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  Silver Light




  Janet Swift, a tall young woman, picked up the antique brush from the top of the rosewood dresser and stared at herself in the mirror. Her slender form was bathed in the silver light of the moon coming through the window overlooking the rambling colorful gardens below.




  More than any other room in the house she loved this one in her grandparents rustic two-story farmhouse at the edge of the urban sprawl the metropolis of Vancouver had become. Their welcoming home had a expansive front porch painted hunter green with a rich, warm white trim.




  Her favorite thing had always been her room, her safe haven after her parents died when she was six. Being here helped her heal from the grief of losing both parents at the same time.




  This old house, with it's creaky oak floors, it’s large airy rooms was what she always thought of as her real home.




  The house had been updated in the last year, but her room was the same when she lived here two years ago. She still came home to visit all the time and knew she was very lucky her grandparents were a big part of her life.




  In three days time she would change, she would be married and never be the same person again. Thoughts of her impending wedding made her palms sweat and her mouth go dry.




  Her grandparents really liked Richard, her fiancé and had given their blessing to the marriage.




  As Janet stood she swayed back and forth to music only she could hear. It was the song the orchestra would play at her wedding.




  She froze when she thought she heard the well-oiled lock on her door click to lock her in. I must still be dreaming, she concluded.




  Even the hairbrush felt strange as it ran though her hair. She stopped, then made another stroke and stopped again. Looking down at the floor her breath caught in her throat. Her hair. Her long silky, beautiful blond hair rained down silently around her shoulders as it fell to the floor in chunks.




  Her eyes grew wide and her heart beat hard in her chest. She leaned forward to stare at her image in the mirror. What's happening to me?




  Her hair was nearly gone now only stubbles of hair separated her from complete baldness. What was left was coarse, dense, sandy-colored, and barely two inches long. The brush slipped from her fingers as her hands moving to the top of her head. She emitted a scream then screamed again.




  Her heart raced as her mind tried to grasp what she was seeing. She turned, ran to the bedroom door. She had to get out. The crystal doorknob turned in her hand but the door wouldn’t open. It was locked.




  Janet shook the knob and pounded on the door. It wouldn’t open. She screamed again and again as she pounded on the door with a closed fist. Her voice grew horse, but no one came. Her mind whirled with fear and confusion.




  This door was never locked. Where were her grandparents?
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