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Even the most wounded souls can find peace.

Dedicated to all the Sippys of the world.
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Chapter One

“Get over there and clean up that mess! I’m not playing with you,” Janine snapped, her voice sharp and icy cold, echoing through the tiny house.

Sippy shook her head, tears sliding down her cheeks. “My head still hurts,” she whispered.

“I didn’t even mess that up,” she added, her voice small but defiant, trembling as she spoke.

Janine scoffed. “I don’t care, ugly. You shouldn’t have wasted it in the first place.”

“But Larry hit me over the head with a hammer,” Sippy cried, her voice rising in panic.

Janine rolled her eyes. “Well, you should have fought back.”

Sippy’s shoulders sagged. She sank to the floor,  sobbing and disillusioned.

A gentle jolt — the sudden bump of a tire hitting uneven ground — snapped her out of the memory. The room was gone. Janine was gone. But the pain lingered.

The road is unusually quiet for a Sunday morning in Flowersun. Flowersun—a blink-and-you-miss-it town with one gas station, a Dollar General, a Piggly Wiggly, one bar, and Old Lady Stella’s corner store, where you can still get penny candy if you ask real nice.

Only a few cars pass by, heading in the opposite direction, swallowed by the hush of early light. An old blue pickup truck rumbles steadily down the highway—Mr. Davis at the wheel. The truck’s seen better days, and too many long nights.

Lanai—known to most as Baby Lai—has both hands on the steering wheel, her gaze fixed ahead. Her short, dark-brown hair, highlighted with blonde, flutters in the breeze from the cracked window. It’s unbrushed, charmingly messy—much like her life these days.

“Shoot! Roll that window up,” Sippy grumbles from the passenger seat, rubbing her arms. “It’s too cold for all that!”

Baby Lai flashes a half-smile and slides the window up with a quiet whirrrr. Sunlight spills through the windshield, catching the golden undertones in Sippy’s mocha-brown skin. Her short, tousled hair looks like it’s been in a fight with sleep—and lost. Could use a few curls, maybe. But neither of them is really trying today.

Twenty minutes earlier, they’d dropped off the twins—Nai and Lai—with their dad, Tony, over in Jones Bridge: the next town over, barely clinging to the map. These days, Baby Lai and Tony only speak when they have to. On drop-off days, Sippy always tags along. Not because she has to—because breakups leave silent wreckage. Because mothers notice the pain their daughters pretend isn't there.

As they ease through the edge of town, they pass old man Henry, pedaling his rusty bike. The front wheel wobbles. Behind him, a dented red wagon clatters over gravel. He’s out early, as always, scanning the ditches for tossed cans. Been doing it for years—part recycling, part ritual. Folks say he’s saving for something, but no one knows what.

Farther down, a small crowd waits near the gravel shoulder, dressed in their Sunday best. Women in bright hats, flowery skirts, and ruffled blouses. Men in worn suits and khakis. Kids fidgeting in stiff shoes. “They’re probably waiting on the old church van from Greater New Hope—or maybe just a few parishioners are running late.”

A little girl in a pink dress, covered in daisies and lilies,  lifts her hand to wave.

Baby Lai raises hers in return—just a flick off the steering wheel. Sippy waves too, her smile soft, almost wistful, a quiet echo of the past."

They’re almost to the field now. That’s what folks call the patch of land where Sippy’s house sits. Wide and open, it stretches out like a held breath. It’s home, technically, but it holds a weight that Sippy does not like to name. Memories live there—some half-finished, some too sharp, some that don’t belong to her but haunt the rooms just the same.

The breeze has quieted. The car hums gently beneath them. In the silence between songs on the radio, the past feels closer than it should.

Home is just ahead.

Chapter 2

The car eased off the highway and turned onto the narrow, worn road that led to Sippy’s house. Baby Lai drove slow, real slow, like she always did when she got near the neighborhood. Kids had a habit of bursting out from nowhere—barefoot, wild-eyed, chasing after each other or racing toward Old Lady Stella’s corner store. That old place sat right at the corner where Main Street dipped into Sippy’s turnoff, still managing to sell stale candy and canned soda through a crooked screen door.
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