts were a tangled web of grief, anger, and guilt. She replayed the moments leading up to the accident in her mind, wondering if there was something she could have done differently. If she had been outside with Carlitos, if she had called him in a minute earlier, if she had—

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of footsteps on the gravel driveway. She looked up to see her older brother, Jose, approaching. He had been her rock in the months since Carlitos’ death, helping her with the funeral arrangements and checking in on her regularly. But tonight, his expression was grim, and Maria felt a flicker of unease.

“Maria,” he said softly, sitting down beside her. “There’s something you need to know.”

She turned to him, her heart pounding. “What is it?”

Jose hesitated, his hands clasped tightly in his lap. “The police... they finished their investigation. They found out that Emily, the driver... she wasn’t just texting. She was under the influence.”

Maria’s breath caught in her throat. The words hit her like a punch to the gut, and for a moment, she couldn’t speak. Rage and sorrow warred within her, a storm of emotions that threatened to consume her. She thought of Carlitos, his bright smile and his boundless energy, and the life that had been stolen from him. And she thought of Emily, whose choices had shattered their world.

Jose reached out and took her hand, his grip firm. “I know this doesn’t change anything,” he said quietly. “But I thought you should know.”

Maria nodded, her eyes filling with tears. She didn’t know what to do with the information, how to process it or what it meant for her grief. But as she sat there, the weight of her brother’s hand in hers, she felt a spark of something she hadn’t felt in months: determination.

Carlitos’ death had left a void that could never be filled. But Maria knew that she couldn’t let his memory fade. She would find a way to honor him, to ensure that his light continued to shine, even in the darkness. And as the first stars appeared in the night sky, she made a silent promise to her son: she would fight for him, for justice, and for the chance to heal.

The road ahead would be long and painful, but Maria Rodriguez was no stranger to hardship. She had survived the loss of her husband, and she would survive this too. For Carlitos, she would find the strength to keep going.

And so, under the watchful eyes of the stars, Maria took her first step toward a future she could barely imagine. It was a future without her son, but it was a future nonetheless. And in that moment, it was enough.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


THE CRISP WINTER OF 2010 air bit at Tyler Hines’ cheeks as he trudged through the snow, his breath forming little clouds that hung in the air before vanishing. At twelve years old, Tyler was no stranger to adventure, and today was no exception. The sun hung low in the sky, casting a golden glow over the frozen landscape of Johnson’s Pond, just on the outskirts of Mancelona, Michigan. The pond was a familiar spot for Tyler—a place where he could escape the noise of the world and lose himself in the thrill of hockey.

With his trusty hockey stick slung over his shoulder and a puck tucked securely in his coat pocket, Tyler made his way down the snowy path that led to the pond. The trees surrounding the area were heavy with snow, their branches bowing under the weight. The only sound was the crunch of his boots against the frost-covered ground and the occasional chirp of a brave bird braving the cold.

When he reached the edge of the pond, Tyler paused to survey the ice. It looked solid enough, glistening under the winter sun like a sheet of glass. He’d skated here countless times before, but something about today felt different. Maybe it was the way the wind whispered through the trees, or the way the ice seemed to groan faintly under its own weight. Tyler shook off the unease. He had a game coming up, and he needed to practice. His team was counting on him.

Stepping onto the ice, Tyler felt a rush of excitement. He dropped his puck onto the surface and began to bat it around with his stick, the familiar *clack* of wood against rubber echoing across the pond. He weaved in and out of imaginary opponents, his movements sharp and deliberate. For a moment, everything was perfect—the cold air, the sound of the puck sliding across the ice, the thrill of the game.

But then, it happened.

A sharp *crack* split the air, and Tyler froze. His heart leapt into his throat as he looked down at his feet. The ice beneath him was splintering, thin lines spreading out like spiderwebs. Before he could react, the ice gave way with a sickening crunch, and Tyler plunged into the freezing water below.

The shock of the cold was immediate and overwhelming. It felt like a thousand needles piercing his skin all at once. Tyler gasped, inhaling a mouthful of icy water as he flailed wildly, trying to grab onto something—anything—to pull himself out. But the edges of the broken ice were slippery, and his gloves made it impossible to get a good grip. Panic set in as he realized how deep the water was. His boots felt like anchors, dragging him down, and his heavy winter coat was quickly becoming waterlogged.

“Help!” Tyler screamed, his voice hoarse and trembling. But the pond was secluded, and the nearest house was a good half-mile away. No one would hear him. He was alone.

Tyler’s mind raced as he struggled to keep his head above water. He remembered something his dad had told him once: ‘If you ever fall through the ice, don’t panic. Try to spread your weight out and crawl back onto the solid ice.’ With all the strength he could muster, Tyler forced himself to stop thrashing. He reached out with his arms, trying to distribute his weight as he kicked his legs to stay afloat. The cold was unbearable, sapping his strength with every passing second, but he couldn’t give up. Not yet.

Gritting his teeth, Tyler managed to grab onto a thicker piece of ice. It cracked under his weight, but it held. He pulled himself forward, inch by agonizing inch, his muscles screaming in protest. The cold was making it harder to think, harder to move, but he refused to let go. Just as he thought he might make it, the ice beneath his arms gave way again, and Tyler plunged back into the water.

This time, the cold was even more intense. His limbs felt heavy, like they didn’t belong to him anymore. His vision blurred, and his thoughts became sluggish. ‘This is it,’ he thought, a strange calm washing over him. ‘I’m not going to make it.’

—-
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AS TYLER’S STRENGTH began to fail, a strange sensation washed over him. The cold, which had been so unbearable moments ago, seemed to fade into the background. His vision blurred, and the world around him grew quiet, as if the pond itself was holding its breath. The only sound was the faint crackling of ice and the distant whisper of the wind through the trees.

Then, a voice. Soft, but clear. “Hey... don’t give up.”

Tyler’s head lolled to the side, and through the haze, he saw a figure standing on the ice. It wasn’t a man, as he had expected, but a boy—no older than five or six. The boy was dressed in old-fashioned winter clothes: a thick wool coat, mittens, and a scarf wrapped snugly around his neck. His face was pale, almost translucent, and his eyes glowed with an otherworldly warmth. He didn’t seem to sink into the snow or leave footprints as he moved. Instead, he glided effortlessly across the ice, as if he were part of the winter itself.

Tyler blinked, unsure if he was hallucinating. “H-help me...” he croaked, his voice barely audible.

The boy nodded and knelt at the edge of the broken ice. He reached out a hand, and though it didn’t quite touch Tyler, a strange warmth radiated from it, cutting through the icy water. “Grab onto the ice,” the boy said calmly. “I’ll help you.”

Tyler didn’t question it. He reached out with numb fingers and clawed at the edge of the ice. To his surprise, it held firm, as if the boy’s presence had somehow strengthened it. With a strength he didn’t know he had, Tyler pulled himself forward, inch by agonizing inch, until he was halfway out of the water. The boy hovered nearby, his expression calm but focused, as if he were guiding Tyler with an invisible force.

“You’re almost there,” the boy said softly. “Just a little more.”

Tyler’s muscles screamed in protest, but he kept going. Finally, with one last heave, he dragged himself out of the water and onto the solid ice. He collapsed, shivering violently, his breath coming in ragged gasps. The boy stood over him, his expression a mix of relief and something else—something sad.

“Th-thank you,” Tyler stammered, his teeth chattering. “Who... who are you?”

The boy smiled faintly. “I’m Carlitos,” he said. “I used to come here too. A long time ago.”

Tyler stared at him, his mind struggling to process what was happening. Carlito’s clothes looked old-fashioned, like something out of a photo from the 1990s. And his face... there was something timeless about it, something that didn’t quite belong to the present.

“You’re... not real, are you?” Tyler whispered.

Carlito’s smile widened, but there was a sadness in his eyes. “I’m real enough,” he said. “But I can’t stay. You’re safe now, Tyler. That’s what matters.”

Before Tyler could say anything else, Carlitos began to fade. His form grew translucent, like mist dissolving in the sunlight, until there was nothing left but the faint sound of his voice on the wind. “Take care of yourself, okay?”

And then he was gone.

Tyler lay there for a moment, staring at the spot where Carlitos had been. His body was still trembling from the cold, but his mind was racing. Had he just been saved by a ghost? Or was it all in his head—a trick of his freezing brain?

The sound of distant voices snapped him back to reality. He turned his head and saw two figures running toward the pond—a man and a woman, bundled up in winter coats. They must have heard his cries for help. Tyler tried to call out, but his voice was too weak. Instead, he raised a trembling hand, and the figures quickened their pace.

“Oh my God!” the woman exclaimed as they reached him. “Are you okay? What happened?”

Tyler tried to answer, but his words came out in a jumbled mess. The man knelt beside him and wrapped his coat around Tyler’s shoulders. “It’s okay, kid,” he said. “We’ve got you. Let’s get you out of here.”

As they helped him to his feet, Tyler glanced back at the pond one last time. The ice was still broken where he had fallen through, but there was no sign of Carlitos—no footprints, no trace of his presence. Just the quiet stillness of the winter afternoon.

—-
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THE MAN AND WOMAN HELPED Tyler to their car, where they cranked up the heat and wrapped him in blankets. As they drove him home, Tyler’s mind kept drifting back to Carlitos. Who was he? How had he known Tyler’s name? And why had he been there, of all places, at the exact moment Tyler needed help?

When they arrived at Tyler’s house, his parents were frantic. They had been searching for him for over an hour, and the sight of him soaked and shivering sent them into a panic. After a hot shower and a change of clothes, Tyler sat by the fireplace, wrapped in a blanket, while his parents peppered him with questions.

“What were you thinking, going out on the ice alone?” his mom scolded, her voice trembling with worry.

“I just wanted to practice,” Tyler mumbled, staring into the flames. “I didn’t think... I didn’t know the ice was that thin.”

His dad sighed and put a hand on his shoulder. “You’re lucky those people found you,” he said. “You could’ve...”

He didn’t finish the sentence, but Tyler knew what he meant. He could’ve died. If it hadn’t been for Carlitos...

Tyler didn’t tell his parents about the boy. He wasn’t sure they’d believe him, and he wasn’t even sure he believed it himself. But as he sat there, warm and safe, he couldn’t shake the feeling that Carlitos had been real—that he had been there for a reason.

Later that night, as Tyler lay in bed, he made a decision. He would go back to Johnson’s Pond. Not to skate, but to find out more about Carlitos. There had to be a reason the boy had appeared to him. And Tyler was determined to uncover the truth.

—-
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THE NEXT MORNING, TYLER woke up with a sense of purpose. He bundled up in his warmest clothes and told his parents he was going for a walk. They hesitated, still shaken from the previous day’s events, but Tyler promised he wouldn’t go near the pond. It wasn’t entirely a lie—he didn’t plan to go *on* the ice, just to the edge of it.

When he reached the pond, Tyler stood at the spot where he had fallen through. The broken ice had refrozen overnight, leaving a jagged patch that stood out against the smooth surface. Tyler shivered, not from the cold but from the memory of what had happened. He scanned the area, half-expecting Carlitos to appear again, but there was no sign of him.

As Tyler turned to leave, something caught his eye. A small wooden cross, partially buried in the snow, stood near the edge of the pond. He knelt down and brushed the snow away, revealing a faded inscription on the cross: ‘Carlitos Rodriguez, 1985–1990. Forever in our hearts.’

Tyler’s breath caught in his throat. Carlitos had been real. But the dates didn’t make sense. If Carlito had died in 1990, that would make him five years old—the same age as the boy who had saved him. But why was there a memorial for him here, at the pond, if he had died in front of his mother’s house in Mancelona?

Determined to find answers, Tyler decided to visit the local library. If Carlitos had died twenty years ago, there might be some record of it—a newspaper article, an obituary, something that could explain who he was and why he had appeared at the pond.

—-
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THE MANCELONA PUBLIC Library was a small, cozy building on the edge of town. Tyler had been there a few times for school projects, but he’d never paid much attention to the archives section. Today, he headed straight for the old newspapers and microfilm machines.

The librarian, a kind older woman named Mrs. Thompson, noticed Tyler’s determined expression and approached him. “Can I help you find something, dear?” she asked.

“I’m looking for information about someone who died a long time ago,” Tyler explained. “His name was Carlitos Rodriguez. He died in 1990.”

Mrs. Thompson’s eyes widened slightly, and she nodded. “Carlitos... yes, I remember that name. Let me see what I can find.”

She led Tyler to a stack of old newspapers and helped him locate the issue from April 1990. As Tyler scanned the pages, his heart sank. There, on the front page, was a headline that made his stomach churn: *Tragedy Strikes Mancelona: 5-Year-Old Boy Killed by an intoxicated driver.

The article described how Carlitos Rodriguez had been playing in front of his mother’s house on a snowy afternoon when a speeding car lost control and struck him. The driver had a high blood alcohol test and had been text driving, and Carlitos had died instantly. The community had been devastated, and a memorial had been held in his honor. But there was no mention of Johnson’s Pond.

Tyler frowned. If Carlitos had died in front of his house, why had he appeared at the pond? And why had he saved Tyler?

—-
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AS TYLER LEFT THE LIBRARY, his mind raced with questions. He decided to visit Carlito’s mother’s house, hoping to find some answers. The address was listed in the newspaper article, and it wasn’t far from the pond.

When he arrived, Tyler hesitated. The house was small and weathered, with a faded porch and a thin layer of snow covering the yard. He wasn’t sure what to say or how to explain why he was there, but he knew he had to try.

He knocked on the door, and after a moment, a woman answered. She was in her fifties, with kind eyes and a tired expression. “Can I help you?” she asked.

“Hi,” Tyler said nervously. “My name is Tyler. I... I think I met your son. Carlitos.”

The woman’s eyes filled with tears, and she stepped back, gesturing for Tyler to come inside. “You’d better come in,” she said softly.

—-
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CARLITO’S MOTHER, LED Tyler into her small, cozy living room. The walls were adorned with family photos, and Tyler immediately noticed a picture of Carlitos on the mantel. He was smiling, his eyes bright and full of life, just like the boy Tyler had seen at the pond.

Maria gestured for Tyler to sit on the couch, and she took a seat across from him. “You said you met Carlitos?” she asked, her voice trembling with a mix of hope and disbelief.

Tyler nodded, his hands fidgeting in his lap. “Yes, ma’am. Yesterday, I was at Johnson’s Pond, and I fell through the ice. I couldn’t get out, and I thought... I thought I was going to drown. But then Carlitos appeared. He helped me get out of the water. He told me his name, and then he just... disappeared.”

Maria’s eyes filled with tears, and she clasped her hands together as if in prayer. “Carlitos... he saved you?” she whispered.

“Yes,” Tyler said, his voice soft but firm. “I don’t know how or why, but he did. And when I saw his name on the cross at the pond, I knew I had to find out more about him.”

Maria wiped her tears and took a deep breath. “Carlitos loved that pond,” she said, her voice distant, as if she were reliving a memory. “He used to go there all the time, even in the winter. He loved to skate and play hockey, just like you. But after he died... I couldn’t bear to go back there. It was too painful.”

Tyler hesitated, then asked the question that had been burning in his mind. “Why is there a memorial for him at the pond if he died here, in front of your house?”

Maria smiled faintly. “The community put it there. They knew how much Carlitos loved that place. They wanted to honor him in a way that felt... right. I never went to see it, though. It was too hard.”

Tyler nodded, understanding. “I think Carlito’s spirit is still there,” he said quietly. “I think he’s watching over the pond, and maybe... maybe he’s watching over you too.”

Maria’s tears flowed freely now, but there was a softness in her expression, a glimmer of something that had been missing for a long time. “Do you really believe that?” she asked.

“I do,” Tyler said firmly. “I don’t know how else to explain what happened. He was there, Mrs. Rodriguez. He saved my life.”

Maria reached out and took Tyler’s hand, squeezing it gently. “Thank you for telling me this,” she said. “For twenty years, I’ve wondered if Carlitos was at peace. If he was happy. And now... now I think I know. He’s still here, in his own way. He’s still helping people, just like he always did.”

—-
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AS TYLER LEFT MARIA’S house, he felt a sense of peace he hadn’t known before. The mystery of Carlito’s appearance at the pond wasn’t something he could fully explain, but he didn’t need to. Some things were meant to be felt, not understood.

For Maria, the conversation with Tyler opened a door she had long kept closed. That evening, she bundled up in her coat and walked to Johnson’s Pond for the first time in twenty years. The snow crunched under her boots, and the cold air bit at her cheeks, but she didn’t mind. She felt closer to Carlitos than she had in years.

When she reached the pond, she knelt by the small wooden cross and brushed the snow away. “Carlitos,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I don’t know if you can hear me, but... thank you. Thank you for saving that boy. Thank you for showing me that you’re still here.”

The wind rustled through the trees, and for a moment, Maria thought she heard a faint laugh—a sound she hadn’t heard in two decades. She smiled through her tears and looked up at the sky. “I love you, mijo,” she said. “Always.”

—-
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TYLER NEVER FORGOT Carlitos. He visited the pond often, not to skate, but to sit by the cross and remember the boy who had saved his life. He told his friends about Carlitos, and over time, the story spread through the town. People began to leave small tokens at the cross—flowers, hockey pucks, even handwritten notes thanking Carlitos for watching over them.

For Maria, the pond became a place of healing. She visited often, feeling Carlito’s presence in the rustling leaves and the shimmering ice. She even started a scholarship in his name, helping local kids pursue their dreams, just as Carlitos would have wanted.

And sometimes, on quiet winter afternoons, when the sun hung low in the sky and the pond glistened like glass, Tyler thought he saw a figure standing on the ice—a boy in an old-fashioned coat, smiling as he glided across the surface. Tyler would wave, and though the figure never waved back, he knew Carlitos was there, still watching over the pond, still bringing hope to those who needed it most.

—
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THE SKY OVER MANCELONA hung low and heavy, a blanket of gray that promised more snow. It was February 2010, and the town was buried under a thick layer of white, the kind of snow that squeaked underfoot and clung to everything it touched. The streets were quiet, save for the occasional rumble of a snowplow or the distant laughter of children playing outside. The cold air bit at exposed skin, but inside the small, cozy home on Elders Road, Michelle Queen was too excited to care about the weather.

Michelle was six years old, with a mop of long straight red hair that bounced as she darted between the living room and the front door. Her cheeks were flushed from the cold, and her mittens dangled from the sleeves of her pink snowsuit. She had been begging her mother all morning to let her go outside and build a snowman, and finally, after lunch, she got her wish.

“Mom, can I have a carrot for the nose?” Michelle called, her voice echoing through the small house.

Her mother, Sarah Queen, stood at the kitchen sink, her hands submerged in soapy water as she scrubbed a pot. She glanced out the window at her daughter, who was already rolling a small snowball across the yard. Sarah smiled, though her eyes were tired. Her husband, Tom, had been deployed for six months now, and the weight of raising Michelle alone was starting to wear on her. But moments like this—seeing Michelle’s joy as she played in the snow—made it all worth it.

“There’s a carrot in the fridge, sweetheart,” Sarah called back. “But don’t let the door hang open too long, okay? It’s freezing outside.”

Michelle didn’t need to be told twice. She bolted inside, her boots leaving wet prints on the linoleum floor, and grabbed the carrot from the fridge. Before Sarah could remind her to close the door gently, Michelle was already back outside, the door slamming shut behind her.

—-
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NEXT DOOR, THE SCENE was decidedly less peaceful. Eddie Yeash and his best friend, Howard Bauer, were crouched behind a snowbank in the front yard, their breaths visible in the cold air. Eddie, a wiry nine-year-old with a mischievous grin, clutched a BB gun in his hands. Howard, taller and stockier, watched with wide eyes as Eddie took aim at a row of little green army men they had set up on the fence.

“You’re gonna miss,” Howard taunted, his voice tinged with both excitement and nervousness.

“No way,” Eddie shot back, squinting one eye as he lined up the shot. “I’m a way better shot than you.”

The BB gun was a recent acquisition, a gift from Eddie’s father who had recently bought it for his 9-year-old. Eddie’s parents had warned him to be careful with it, but in the hands of a nine-year-old boy, the gun felt like a ticket to adventure. The army men were their targets, and the snowy yard was their battlefield.

Eddie pulled the trigger, and the BB whizzed through the air, narrowly missing one of the army men and ricocheting off the fence. Howard laughed, but Eddie scowled.
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