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Prologue 

 Catherine Harlowe checked to make sure her husband was asleep before quietly 

getting dressed. She opened the bathroom door just far enough that she could slip inside, 

any farther and it would squeak. She applied a fresh coat of make-up and forced herself 

to breathe evenly. He won’t wake up. He hasn’t yet. 

 At the top of the stairs, she paused. 

 “Mommy?” Her three-year-old daughter was standing in the doorway to her 

room. 

 “Go back to sleep, sweetie,” Catherine said. 

 “I had a bad dream. The bad faeries chased me.” 

 “The bad faeries won’t get you. You’re too good.” 

 “Can I sleep with you and daddy?” 

 Catherine thought quickly. If she woke Max up, he would realize she was gone. 

Emily always slept in the car. And she probably wouldn’t remember this anyway. “I’m 

going out. Do you want to come, sweetheart?” 

 Emily nodded and ran to grab her teddy bear. 

 “Let’s be really, really quiet,” Catherine said, “like good faeries.” Emily nodded 

gravely and rose up on her tiptoes, and the two made their way out to the car. Emily was 

asleep before they left the neighborhood. 

 Catherine drove to an overgrown park about forty minutes away. She pulled into a 

parking spot next to a black sedan—the only other car in the parking lot—cracked the 

windows and got out. A man walked out from between the trees and beckoned to her, but 
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she shook her head. He approached her, dark eyebrows creased. “I have Emily,” she said 

quietly. The man shrugged and pulled her to him. 

 “My Cathy,” he said, and Catherine sighed happily. 

 Emily watched them embrace under a dim streetlight, awakened by the car door 

shutting. They were bathed in an unearthly glow, swaying slightly in the night breeze. 

Her mommy looked happy.  
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Chapter 1 

 Emily Harlowe awoke to the sound of wind chimes and realized she had fallen 

asleep with the window open again. The thumbnail-sized crystal hanging from her shelf 

threw rainbows across her face as the chimes underneath reminded her why she had 

awakened three times in the middle of the night freezing. She rolled out of bed, taking the 

comforter with her, and stumbled across the room to shut the window. The plastic 

groaned in protest. In her half-asleep struggle she stepped on the edge of the blanket and 

tripped backward, knocking the three-year-old ivy plant off her windowsill. She cursed 

under her breath and threw the blanket toward the bed before starting to scoop what soil 

she could back into the ceramic pot. 

 She stood to survey her work. The formerly six-inch circle of loose dirt had 

become about two feet wide and ground into the carpet. Great. That could be dealt with 

after a cup of coffee. She absentmindedly wiped her hands on her shorts before throwing 

on a sweatshirt and heading downstairs. She smelled the coffee before she saw it and was 

suddenly glad that her father was an early-riser. She filled a mug and started drinking 

before her father even looked up from the yellowing paperback he was reading. 

 “You’re up early,” he commented. “And up to stay, judging by the gusto with 

which you are attacking that coffee.” 

 “I was cold,” Emily said. 

 “More than that.” 

 “I left my window open last night accidentally, and I was cold. So I shut it and 

then knocked my ivy over and had to clean it up.” 

 “Is that why your hands look like a mechanic’s?” 
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 “I needed coffee.” 

 “Obviously. Using a sink is an arduous task, to be sure. How’d I ever train you to 

do it?” 

 “I’m a quick learner,” Emily said. Her dad smiled. 

 “Go wash your hands.” Emily stayed put. “Or I’ll ask you how school has been 

going and expect an answer other than ‘fine.’ Said answer will include direct examples of 

papers written, grades received, and snippets of conversations between you and anyone 

you’ve ever spoken to.” 

 Emily rolled her eyes but went to wash her hands, taking the coffee with her. 

 “Hey, Em?” her dad called. 

 “Hey, Max?” she called back. 

 “How much would it take for you to spend today cleaning out the back room?” 

 She strolled back into the living room and sat down on the arm of the couch, 

facing her dad. “Hm. I’m thinking… a pony, a trip to Disneyland, and your soul,” she 

said, ticking them off on her fingers. 

 “How about twenty dollars, and the next time you say you’re too sick to go to 

school, I believe you, no questions asked?” 

 “Deal. I didn’t have plans today anyway.” 

 Max laughed. “You’re an easy sell. I don’t know what all is gathering dust back 

there, but the fact that it’s there means we don’t need it. Use your best judgment, but 

don’t be afraid to throw it all away.” 
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Four hours later, Emily lay on the floor surrounded by half-empty boxes, 

overflowing garbage bags, and stacks of clothes, papers, and more books than they had 

bookshelves for. Her dad knocked on the door and she groaned. 

 He peeked his strawberry-blonde head through a crack in the door. “How’re we 

coming?” 

 She groaned again. 

 “Find anything of interest?” he asked, opening the door wider. 

 She threw a rubber duck with a Sharpie mustache at him. “He’s been keeping me 

company. I named him Edmund McDuckyson, and he thinks you need better 

organizational skills.” 

 “Talking to inanimate objects is only a problem when they start talking back,” he 

said, tossing it back at her. “I brought you iced tea, but I’m not going to throw that.” 

 She sat up. “Thanks.” He turned to leave. “I’m finding a lot of Mom’s stuff,” she 

said. “What do you want me to do with it?” 

 He grimaced. “That’s why you’re going through this stuff. Throw it away.” He 

paused, curiosity getting the best of him. “What are you finding?” 

“Mostly clothes, a few books you would be very not interested in. Jewelry. 

Accessories.” 

“If you want any of it, keep it, I guess. Otherwise throw it out. Or put it in a box 

to sell—I know how much you like garage sales. And you know how much I don’t.” 

 “So you’re not going to help me,” she finished. 

 “So I’m not going to help,” he said. “I don’t care what you do with it. I don’t want 

it.” He left. 
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 “Well, Edmund,” she said, addressing the duck, “shall we see what else we can 

find?” 

 The duck stared back at her. 

 The next box she opened was, like most of the others, filled with books and loose 

papers. She pulled out A Shopper’s Guide to Cheap Designer Shoes and two different 

copies of What to Expect When You’re Expecting, both showing women much happier 

than she thought anyone growing something inside of them should look. She placed those 

in the newly christened garage sale box and continued digging. Underneath sixteen 

calendars and matching daily planners—Max’s, of course—she found a miniature 

treasure box, about a foot wide, glue dots showing where plastic jewels had once been, 

darkly stained and covered with a hand-painted quote she vaguely recognized about being 

a brain and an athlete and a criminal. It had a small lock, which Emily broke easily. She 

opened it, not wanting to throw away something important, and surveyed the contents. 

Inside were haphazardly folded papers, old photos, movie ticket stubs, receipts, and the 

like. It must have been her mom’s. Emily had a box just like it in her room, though hers 

was covered in a vintage flower pattern and in much better taste.  

She pulled out the photos first. Her mom and dad smiled at her from the prom 

while a kid in an orange suit stared awkwardly at the camera behind them. Her dad had a 

similar picture hanging in the hallway, but it was of just the two of them. After that was a 

picture of her mom and dad as children sitting on opposite sides of a table. A dark-haired 

boy with striking blue eyes was sitting next to her mom, frowning at the camera. A strip 

from a photo booth showed her mother convincing the same dark-haired boy, now a 

teenager, to smile. In the last frame, he was smirking, so whatever she said must have 
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worked. She had seen that face before. When she was little. She had no idea who he was, 

but his face was ingrained in her mind. She had been looking for that face for years. The 

rest of the photos were mostly of the same three people, in various states of knowing they 

were being photographed. There were a few of Uncle Fenton and of Lyssa, the woman 

who had lived with them for a few years after Emily’s mom died, and a few of her mom’s 

parents—mostly her grandfather—both of whom had died before she was born. She 

moved on to the papers. 

 On top was an unflattering pen sketch of short man with glasses too big for his 

face. Underneath that was a pencil drawing of a barren landscape clearly drawn by a 

different hand. At the bottom were the words “do you think this counts as a picture of my 

soul?” and, with a different pen, “only if it’s without me.” There were more sketches of 

people she didn’t recognize and handwritten notes ripped off the bottom of notebook 

paper. Most were with the same two handwritings, one of which she assumed was her 

mother’s. A few were written differently—dotted with hearts—and about cheerleading or 

cute outfits. 

 She saved the full sheets of paper for last. The first one she pulled out was a love 

letter. She briefly considered the moral greyness of reading someone else’s private love 

letters before deciding she was too far in to stop now. She read it. 

 

My Catherine, 

You need me. 

And I cannot lie, I need you too. There is no you without me, no me without you. 

Without me, you will never be happy. Without me you will constantly feel like there is 
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something more for you out there, like the world is missing a color you could have sworn 

used to be there, like your porcelain skin came into this world with miniscule cracks, like 

you are somehow incomplete. And without me, you would be.  

Catherine, since we first met, our hearts, no, our souls began to fuse, seamlessly, 

utterly indistinguishable. And before that, they longed for each other. When I saw you, 

my soul knew you. And you knew. Every moment since, whether together or apart, they 

have only entwined more tightly, forever inextricable.  

I don’t care what you or any other human being has to say about it. We are meant 

to be together. 

I have never felt more alive than when I am with you. I have never felt more like 

myself. Being with you is better than living. I want to evaporate so you can breathe me in 

and absorb me into you. I would cease to exist to exist in you. Even death could not be a 

release for me because it is only a continued separation from you.  

I know that we fight. For two halves to make a whole there is bound to be friction, 

and what does it prove but the depth of our passion? You said you were fire and I was 

ice, but you were wrong. We are fire. We are ice. 

I cannot rid you of me because it is We, Catherine. We.  

We are nothing apart. We are everything together. 

When you look at me, I melt away and am simultaneously filled with such a 

feeling that I could not express to you with every language working in tandem. You are 

better than life. You are greater than love. You are truer than poetry. You are mine. 

       -H 
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 Emily wasn’t sure whether to roll her eyes or swoon. The rest turned out to be 

love letters as well, equally as sappy, except the one neatly folded paper tucked 

underneath everything else and still sealed with wax. She lifted it from the box and 

flipped it over, studying it. There was nothing written on the outside. She gently pinched 

the sides to look inside and saw only one word: “Come.” She wasn’t really sure why this 

was in the box with other obviously meaningful things, especially since it had never been 

opened. She shrugged off the mystery and set the treasure chest in the box of things to 

take down to her room, then opened the next box and continued to sort through clothes 

and gifts long forgotten and books and knickknacks from a different decade. 

 She finished sorting and organizing at nine that night, pausing for lunch but 

forgetting dinner completely after her dad left to meet some friends from work. She 

ended up with two industrial garbage bags full of trash, two boxes filled with mostly 

clothes for herself, stacks of books and papers she thought Max would want to keep, and 

enough left over for a four-table garage sale. And, because she wouldn’t forget, twenty 

dollars and a get-out-of-school-free pass. Max came home just as she was settling into the 

living room couch with a bowl of cereal and the remote. 

 “Hey, Dad,” she called. 

 “Did you finish?” he asked, kicking his shoes into the dining room they never 

used. 

 “Yep. You owe me a trip to Disneyland.” 

 “How about twenty dollars and a brownie?” 

 “And a day off school,” she added. 
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 “And a day off school.” He set the plastic wrapped brownie on the couch next to 

her and sat in the armchair across the room. “Find anything more interesting than your 

talking duck?” 

 “There is nothing more interesting than Edmund. You hurt his feelings just by 

implying that.” She paused, trying to remember where she had put the duck. She resolved 

to look for him tomorrow. “But yeah kind of.” 

 “What was it?” 

 “Well, I found that book you’ve been looking for for like a year and a half, the 

one about dolphins and clocks. It somehow ended up at the bottom of a pile of 

cookbooks.” 

 “That room is a black hole, I swear.” 

 “Tell me about it,” Emily said. “I also found a couple old pictures, of you and 

Mom.” 

 “Did you now? What of?” 

 “Prom. Candids. A few when you were kids.”  

Max smiled fondly, remembering. “She hated me when we were kids.” He 

laughed. 

“There was another person in a lot of the pictures,” she said. 

Max’s face hardened. “Was it your Uncle Fenton?” he asked. 

“No,” Emily said. “But there were a few of him, too. Who was the other boy?” 

“Hawke,” Max said, his top lip involuntarily curling upward. 

“Oh.” A moment of recognition hit Emily. “Is that—” 

“Yes,” Max said. “The scum responsible for your mother’s death.” 



Csuti 12 

“But I thought—” 

“There wasn’t good evidence either way, and the police didn’t know him. I did. 

He was the last person—if he even was that—the last thing she was seen with.” 

Emily let it drop. They had had this discussion before. She was only four when 

her mother’s body was found in the woods, a crown of foxglove blossoms woven in her 

hair. They didn’t know she had gone out, and when she didn’t come home, Max called 

the police. They didn’t find her until near midnight, and the medical examiner said she 

had only been dead a few hours. The official paperwork said that her cause of death could 

not be determined; they only knew that her heart had stopped, most likely as a result of 

ingesting the foxglove, though the levels of the poison they found in her blood were 

usually considered nonlethal. She was also covered in bruises. Witnesses in town had 

seen her briefly with a man matching Hawke’s description. That was all Max needed to 

hear to know that Hawke had kidnapped her, coerced her, and then killed her. Emily 

didn’t learn all this until much later, of course. All she remembered from the time was 

crying when her mommy didn’t come home to tuck her in and a lot of serious men asking 

her questions she didn’t know the answers to. 

Max was convinced Hawke was responsible; he didn’t care what had actually 

killed her, he just knew it was Hawke and refused to consider any other possibilities. 

Emily had no reason to doubt it, other than the vague autopsy report. She knew very little 

about Hawke—she had never met him—but everything she did know pointed to his guilt. 

Plus, Max had told her once that if you throw enough money at something, it won’t 

bother you anymore, just look at the words “not determined” on the autopsy. People can 

always be bought, he said with disgust. 
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Emily finished her cereal and stood up. “I’m going to go sit outside for a while,” 

she announced. 

“Don’t stay out too late,” her dad said. “And keep the light on.” 

She obliged, wandering off the deck into the woods behind their house. She knew 

Max didn’t like her spending time in the woods alone, but he had given up that battle a 

few years ago and bought her a stun gun for her fifteenth birthday. It sat safely in her 

purse upstairs. 

She made her way instinctively toward her favorite spot, a small circular clearing 

with a rock that was perfect for everything from tanning to picnicking to sailing the seven 

seas as a pirate in a towel cape. She sat cross-legged on the rock and looked up at the 

moon. It was full tonight, ripe for ghost stories and supernatural encounters. Her mind 

flitted back to a passage from her favorite book, Ashford’s Authoritative Guide to Faerie 

Lore, passed down from her grandfather to her mother to her, and her lips starting 

moving of their own accord, muttering the incantation she had memorized as a child in 

order to summon faeries: 

Circle of nature, 

Softest of feature, 

Child of moonlight, 

Come fairest creature. 

The words meant nothing, really, but she said them every time she saw a full 

moon as a matter of habit. Emily’s strongest memory of her mother was her strong voice 

reading from that book. Her features had grown hazy over time, the face from the 

wedding picture in the hall replacing any real memories that had ever existed.  
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What’s a faerie? four-year-old Emily had asked. You are, Sweetie, her mother 

replied, laughing, and kissed her daughter on the nose. Little Emily giggled. How come 

I’m a faerie and you’re not? she asked. Her mother leaned in close to whisper: I am, too. 

Then she started to tickle Emily until they both collapsed in a fit of giggles. 

Emily laid back on the rock and watched the tops of the trees sway in the early 

autumn wind. She had read that book cover to cover more times than she could count 

and, though she had tried all the tricks and rituals at least once—some more than others—

she had never actually met a faerie, at least not to her knowledge. They apparently didn’t 

like the idea of being summoned, not that she could blame them. Still, it was fun to 

entertain the idea occasionally that maybe her mother actually was a faerie. Which would 

make her one too. Which would make it slightly insulting that she had never met another. 

She let her mind wander. In history class recently, they were learning about Aristotle. He 

had said that it was the mark of an educated mind to entertain a thought without accepting 

it and, she thought, that was definitely all she was doing. Maybe Hawke was a faerie, too. 

He certainly talked like one of the high, court fey; looked like one, too, with those 

cheekbones and soul-searing eyes. She imagined looking deep into those eyes, seeing his 

soul. And that jawline… Emily shook her head and noticed that the moon had climbed a 

lot higher in the sky. She must have dozed off. 

She walked back toward the house, faerie faces teasing her mind, every rustle in 

the bushes making her heart race. Faerie or not, she needed to learn more about her 

mother. More about Hawke. 
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Chapter 2 

Fae can only die of two causes: fatal wounds, usually to a vital organ, or a 

broken heart. 

 Emily set the book down on her chest and stared at the ceiling. She knew this, of 

course; she knew almost everything there was to know about faeries, and she had read 

this particular book so many times that she nearly had it memorized. Faeries were in the 

same class as vampires and warlocks and werewolves—although depending on the 

legend (or author), warlocks and werewolves were more human than the others. They 

seemed to die a lot more often, at least, and they felt emotions in the same way humans 

did. She knew all the legends. Immortals were always jaded and cynical; they were smart 

or they were dead. She knew the rules and pitfalls of immortality.  

What she couldn’t figure out was why her mother’s death kept playing over and 

over in her mind. Every time she closed her eyes it was slightly different, sometimes her 

and sometimes her mother. The boy in the photos—Hawke—pushes her to the ground 

and smothers her. She grabs her chest and falls to the ground, Hawke at her side. They eat 

the foxglove together, and her heart stops before his does. They spend one last night 

together before Hawke leaves, and she dies of a broken heart. 

 Emily flipped back to the title page and ran her fingers over the handwritten 

inscription. The page was worn and the ink smudged. 

My dearest grandchild, 

May your curiosity be as strong as your mother’s. 

And under that, in a different script, 

My Emily Catherine, 
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daughter that I love more than all the world, 

never forget where you came from, 

never forget who you are. 

                 -Mom 

She didn’t remember ever seeing the second inscription before her mother disappeared. It 

could have been a coincidence—after all, when her mother read to her she would always 

skip over the title page and the introduction. More often than not, she would open to a 

random page and let Emily close her eyes and point to a word and that’s where they 

would start. But Emily didn’t like to believe in coincidences. 

 She rolled out of bed, still clutching the book to her chest, and made her way 

down the hall to her dad’s office. Stopping in front of the heavy oaken door, she 

contemplated whether or not bringing up the topic of her mom and Hawke again was 

actually a good idea. She stared at the brass nameplate reading “Maximilian Harlowe,” 

which she was pretty sure her father stole from the office, and figured at the worst he 

would be irritated and forgive her again in a few hours and at best she would get some 

answers. She knocked twice and opened the door to the stuffy, windowless room. 

 “Dad?” 

 “Emily.” He swiveled his chair around, his computer continuing to flash numbers 

in rapid progression. He blinked owlishly. “I thought you were at school.” 

 “It’s Sunday, Dad.” 

 “Is it? Hm. Why am I working then?” 

 “Beats me,” Emily said. 
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 He looked down at the book she was holding. “Reading that old thing again? How 

many times have you read it now?” 

 “A lot.” 

 “I remember when you were two—your mother read it to you before nap time—

and you tottered out into the garden wearing your best dress, sat in the mud, and 

proceeded to talk to the flowers. When we asked you what you were doing, you claimed 

something about the faeries having a party that you wanted to go to. If I remember 

correctly, you asked Roscoe why he wasn’t dressed up and scolded him when he just 

wagged his tail and licked your face. After that, I tried to convince your mother to save 

the book for when you were old enough to know the difference between fantasy and 

reality. I insisted that you would get yourself hurt looking for imaginary faeries, but she 

claimed that a little adventure was good for your spirit. You had too much of me in you, 

she said. Which is probably true, for better or worse. So what prompted this umpteenth 

read?” 

 “My brain won’t shut up,” she said. “I think finding all of Mom’s stuff yesterday 

set off a runaway train of thought. One with no brake. Or conductor. But plenty of 

annoying whistles.” She grimaced, and Max nodded knowingly. 

 “Is it helping any?” 

 “Not really,” Emily said. She sat on the arm of the brown leather chair facing her 

father’s desk. “I was wondering if you’d tell me anything about Mom.” Max took a 

breath to start speaking. “And about Hawke,” she added quietly. He promptly let it out 

again in the form of a sigh. 
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 “I’ve told you everything you need to know,” he said. “He’s a useless piece of— 

We’re better off without him. I don’t know where he disappeared to, and good riddance, I 

say. He and your mom kind of had a… What are you kids calling it these days? A fling? 

They were adopted siblings, and they had a fling. It was unnatural. But your mom was 

young. And then he skipped out on her and that was that. She came to her senses and the 

rest is, as they say, history.” 

 This wasn’t anything Emily didn’t already know and it didn’t answer any of her 

questions, but she sensed he was done talking about it. She nodded. “Thanks, Dad,” she 

said. 

 “Do you have plans for the rest of the day?” he asked. 

 “Not really. I have some homework to skim. And I’ll probably do some more 

reading.” 

 “Well, I have to finish up here, but maybe we can watch a movie with ice cream 

later?” 

 “I won’t say no to that,” she said. “I’ll get out of your hair now.” She hopped off 

the chair and headed down to the kitchen. 

 There had to be someone she could talk to about this. They didn’t have much in 

the way of extended family; even less that they talked to on a regular basis, or, you know, 

ever. Her dad was an only child, and all of her grandparents were dead. There was her 

Uncle Fenton on her mother’s side, but Max was adamant that they didn’t have contact. 

He had a son, Brandon or Bentley or something. She had never met him, and Max said 

such awful things about him when he mentioned Mom’s family. Berkley, that was his 

name. She thought about trying to call Uncle Fenton—surely he knew the answers to her 
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questions—but the stories Max had told her of his being a raging alcoholic, among other 

things, made her think maybe that wasn’t a good idea. She could talk to Berkley, though; 

he was about her age. Not that that meant anything in the vein of raging alcoholics, but it 

was worth a shot. She had never talked to him before, but that didn’t matter. Family 

meant an instant bond, right? 

There was a very small chance that Max kept their number just lying around, so 

Emily grabbed her laptop off the kitchen table and did a quick Google search for Fenton 

Moore. When all that came up was a professor and a few Facebook profiles—none of 

which were her uncle—she tried Berkley Moore. Like father, like son. A few more 

keystrokes and combinations of words produced what she thought was the right address, 

though the phone number was unlisted. She shut the laptop. Maybe Max did keep their 

number, just in case. 

 She checked the address book Max kept next to the microwave, but it was mostly 

work acquaintances or clients. There was nothing at all under Moore, no distant cousins, 

great aunts, nothing. Emily didn’t even know if she had distant cousins or great aunts, 

that’s how little he wanted to talk about Mom’s family. It might be in his work computer 

upstairs, he kept electronic copies of anything important in there, but she wasn’t about to 

ask for it. Not right now anyway. Emily sighed. She flopped down in a kitchen chair and 

laid her head on her hands, staring into space. Her eyes settled on the refrigerator, and she 

smiled at the photo that had been hanging there for years. It was held up by a seashell 

turtle magnet they bought on that vacation. She was eight in the picture, sitting on a fence 

between her father and Aunt Lyssa… That was it. Aunt Lyssa—just Lyssa, she corrected 

herself, they weren’t actually related—would know about her mom. Lyssa had stopped 
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living in the guest room—known then as simply her room—almost six years ago, after 

she and Dad had gotten into a fight about something, probably work related. Lyssa 

managed some accounts for Max and made a lot of money for his company; that was all 

Emily really knew about it. Lyssa still sometimes came over for holidays, though, and 

Emily called her whenever a question concerning cooking or cleaning or other mom stuff 

came up. Lyssa had been almost a surrogate mother for Emily while she was growing up. 

She was quirky, sure, and she had recently gotten into some new age, hippie stuff, like 

healing crystals and auras and “natural” remedies, but Emily trusted her. Lyssa might 

even know more about her mom and Hawke than even Max did; she had been even more 

of a surrogate mother to her mom and Uncle Fenton—and probably Hawke, too—than 

she was to Emily. 

 Emily dialed the number she knew by heart, but only got the answering machine.  

“Hey Lyssa, it’s me, Emily. I have a question for you, but it’s more of the let’s-

talk-in-person type of thing. So I guess I was wondering if I could come over sometime 

soon-ish to talk to you, because I don’t really want Dad overhearing the conversation. 

Nothing’s wrong, I promise, I just found something of Mom’s that I wanted to ask you 

about. So yeah. Call me back. Please.” 

  



Csuti 21 

Chapter 3 

“Would Emily Marlowe please report to the office?” The loudspeaker interrupted 

Emily’s last class of the day. “Emily Marlowe to the office, please.” Everyone turned to 

look at her as she gathered her books and papers to leave. The teacher, after a brief pause 

and an uninterested glance, continued her lecture. 

 “What’s up with that?” Michelle, the only friend she had in this class, asked, 

nodding toward the speaker. 

 “No clue,” Emily whispered. “But if it gets me out of this class…” 

 “Emily dear,” the professor said mid-lecture, “the office is waiting.” Emily rolled 

her eyes and shrugged her messenger bag over one shoulder. 

 The front office was sparsely decorated, and the few pieces of art and furniture it 

did have looked like they were ordered from a catalogue that went out of business in the 

early nineties and was probably considered retro then. The woman behind the desk was 

looking warily at a man sitting in one of the three dull, vaguely floral patterned chairs 

situated against the window. Emily could tell that she was trying not to stare and judged 

that she was having only mild success. If that. The man didn’t seem to notice, though; his 

eyes flitted restlessly around the office. He was wearing an old, black leather jacket and 

dark, expensive-looking jeans that looked perfectly natural on him. He had an attractive 

jawline, Emily noted, but she couldn’t for the life of her tell how old he was. He wasn’t a 

student, that was for sure. But he didn’t look old enough to be a parent, either. He was 

definitely too hot to be a parent. Something about him made her nervous. He looked 

vaguely familiar, but she couldn’t quite place him. The man sat up straighter when Emily 

walked in, but caught himself and sat back coolly, quicker than she would have thought 
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possible. He didn’t say anything, though, just watched her make her way to the desk, and 

she wondered if she had imagined it. She stopped by the front desk, one hand slung 

protectively and unconsciously over her bag, her back halfway toward the wall. 

 Emily looked at the secretary expectantly. “Hello,” the woman said politely. 

 “I’m Emily Harlowe? I just got called down here?” 

 “Oh, hello, dear. Yes. Your uncle said he’s here to take you to a doctor’s 

appointment.” She gestured toward the man in the chair and returned to the papers she 

had been filing. 

 “My what?” Emily asked, looking incredulously at the man. His face was wearing 

the same expression as it was when she walked in: his lips slightly upturned, his eyes 

taking everything in at once. The world amused him. He looked like someone who knew 

what he wanted out of life and usually got it. She wanted to help him get it. She wanted 

to get as far away from him as possible. He seemed slightly stiff, like he wasn’t entirely 

sure if he should be sitting or standing, here or somewhere else entirely. His eyes kept 

flitting to the clock. She had never met him before in her life. 

 The secretary looked up, concerned. “Is this not your uncle, dear?” 

 “No,” Emily said. “I don’t know him.” The secretary’s eyes narrowed. 

 “I grew up with her mother,” the man said in way of explanation. His voice was 

low and brought back memories of summer thunderstorms. He turned to Emily, and she 

froze. “It’s been so long. I was going to call, but I wanted to surprise you. I—” 

 “Sir,” the secretary said sharply, “are you actually related to Ms. Marlowe?” 

 “Yes,” the man said. 

 “No,” Emily said at the same time. 
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 The secretary looked from one to the other, sizing up the situation. “I’m sorry, 

sir,” she said, “but I’m going to have to ask you to leave. School policy. Unless you have 

express written permission from Emily’s parent or guardian, I must ask you to vacate the 

premises immediately.” The man started to argue, and the secretary picked up the phone. 

“Or I’m going to have to call security,” she added. Emily took a step back toward the 

desk as the man stood up. He was taller than she had originally thought. The word 

loomed came to mind, and she suddenly understood how a person could do that. 

 “Very well,” he said, the corners of his lips turning downward ever so slightly.  

“Goodbye, Emily.” He walked out of the office, back straight and steps measured. He 

must have been military. Or a dancer. Or he was just really good at walking. Either way it 

was intimidating. 

 “I’m sorry about that, dear,” the secretary said kindly. “You can go back to class 

now.”  Emily was still watching the man through the back window as he made his way 

through the parking lot. “Emily?” 

 “Oh, sorry,” she said. She shook her head. “Yeah.” She paused. “I’ll head back to 

class now.” 

 The secretary gave her a motherly smile. “It’s fine, dear. Don’t worry too much 

about him. I’m sure it was nothing. Things like this have a tendency of fading with time.” 

She handed Emily a fun-size candy bar. “There’s only fifteen minutes left this period. 

You can sit in the nurse’s office if you don’t want to go back to class just yet.” She 

gestured down a small hallway in the back of the office. 

 “Thanks,” Emily said. “I think I’ll do that. I appreciate it.” She glanced back out 

the window, but the man was gone. 
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Chapter 4 

Lyssa called back about an hour after Emily got home from school, saying come 

on over now, if you have the time. Emily stuck her head in the living room where her dad 

was sitting. “I’m going out,” she said. He gave a noncommittal response and waved, not 

looking up from the book in his lap. “Do you need anything?”  

He shook his head. “Be safe. Look both ways before you cross the street.” He 

continued reading.  

“I’m driving, Dad,” she muttered, grabbing the keys and her backpack and 

heading out the front door. 

 Lyssa’s house was situated on a number of acres Emily had forgotten shortly after 

learning it and located a few miles outside of town. Emily had always loved coming here, 

partially because she got to see Lyssa and her two dogs—Puggsy and Keswick—and 

partially because the nearest neighbor was two miles away, which meant late night 

bonfires with loud music, running and biking and exploring to her heart’s content, and 

even the occasional firework on the rare day when her dad wasn’t being too paranoid. 

And since Lyssa was always baking, especially when they came to stay for mini-

vacations when Emily was little, the house always smelled like vanilla and love. Emily 

walked up the winding, flower-lined path that led to the house. She had helped Lyssa 

plant this garden, and some of the plants were her idea. There were daisies and lilies—her 

favorite flowers—and some flowering herbs—mint, fennel, basil, St. John’s Wort. Lyssa 

had picked the rest out and Emily had long forgotten their names. The gnomes and 

windmills and metal butterflies had been a combination effort, and some of Emily’s 

fondest memories were of sitting on the porch, watching them move in the wind, waiting 
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to see if any faeries would show up. Lyssa had encouraged it when Emily was little, 

leaving out circles of rocks or opening the windows after Emily went to bed, taking the 

treasures Emily left as offerings and denying ever seeing them. 

 Lyssa answered the door wearing an apron and greeted Emily with a hurried hug.  

“Try this,” she said, shoving some sort of baked good in Emily’s face. 

 “What is it?” Emily asked around a mouthful of cookie. 

 “Do you like it?” 

 “It’s delicious, Lyssa.  All your food is.  But what is it?” 

 Lyssa smiled mischievously.  “A secret.”  She led the way to the kitchen and 

indicated for Emily to sit down at the table.  A glass of milk and three more cookies 

appeared in front of her, and a breeze from the open window ruffled her hair.  Lyssa 

returned to bustling around the kitchen while Emily ate.  “What was it you wanted to ask 

me, dear?” 

 Emily had brought the chest of papers with her to show Lyssa, but suddenly she 

was reluctant to mention it. “Max asked me to clean out the back room.” 

 “Took him long enough,” Lyssa said. “That room hasn’t been touched since 

before I got there, except maybe to pile up more boxes of junk. My sister has a room just 

like it. I remember once when my nephew was little we offered him a trip to the park if 

he would start cleaning it out. We found him hours later inside a fort made out of the 

boxes. He had dressed up like a cowboy and everything, threatening us with his 

marshmallow shooter. It was the most adorable thing. He threw quite the hissy fit when 

we told him he couldn’t go to the park, but he needed to learn that actions have 
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consequences.” She smiled at the memory. “Sorry. What about the room did you want to 

talk about?” 

 “I found a bunch of Mom’s stuff,” Emily said. Lyssa nodded knowingly. “Could 

you tell me about her, Lyssa?” 

  “What do you want to know? Max has told you all the best stories, I’m sure.” 

 “I want to know about Hawke.” 

 “Oh,” Lyssa said. “Oh. Yes, you would. What exactly did you find?” 

 “Just some letters and pictures and stuff. But you know Max won’t talk about it. I 

only sort of knew he existed and that he and Mom and Max knew each other when they 

were younger. I know he’s bad news.” 

 “What else?” 

 “Well, I know sort of what he looks like because of the pictures, and I think—I 

think I saw him before. When I was little.” Lyssa raised her eyebrows. “He’s gone now, 

and Dad said he and Mom had a fling. When they were young. Before him. Max. Before 

Max.” 

 Lyssa laughed. “A fling. I guess you could call it that. Oh, where do I start?” 

 “The beginning?” Emily offered. 

“The beginning it is.” She paused. “This will most likely take a few days, you 

know.” Emily nodded. “Okay then.” Lyssa stared at a spot somewhere just past Emily’s 

left shoulder as she lost herself somewhere down memory lane. “I was so young then. 

Eighteen, I think? Nineteen? I wasn’t in any state to raise children. I think that became 

clear as the years wore on.” She laughed bitterly. “The way they all turned out. I don’t 

know what anyone was thinking, hiring me, least of all me, taking the job. I got it right 
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out of high school—which I don’t suggest you do,” she added as sternly as she could 

manage, motherly instincts showing themselves as she dropped out of her reverie 

momentarily. “But college didn’t sound like it was for me. Not at the time. And I needed 

money. Your grandma already had one kid, your uncle Fenton, when Cathy showed up, 

and she could barely handle him. I loved kids and needed a job—it was a perfect match. 

But she coddled Fenton something terrible. She ignored Cathy as best she could; your 

grandpa had just shown up with her one day wrapped in a little pink blanket and crying 

something fierce, probably the aftereffects of an affair. The family didn’t want a scandal, 

so they hushed it up. No one outside of the house knew. He tried to do right, he really 

did; he just didn’t always think things through. 

“I didn’t really know anything about raising kids at that point, but I knew 

whatever she was doing wasn’t working. Anyone could see that. Except your 

grandparents, apparently. Well, your grandpa was always away on business, so I guess he 

had his excuse. To this day I don’t know exactly what he did.  I think it had something to 

do with sales or consulting or something. A sales consultant? It doesn’t matter. All that 

matters is he made enough to pay me well to raise his kids with all the comforts they 

could want. He brought them gifts back from all his business trips, and that was all they 

ever knew, so they didn’t mind. It made me sad. Kids, especially boys, need their father. 

And without mother or father caring much… But you can’t change the past, even if I 

wish I could. He brought me things back sometimes, too. I still have a pearl necklace he 

brought back from Boston. When he gave it to me, he told me to get dressed up and take 

the night off. Go do something fun. He could be very thoughtful when the fancy struck 

him, even if he was careless in most other ways. Don’t get me wrong: he was a great 
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man. I wish you had known him. You would have liked him. He was kind, and 

intelligent, and sincere, in everything he did, but he wasn’t a father, not when he needed 

to be. Your grandmother wasn’t much of a mom, either. She was a fussy woman to begin 

with. I almost wish I had known that before I took the job, but I never was as good at 

reading people as I thought I was. I might have thought harder about whether or not the 

money was worth it; could have avoided the whole mess. No, I don’t mean that. But 

when Cathy was added to the family, your grandmother got overwhelmed so easily, 

snapping at the children and retiring to her bedroom for hours at a time, leaving a toddler 

and an infant alone in that big old house of theirs. So I raised them both. Somehow. They 

were good kids, if a little headstrong, but they loved me, so they usually did what I told 

them to. Did you ever meet your uncle Fenton?” 

 Emily shook her head no. 

 “That’s probably for the better. He never outgrew the headstrong phase. He got 

worse, actually. That son of his seems all right, though. They send me a Christmas card 

every year, and for the last few years, Berkley has written it. At least I assume it’s him, 

since I’m pretty sure it’s not Fenton’s handwriting. Your mother now, she was worse than 

him, believe it or not. She was a horrible teenager. I had no idea what to do with her, and 

her father was no help. When she met your dad, though, she grew up a lot. I think that 

had a lot to do with Hawke being gone, too, but I would never tell him that. Or your 

father.” She laughed. “Can you even imagine Max’s face if I told him Cathy’s growing 

up was due to the absence of Hawke rather than his presence?” 

Emily smiled, not quite able to imagine ever bringing that up to her father and still 

confused as to what role everyone actually played. Emily’s gaze drifted out the window 
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toward the driveway. Something beat-up and barely classifiable as a car was sitting 

behind her Jeep in a space previously only occupied by butterflies. A knock at the door 

interrupted Lyssa’s story, and her hands flew up in surprise. 

“I completely forgot! Stay here. I’ll be back in a moment.” She rushed to the door 

and Emily heard an exclamation and an apology, one shortly after the other. A bumblebee 

lazed its way into the kitchen, checking out the plate of cookies. Emily watched it make 

its way around the kitchen and out the open window. Lyssa returned with her arm around 

the broad shoulders of a boy about Emily’s age with blonde hair and a look on his face 

that said I-wish-I-was-anywhere-but-here. 

“This is my nephew, Peter,” she said. “He was supposed to come today to pick up 

some clothes I borrowed from my sister, but with your visit and all that remembering I 

was doing, I completely forgot to wash them!” 

“Really, Lyssa,” he said, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, “you don’t 

have to. We have a washing machine.” He stood with his hands in his pockets, eyes 

roving around the kitchen. 

“Nonsense!” she said, letting him go and patting him once on the back. “We have 

cookies and company, what more could you want? She’s quite a pretty girl, too, don’t 

you think?” She winked at Emily, who blushed. Peter just shoved his hands deeper in his 

pockets. “You two get acquainted. I’ll be back in a bit.” 

A minute or two passed in which neither teenager looked at the other. Emily 

studied the wood grain of the table while Peter watched an ant crawling across the 

linoleum. Finally, Emily looked up. She started to say, “sorry,” but Peter had already said 

it. 
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“She’s like that,” he continued. “I mean, she hasn’t gone quite this far before, but 

she would elbow me at the mall or make me order at the pretzel place, you know the one 

with…” He trailed off, searching for words to make the situation better.   

Emily laughed. “I’m just now starting to be glad she left us when she did. Had I 

been any older, I would have had to deal with that, too.” 

 Peter smiled tentatively, not sure if he was supposed to laugh, too. He looked like 

he assumed so but didn’t know why. 

 “I’m Emily, by the way. I think Lyssa forgot to mention that. She used to live 

with us. She raised me after my mother died.” 

 “Oh yeah!” he said. “I remember. I mean, I’m sorry.” She waved her hand 

dismissing the apology. “I think I came over once. Lyssa brought me because my mom 

had to work and our usual babysitter was out of town so she was watching me. I didn’t 

want to be there, no offense. And the first chance you got, you ran to your room and 

didn’t come out again. That’s pretty much all I remember. I think you had a really nice 

backyard, but that may have some other forced interaction I’m remembering.” 

 Emily smiled. “That may have been us. I mean it’s nice, but nothing special, I 

don’t think.” He shrugged. “But sorry I, uh, hid from you,” she said. I’ll try not to do it 

again.” 

 He smiled. “Thanks. I’m trying to keep the number of girls who run from me on 

one hand. So far so good, not counting an incident in junior high with a couple of frogs.” 

 “Oh?” 

 He shook his head. “You don’t want to know, trust me.” 

 “Do you want to sit down?” she asked. 
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 “I might as well. I suppose I’m going to be here for a while,” he said, sliding into 

Lyssa’s vacated seat. 

 An hour of small talk later, the two were chatting like old friends, comparing 

stories Lyssa had told them over the years. Peter insisted that a story featuring a city 

situated in the clouds was by far the best, but Emily claimed that it was the one about a 

unicorn duel that they had both heard slightly different versions of. 

 “Are you here just to visit?” Peter asked eventually. 

 “Kind of. I found some old stuff of my mom’s the other day, and I wanted to 

know more about her.”  

 “Where’d you find it?” 

 “Max—my dad—asked me to clean out our spare bedroom. A feat only to be 

undertaken by the greatest of masters. Or a kid with nothing to do on a Sunday.” 

 Peter laughed. “My mom and Aunt Lyssa once offered to take me to a park if I 

cleaned our junk room. I was, I think, eight at the time, so naturally I cleaned out a few 

boxes and then built a fort. I was Jesse James hiding from the constable. And Aunt Lyssa. 

I got yelled at for not doing what I was supposed to be doing, but they took me to the 

park anyway. Lyssa’s never actually punished me for anything.” He paused. “Why are 

you asking Lyssa about your mom?” 

“Lyssa raised her and my uncle before me. I guess that was one of her first jobs.” 

 “Oh, yeah. She’s told me about that. What did you want to know? And why didn’t 

you ask your dad? Sorry, that was probably too intrusive.” 

 Emily shrugged. “My dad—” She paused. “He doesn’t like to talk about 

anything… sensitive.” Peter raised his eyebrows. “He told me all the good things about 
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my mom. But there’s this guy. Named Hawke. I don’t know a lot about him but I know 

Max—my dad—is hiding something. He—this guy—was in a ton of pictures my mom 

kept in a box and Max said that she never saw him after she and he—my dad—started 

dating, but I’ve seen him before, when I was little. I remember his face. Max thinks he 

killed my mom—” Peter’s jaw dropped slightly. “—but his face in my mind is happy. 

And my mom’s is happier.” She took a breath. “So something sketchy is going on. Was 

going on. I’m not really sure. That’s where Lyssa comes in.” 

 “That’s a story,” Peter said, blinking. Emily laughed. “What has Lyssa told you so 

far?” 

 “Not a lot. My grandparents weren’t very good parents and my mother and uncle 

were headstrong children and worse teenagers. And it was Lyssa’s first job out of high 

school—which I shouldn’t do,” she added, mimicking Lyssa. 

 “Of course,” Peter said. He laughed. 

 “I hope Lyssa will keep talking after she finishes your laundry. You could stay, if 

you wanted. If it’s okay with Lyssa, of course. But I assume it will be since she left you 

stranded here.” 

 “Sure,” he said. “My mom is cleaning anyway and if I go home I’ll have to help.” 

He wrinkled his nose in disgust. “A story sounds much more interesting. Especially one 

with mystery and intrigue.” He gave his best attempt at waggling his eyebrows and Emily 

laughed. 

 “Never try that again,” she said, smiling.  

He made a face. “Whatever. Hey, Lyssa!” Lyssa stopped in the doorway of the 

kitchen, her arms full of clothes. “Do you care if I stay a little longer? I—we were hoping 
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you would tell us more about Emily’s mom. She’s filled me in on the story so far and I’m 

curious now.” 

Lyssa looked at Emily, a sly smile playing on her lips. “Curious, hm?” 

Peter ignored her insinuations. “And I haven’t heard one of your stories in so 

long, Lyssa.” 

“Of course, hun,” she said. “I’m almost done here. Entertain yourselves for a few 

moments longer while I fold these and then we’ll be good to go. Don’t do anything I 

wouldn’t do.” She winked as she left the room. 

“Well, that leaves it wide open,” Peter said. “I hear Lyssa was a wild one in her 

day. At least that’s what my mom tells me. Always getting into trouble with someone, 

cops or otherwise, and then making up stories to get herself out of it.” 

“So I guess her storytelling has a colorful history,” Emily said. “How on earth 

would she get a job taking care of children?” 

Peter opened his mouth and then snapped it shut. “I don’t know.” 

“Maybe storytelling runs in the family.” Emily laughed. “But Lyssa always told 

me that there’s a grain of truth in every story. I think she was teaching me to lie, at the 

time, actually, possibly from experience, apparently. I used to be such a good kid. She 

always told me not to lie, of course, but she thought I should know how in case I ever 

needed to. ‘Nobody will believe you if you make it up entirely,’ she told me, ‘so you 

have to start with something true and go from there. The spider that spins his web 

between solid branches eats like a king. The spider that tried to make his web this 

morning from that light to this chair is probably dead by now. Remember that.’ She knew 
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I was afraid of spiders, too, so that was just cruel. I had nightmares for a week. But I 

always remembered it.” 

“I suppose it’s true. Weird metaphor but solid logic. Any other odd tidbits of 

advice she’s given you?” 

“The early bird gets the worm, but the second mouse gets the cheese?” 

Peter laughed. “I think I’ve heard that one. And it’s not even good advice. It’s 

telling you to be a sneak and to use other people to get what you want instead of doing it 

for yourself. It’s the complete opposite of the Little Red Hen.” 

“I think it’s telling you to learn from the mistakes of others. Or possibly to stand 

on the shoulders of giants, like Isaac Newton said. Either way it’s a good thought. Still 

sucks for the first mouse, though.” 

“Sucks more for the second mouse, who not only has to see his buddy dead, but 

also has to live with the guilt of stealing from a dead man’s widow what her husband died 

trying to get.” 

“I don’t think mice have widows. I don’t think they actually have emotions at all.” 

“If they have families, they have widows. And orphans. And probably carnivals, 

because everyone knows that carnivals are a blast.” 

 “You’re an idiot,” Emily said, laughing. 

Lyssa came in then and set a bag full of folded clothes on the floor next to Peter.  

“Tell your mother that I’m sorry it took so long to get these back to her. Now. Are you 

hungry? It’s about dinner time, don’t you think?” 

 “I’m always hungry, Lyssa,” Peter said. 

 “I could eat,” Emily said. 
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 “Well, I can cook and talk, if the smell of food won’t distract you two from 

listening.” 

 “That’s a tough one, Aunt Lyssa. Your food just always smells so good. It’s all I 

can think about sometimes. It’s like a parasite, crawling into my brain and pushing out all 

other thoughts until I’m totally consumed with thinking about your cooking.” 

 Lyssa rolled her eyes. “My sister is raising quite the sweet-talker there. You’ve 

still got a few things to learn, though, kid. For one, never use the word parasite when 

you’re trying to compliment someone, especially a lady. And for two, the thicker you lay 

it on, the less believable you are.” 

 Peter grinned. “I love you, Aunt Lyssa.” 

 “Sure. Anyway. Where was I in this story? Ah yes. Hawke and Cathy—that’s 

Emily’s mom,” she added for Peter’s benefit. “I raised her, too, just like I raised our 

lovely Emily here.” She winked. “You know—” 

“Lyssa. Story.” Emily stopped her before any other embarrassing stories made 

their way to Peter. 

“Right.”   
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Chapter 5 

 It was 1984. It was sunny and the windows were open, letting in a cool summer 

breeze, but I remember it smelled like rain. Cathy, Fenton, and I sat in the living room 

playing cards to pass the lazy afternoon when the front door opened. Jack Moore had 

returned from his business trip in New York City a day early. Cathy jumped up and ran to 

greet her father, scattering cards everywhere. Fenton set his cards down carefully first 

and then ran to him, too. He gave them each a hug, set down his suitcase, and walked 

back outside. The kids were quickly absorbed in opening his suitcase to search for 

presents. So much so they didn’t notice at first when Jack returned holding the hand of a 

very small child. 

 He looked about five years old, the same age that Cathy was, but Jack later told us 

he was near eight. What that poor thing’s life must have been like before he came to us I 

don’t even want to know. He had the bluest eyes and the blackest hair and the most 

defined features, even as a child. He was the saddest and also the angriest and quietest 

and judgiest child I’d ever seen. Have still ever seen. I guess that’s too dramatic. But if 

you had seen him then, or even knew him now, you would know why. There was just 

something about him that made you want to end all of your adjectives with ‘-est.’ Even 

the ones that weren’t supposed to end that way. 

Jack made no notice of our confusion at first, only told us that the boy was here to 

stay, that he was part of our family now. Then he sent the kids to their rooms to play. The 

small but imposing blue-eyed child—Hawke—refused to leave his side, and Jack didn’t 

make him. He sat us all down later: me, Mrs. Moore, the maid Sarah, and the cook; I 

forget her name, she wasn’t there for very long. He told us how on one of his evening 
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runs he saw the child get hit by a car. The car sped off, and, when no one came to help, 

Jack took the child to the hospital. He tried asking him where his parents were or if 

anyone should be called, but the only information the boy would give was his name. For 

every other question, he just shook his head. Mr. Moore said it was confusion from the 

accident; I later suspected defiance, plotting, intrigue, or, you know, brain damage. All 

equally likely, really. The boy didn’t even give a last name. When the hospital asked for 

personal information, he couldn’t give any, and when they tried to look him up, he wasn’t 

in any of their systems. Social workers were called, it was a mess, Jack said, avoiding any 

specifics for our sake. I got the idea that a lot of paper shuffling and shoulder-shrugging 

happened. Mr. Moore agreed to sign and pay for the child so he could be treated and then 

agreed to take care of him, at least until his parents could be found. When nothing more 

ever happened with that, everyone just let it drop. I think he legally had the last name 

Moore, but I’m not sure because no one ever called him by that. He was always just 

Hawke. 

Sometime during the story Hawke fell asleep on the floor at Jack’s feet. I was 

instructed to carry him up to the spare bedroom that eventually became his room. I tucked 

him in and studied his face for signs of anything that would explain how uneasy he made 

me. I saw nothing but a peaceful child in need of care. I kissed his forehead and left. He 

must have been exhausted, because he slept through the whole thing. 

He grew into a sullen child, only speaking when spoken to and even then not 

always. He was moody and distant, which only got worse as he got older. Cathy was the 

exception. Those two were inseparable. When they weren’t running around outside in the 

woods, they would sit for hours reading together or telling stories. Cathy would demand a 
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story—either one she knew by heart or one made up on the spot—and Hawke was more 

than happy to indulge her.  

Fenton hated him. He was always trying to provoke Hawke, making little side 

comments, bumping shoulders as they passed each other, but Hawke rarely rose to the 

bait. It made Fenton furious. The more Hawke ignored him, the meaner Fenton became. I 

probably should have stopped him, but to be honest I wasn’t too fond of the boy myself at 

first. Even after that first night, he worried me. It was something in the way he looked at 

me, like an eight-year-old had power over my wellbeing. I never really got used to that, 

but I eventually learned to ignore it. 

The fall after Hawke arrived was supposed to be Cathy’s first year at school. No 

one knew if Hawke had had any schooling or not, so because of this, and knowing that 

Hawke hated being around people, Mr. Moore offered to hire a tutor to homeschool all 

three of them. That was the reason he gave, anyway. I assume he also knew that Hawke 

and Cathy together probably couldn’t be trusted in a school. While they occasionally 

listened to me and to their father, they had no concept of authority. The amount of 

mischief they could get into was unimaginable to anyone who didn’t know them. They 

were spoiled beyond belief—I only take partial credit for that—and they used that to their 

full advantage, pulling stunts Fenton could have never gotten away with.  

Fenton declined homeschooling; he had already established himself at school, had 

friends, liked his teachers. Declined might be too delicate a word. He threw a fit when 

Jack brought it up, refused to eat for a week, and threw punches at anyone who tried to 

make him do anything he didn’t want to. Spending all day with Hawke, I think, was the 

worst thing he could imagine. They tried to spend as little time together as humanly 
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possible because Fenton wanted it that way, though it quickly became mutual. He was 

jealous, I think, at first, but it grew into more than that. Jack expected them play together, 

when he was home, but that wasn’t often, thank God. They both complied, but for 

different reasons: Hawke knew he was the favorite and wanted to remain that way, and 

Fenton was still afraid of his father and wanted to be liked equally. I remember once, 

when Hawke was about twelve and Fenton fourteen, Jack made them go together to get 

something from the store, bread, or milk, or something, it wasn’t really important.  

On the way back from the store, the chain on Hawke’s bike broke. (He told me 

the story later, quite proud of himself, and I heard an angrier version from Fenton as 

well.) He stopped, putting on a pained face, pretending to Fenton that he had hurt his 

foot. He quickly rubbed the top of his foot on the edge of the pedal so it was scraped and 

raw. Fenton stopped when he noticed Hawke was no longer next to him. Hawke called 

out and forced a few tears and Fenton returned to him. When Fenton stopped alongside 

him, Hawke demanded that they switch bikes. Fenton refused, obviously, claiming fair is 

fair, and Hawke threatened to tell their father how Fenton beat him up and broke his bike. 

“But it’s not true!” Fenton protested. Hawke looked him dead in the eye and 

pinched himself on the arm, hard enough to bruise. 

“He doesn’t know that,” he said, doing it again. “Look what you did.” He shook 

his head. “And he’ll believe me. He always believes me. After all, he chose me. He was 

stuck with you.” 

“Take that back!” Fenton clenched his fists. 
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“I will not. Hit me, I dare you.” Fenton came at him swinging, but Hawke ducked 

it and cuffed him on the back of the head, sending him sprawling in the dirt. “Give me 

your bike,” Hawke said, setting his foot on the back of Fenton’s neck.   

“Well, your parents didn’t want you,” Fenton said, trying to get out from 

underneath Hawke’s foot. “Nobody wants you!” Hawke stepped harder and repeated his 

request. Fenton started to cry. 

“Fine! Take the stupid bike! And I hope you get hit by a car!” 

Hawke left him there, lying in the dirt on the side of the road. When he got home 

and Mr. Moore asked where Fenton was, Hawke looked up at him with those big blue 

eyes of his and said, “Fenton’s bike broke about halfway home from the store. I rode 

home by myself as fast as I could to get help. Could you go pick him up? I would hate for 

him to have to walk all the way home.” 

Mr. Moore ate it up. He took Hawke to get Fenton and then bought both the boys 

ice cream for their troubles. Hawke confided in me later what actually happened, 

expecting me to be proud of him, as did a dirty and tear-stained Fenton expecting justice. 

When I scolded Hawke and told him he needed to apologize, he got upset with me. 

“Lyssa,” he said, his tone as serious as I’d ever heard it, “Fenton is a spoiled brat. 

And he needs to be put in his place.” 

“That’s not for you to decide, Hawke. You’re not responsible for him. You’re not 

his father.” 

His eyes seemed turned to steel as he looked at me. It was one of the first times I 

truly started to worry about him, not for his own sake but for everyone else’s. 
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There were a lot of incidents like that after. Fenton never said anything again, I’m 

sure thinking he should be able to take care of himself. He was two years older than 

Hawke and twice his size, after all. But I occasionally overheard Hawke telling Cathy of 

his latest abuse. The two would laugh for hours as they imitated Fenton, a two-hundred 

pound football player, crying like a little girl, making up stories about him when they ran 

out of facts. Hawke confided in me once more after that, about Fenton. He warned me 

that if I smelled something odd coming from Fenton’s room I should ignore it, told me he 

had put Fenton’s goldfish on the heating vent, made it look like it jumped out of the tank. 

Fenton had had that fish for years, and he cared for it more than he cared for most of the 

members of that household. When I gave Hawke the same scolding I had the first time, 

he stopped coming to me. Fenton, of course, avoided both of them like the plague and 

spent any free time he had out of the house doing God only knows what. 

The next few years were sort of a blur, to be honest. Mrs. Moore died Fenton’s 

sophomore year of high school. A heart attack, the doctor said. We didn’t even find her 

until she had been dead a whole day, since we were all so used to her staying in her room 

for days on end.  Hawke found her, actually; he saw a full tray of food outside her door 

while he and Cathy were on some sort of made-up expedition and Cathy insisted he take 

it in to her. Cathy wailed something terrible when they found her. The two had never had 

a close, or even good relationship, but you know how it is. Regrets and merits only 

surface once someone’s dead. Cathy always was one for emotional displays—one minute 

she would be as cold and callous as can be, and the next she would be crying about 

something she did to you and expecting you to comfort her. Visitors always called her 

sweet, but I think that was just because they didn’t know her. Tempestuous is the word I 
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would have used. I read it in a book once, and when I looked it up, I realized it described 

Cathy perfectly. I’ve never forgotten it. I loved her dearly, of course, even though her 

mood swings featured prominently in my nightmares. 

The funeral was like all funerals: people crying because they feel they should, the 

cloying scent of flowers and death. The kids got over her death quickly, but Jack was 

inconsolable. He spent more time than ever away from home, completely leaving the 

raising and molding of the children—teenagers, I suppose—to me and the tutor, a queer 

little man with huge glasses, stammering speech, and the tendency to move a little too 

fast. Fenton became even more impossible. He was hardly ever home. He played football, 

which took up a lot of his after school time, and when he wasn’t at practice or games, he 

was out and about with those punk friends of his. I wonder what ever happened to them. 

At least a few of them are probably in jail at this point, possibly for the second or third 

time. When he was home, he was torturing the other two. One day, not too long after the 

funeral, he came home in a rage, obviously drunk. 

“You killed her,” he said to Hawke, who was sitting with Cathy reading a book. 

“That’s what they’re all saying. They’re saying you killed her and paid off the doctor 

with daddy’s money.” When Hawke didn’t respond, Fenton walked up to him and 

swatted the book to the ground. He put his face inches away from Hawke’s. “So did you? 

Did you kill her?” 

Hawke spat in his face. Fenton lunged at him, knocking them both off balance, 

but Hawke rolled neatly out from under him and stood silently while Fenton clambered to 

his feet. He lunged again but Hawke sidestepped and, just like when they were children, 

cuffed him on the back of the head. This time, however, it just made Fenton angry. He 
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turned, and the two went down, Hawke kicking and biting, Fenton throwing punches with 

both wild abandon and pretty fair aim. Sometime around the third lunge, Cathy started 

screaming. 

“Fenton! Stop it! Hawke! Lyssa, do something!” There was nothing I could do, 

though; I knew instinctively that they didn’t care what or who was in their way. Cathy, 

however, had no such instincts and, when she saw that I wasn’t going to step in, threw 

herself in front of Fenton, stopping Hawke short. Fenton punched her once in the 

shoulder, then sat back looking dazed.  Cathy was crying at this point, and Hawke put his 

arms around her, glaring, calculating revenge for a later time. Hawke stood up, bringing 

Cathy with him, and kicked Fenton in the shoulder as they walked past, knocking him 

over. Fenton stayed there until the front door closed behind them. 

“I hate him,” he said to the air. Then, turning to look at me, “I hate him.” 

Hawke never seemed to go out of his way to make Fenton miserable; everything 

he did seemed like an afterthought, a hobby, like stamp collecting, although I know he 

must have planned it all carefully. He told me once that he didn’t believe in spontaneity, 

and suddenly I saw some of the mechanics behind everything he did. Nothing was a 

single occurrence; it was all part of a larger plan, even if I didn’t know what that larger 

plan was. Even Cathy, who knew him better than any of us, I don’t think even knew the 

extent to which he meticulously planned and orchestrated everything. He pulled petty 

pranks, of course, like stealing Fenton’s homework, spreading rumors, egging his car—

the usual shenanigans you would expect teenage boys to get up to, but it got more 

malicious as he got bored. He saw that there were no negative consequences for his 

actions, and he grew bolder and more creative. What was a night of doing the dishes for 
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me in comparison with Fenton’s misery? Cathy helped Hawke, at first; she was finally 

getting her revenge on Fenton for all those times he pushed her and teased her and got the 

upper hand in every sibling rivalry. But as Hawke’s plans got bigger and more elaborate, 

she grew hesitant. Cathy truly was a sweetheart, at the core. 

“I have an idea,” he said to her one day. “I’ve been talking to Sam—” Sam was 

one of Fenton’s friends from the football team. “—and he confessed to me that he’s liked 

you for a really long time and would, and I quote, do anything for you. So I hinted to him 

that Fenton has been giving you some trouble, and that you would like to see that stop. 

The stupidest look came over his face, like he actually thought he had a good idea. 

Humans can be so dull. I told him not to do anything too rash, that I would help him 

when the time came, so he shouldn’t blow his cover too soon. He nodded and asked if it 

would make you happy. Of course I told him yes, he didn’t ask if it would make you go 

out with him. Semantics. Humans are so bad at them. But I was thinking, if you go on a 

few dates with him, we’ll have him in the palm of our hand. 

“But during this chat, Sam was telling me that Fenton’s girlfriend isn’t as happy 

as she could be right now. You’ve seen her around, right? Blonde hair, green eyes, 

completely insufferable? I thought if Sam could get Fenton to bring his posse to the 

house, I could… make her even more unhappy with him.” He grinned. 

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Cathy said. “And I don’t want to go out with 

Sam.” 

“That’s only if this goes well, Cath. And you don’t have to do anything but let 

him buy you dinner. He’s too much of an imbecile to notice that you don’t even like him. 

Think how great it would be to have a rat in Fenton’s friend group.” 
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“But Natalie— Michelle—” 

“Caroline?” Hawke offered. 

“Whatever her name is. She makes him happy. And when he’s with her, he’s not 

with us. So what good would it be for us if she breaks up with him? And then she would 

just be in love with you, and she would be here all the time because of it, and you don’t 

want that, right? I don’t want that.” 

“But he would be miserable, Cath. And we would have made him that way. She’d 

be easy to take care of. You wouldn’t even have to see her.” 

“I don’t like it, Hawke.” 

 “Aw.” He ran one finger down the side of her face. “Is my Cathy jealous?” 

“I don’t think having Fenton around here more often does anyone any good.” 

“Fine.” Hawke dropped his hand and stood up. “Whatever you think is best. I 

don’t really need you anyway.” He walked away, leaving Cathy silently crying on the 

floor. I went over to comfort her, pretending to know nothing of the conversation that had 

just transpired. I was half confidant, half mother figure to her, and I was never sure which 

it was on any given day. That day, apparently, I was mother figure, because she let me 

stroke her hair and tell her encouraging things, but when I asked her what had happened, 

she simply cried harder and refused to talk. Eventually, she told me that she and Hawke 

had gotten into a fight over her favorite outfit, him saying he didn’t really like it, and she 

was only crying because she hoped it would make him feel bad. I didn’t call her out on 

her lie, this wasn’t the first time she had done that and I was sure it wouldn’t be the last, 

but I added rubbing the back of her neck to her list of tells. 
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This continued until Fenton graduated and left home to join the Navy. I don’t 

know if Hawke ever succeeded with, or even tried, that plan, but judging by how much 

time both Hawke and Fenton spent moping around the house, I think Fenton must have 

broken up with her before Hawke had a chance to interfere. The house was much quieter 

without these constant revenge schemes, and with one less child to constantly check up 

on, I actually had time to start a hobby. I tried to take up needlepoint, but it was so 

incredibly boring and pointless—excuse the pun—that I gave up after only like two days. 

I took up crocheting instead, and once I got to the point where I could watch television 

while I did it, I knew it was the right hobby for me. I made so many scarves that year—it 

was pretty much the only thing I could make. Eventually, I found a book with a few other 

patterns in it at a thrift store and taught myself how to make blankets. My first blanket 

took me two years to finish. Every time I would get into it, something would distract me 

and I wouldn’t pick it up for another month or so. But I finished eventually. It’s a little 

uneven, and you can tell where I ran out of yarn and the store didn’t carry the color I 

started with anymore, but it’s still my favorite, including the adorable baby blankets I 

made for both of you. It’s sitting in there on the couch actually; I still use it all the time. 

Dinner’s ready. 
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Chapter 6 

Lyssa refused to tell any more of the story during dinner, despite pleading on one 

side and sweet-talking on the other—“Stories should not be told with a mouth full of 

food,” she said, and adamantly stuck to it, so they made small talk over bowls of gourmet 

macaroni and cheese, turning quickly from the nice weather to a highly embellished 

combination effort story about a goblin king and his star-crossed mermaid lover. 

“It has to have a happy ending, obviously,” Emily said. “No story should end with 

everyone unhappy or dead. Ever.” 

“How could it?” Peter asked. “The goblin king can’t live underwater and the 

mermaid can’t live on land.” 

“Have you never seen The Little Mermaid?” 

“Of course I have. The prince was the single dumbest animated movie character 

to have ever existed, including any and all animal sidekicks. It’s insulting, really, that he 

fell in love with her despite the fact that she couldn’t communicate. And couldn’t she just 

write her name in the sand? I know she wasn’t the brightest, what with not knowing the 

names or uses of anything she had in her obsessive hoarder-esque collection, or not 

knowing that signing a contract with a creepy octopus witch might not be a good idea, 

but I would have figured the King of Sea—the god of the sea, actually—would have 

taught his daughters to write. Or at least had someone else do it. And have you even read 

the original? Not only does the prince not fall in love with her, as he shouldn’t have, 

given the reality of the situation, but she dies! She gives up and becomes sea foam, 

cursed to be a spirit for all eternity. All this after she gives up her voice for legs and feet 

that have nerve endings that make every step feel like she’s stepping on broken glass.” 
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Emily was looking at him with raised eyebrows and a barely concealed smirk. “Sorry, I 

lost track of the argument. What point was I making?” 

“I think, that you’re an inconsolable cynic. What do you think, Lyssa?” 

“That he’s secretly a romantic at heart who wants so badly for everything to work 

out that he overcompensates by grasping at straws and ranting about it.” 

“My point was,” he said slowly, “that it’s highly unlikely that the mermaid and 

the goblin (or man) could live happily together. Dealing your soul to the devil doesn’t 

usually work out, and mermaid anatomy is a tricky thing. Like, even if she could 

somehow live on land, what happens to her skin that’s used to being in water twenty-

four/seven? Or the gills that she surely has somewhere. And you’ve seen how long it 

takes babies to learn coordination. How long would it take her to learn to walk, or to do 

anything on land? It’s like sea legs, only worse, because she actually lived in the sea 

rather than on it. So I suppose he could keep her in a giant fish tank, but I imagine that 

would make sex difficult at best. Or, to make the story more modern, he could be the one 

who makes a deal with the devil to make himself into a merman—mer-goblin?—to go to 

her. But then the same issues apply.” 

“Shut up, Peter,” Emily said. “An angel comes and blesses them both with legs 

and human anatomy when they’re on land, mermaid anatomy when they’re in water, and 

the knowledge and muscle memory to make both work. The end.” 

“Deus ex machina. Supernatural intervention. Cheap.” 

“There is literally no other good way to end this story. Without it, it’s just two 

fantastical creatures who meet each other and go their own ways. It’s not a story 
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anymore. And may I remind you, the devil in the form of an octopus is supernatural 

intervention as well, so I’m not really treading new territory here.” 

“Impossible love is always a story. And not every story has to have a happy 

ending,” Peter said. 

“Yeah, well, they should. They all should. What’s the point of a sad ending? If I 

wanted to see sad endings I would just look at the world.” 

“Dessert?” Lyssa asked sweetly. 

“But Lyssa,” Peter said, “you already stuffed us full of cookies. And the point of 

literature is to reflect the world. It’s not all escapism. It shouldn’t be.” 

“But then what am I going to do with all this apple pie?” Lyssa said. “Plus that 

was a snack. Having a snack before dinner and dessert is completely acceptable.” She 

started to cut the pie. 

“I still have a prom dress I need to fit into,” Emily said, watching her objections 

fall on deaf ears. “And yes, I know that. I also don’t want to argue this.” She sighed. “I 

suppose a small piece couldn’t hurt, Lyssa.” 

“A small piece it is,” Lyssa said, cutting a slice with the approximate dimensions 

of an equilateral triangle. “Peter, could you grab the ice cream out of the freezer, please?” 

“But arguing is so fun!” Peter said. 

Emily sighed around a half smile and accepted the pie, ice cream and all.   

When both Peter and Emily had full plates and the ice cream was back solidifying 

in the freezer, Lyssa sat down. “I suppose I can tell you more of that story now, if you 

want to hear it.” 



Csuti 50 

“Of course we do,” Emily said. Peter nodded enthusiastically, fork halfway to his 

mouth. “But aren’t you going to have any pie, first?” 

Lyssa waved her hand dismissively. “Nah, I’m far too full from dinner. I might 

have a piece later.” Emily rolled her eyes, but Peter just laughed. 

“You’re something else, Aunt Lyssa.” 

She smiled. “Okay, so Fenton had just left for college.” 

“And you apparently took up crocheting,” Emily said. 

“And became quite good at it, if I do say so myself.” 
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Chapter 7 

With Fenton out of the house, Hawke and Cathy were free to do what they liked. 

Well, even more so than they did before, anyway. They showed up for their lessons, but 

the tutor, who insisted we all call him Joe, even though his name was something long, 

nature-like, and not at all related to Joe, Joey, Joseph or anything of the sort, only came 

three days a week and was completely useless at disciplining them. He always had been, 

even when the worst thing they did was shoot spitballs at each other and the dog. Not that 

I was a slave-driver or anything, but I’d like to think I got the job done when I had to. 

When I told them to go to their rooms, they went, and came out a few hours later properly 

abashed and in much better moods. I’m not sure they ever did a single thing Joe asked 

them to, including any and all homework. I sat in on a lesson once, when they were about 

junior high age, after he had come to me complaining about how terribly they acted. 

“Miss Lyssa,” he had said, pushing his glasses farther up his nose until I was sure 

they were bruising his brain, “Miss Lyssa, I, uh, I cannot do this. They are impossible. 

Nothing like what was explained—ad—advertised, no. They are unruly and far too 

emotional. Sensitive. Expansive. Or—or expressive. Something. Too something. I cannot 

deal with them. They do not listen.” He had already packed his bag and was ready to 

walk out the door with it. I don’t know why he was hired in the first place, very odd, that 

man, but since we had him, I didn’t want to lose him. Actually, no. That’s not quite 

accurate. I didn’t want to have to go through the process of finding another tutor for them 

because I knew they would both throw a fit if I tried to force them to go to school, and I 

really didn’t want to deal with them all day, every day. Evenings and weekends were far 
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ample enough time of worrying what they were up to and whether they had gotten 

themselves killed yet. 

“Wait, Joe. Let me talk to them. I’ll see if I can get them to behave. At least a 

little bit better.” 

“Very well, Lyssa. Come tomorrow at ten. Do not be late, please.” With that, he 

gave me one last owlish blink then turned on his heel and walked back to his room. 

So the next morning at 10:01, I walked into the third-floor room we use as a 

classroom, interrupting the lesson that apparently did start exactly at ten. I pulled a chair 

to the back corner of the room, earning myself a disapproving glare from Joe and giggles 

from Cathy and Hawke, which in turned earned them the same glare. When they finally 

got themselves under control, Cathy said, “Joe?” 

“I would prefer if you would call me ‘professor,’” he said. 

“What’s the theory behind quantum physics again?” 

“You asked me the same question yesterday, Miss Cathy.” 

“I know, Joe,” she said.  Hawke snickered.  “But I just don’t understand it yet.  

And it seems so important.” She batted her eyelashes for effect, making Hawke laugh 

louder. 

“Very well, Miss Cathy,” he said, and launched into an explanation of quantum 

physics complete with diagrams and illustrations and examples. I recognized this trick 

from when I was in high school, of course. I once had a teacher who was working on a 

book about the Civil War, so we all kept a few names of people or places in the backs of 

our minds and whenever we didn’t want to learn, we would ask about it. Since we all 

rotated asking, and never asked two days in a row, she never caught on. Or at least that’s 
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what we thought. I’m pretty sure now that she knew and just didn’t care. I was starting to 

wonder if this poor man had ever taught a soul in his life, because he seemed utterly 

clueless as to what they were doing. 

Neither Cathy nor Hawke looked up once, both focusing intently on the piece of 

paper between them. Whenever Joe turned around, they pretended to be taking notes—

they each had a notebook in front of them with half a diagram, a few sentences, and a 

date at the top from about three weeks ago—but since he was generally looking at the 

blackboard and pointing to different parts of an illustration, they were free to write notes 

to each other and draw rude pictures of people they knew. I wasn’t in the collage, thank 

goodness. Fenton was in there a few times, of course, and Joe, and the cook at the time. I 

have to admit, I laughed a little at that one because they had her sitting on a giant pile of 

mashed potatoes beating someone with a piece of broccoli. I still don’t know why she 

was hired. That woman couldn’t cook a good meal to save her life. And she was so 

unpleasant, all the time. 

While Joe was blithely explaining the possibilities of time and inter-dimensional 

travel to his less than rapt students, I walked up behind them and took the paper from 

them. When they looked at me like I had taken away their favorite stuffed animal, I rolled 

my eyes. “Pay attention,” I told them as stern as I could. They just stared up at me 

blankly, so I tried a new tactic. “If you don’t start paying attention to your lessons and 

doing all of your homework, you will both sit on opposite sides of the kitchen under the 

supervision of myself or the cook until every single piece of homework is done. You 

won’t be allowed to speak to each other or even look at each other until every inch is 



Csuti 54 

completely and nearly perfect. And I can always ask Joe to give you more homework. 

I’m sure he would love that. Got it?” 

Joe had stopped lecturing and was staring at me. I nodded to him. “Good day, 

Joe,” I said, and left the room. The look of horror and disgust on their faces was almost 

worth losing an entire morning. Joe never came to me again, so I guess my threat worked. 

After Fenton left, though, it got pretty bad again. Hawke only had a year until he would 

be done and heading off to college, which was a fight unto itself, and Cathy was fifteen, 

which is the absolute worst age a girl can be. Everything is a complete tragedy or the 

single best thing in the entire world. And Cathy was born with a flair for the dramatic. 

She was spoiled, too, though she would never admit it. That year was rough in the Moore 

house. 

One day Joe came to me, bags packed, much like he had years earlier, and said, “I 

am done. I quit. I have done what I could. Hawke has agreed to go to community college. 

Good luck with Miss Cathy, you will need it. Goodbye, Lyssa.” He blinked once for good 

measure, and we never heard from him again. It was about mid-February at this point, too 

late for either of them to enter a real school, which left me stuck with them until the fall.   

The days passed pretty uniformly, as they did every summer the two were stuck at 

home. I gave them a list of chores to do, a little less than half the chores got done, and 

they would disappear. It was nice to have them out of my hair, but I worried. They 

weren’t exactly what I would call responsible, much less trustworthy. I tried to get them 

to make friends, to bring the friends to the house. It wasn’t healthy the amount of time 

they spent only with each other. I suggested multiple times that they call Max, the son of 

another rich family in the neighborhood, but they laughed and reminded me of how well 
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the play dates I set up when they were young went. I believe once Max ran all the way 

home, crying, after Hawke had caught a frog and put it in Max’s shoe. Cathy had always 

just contented herself with calling him names, but they still weren’t on good terms. I 

eventually gave up, figuring that even if they did call him, there was a very small chance 

he would be even remotely interested in spending time with the two people who had 

tormented him as a child. Cathy would make friends in the fall, I reasoned. She was a 

sweet girl, really, especially sans Hawke, and if she tried, she could get along with 

anyone. Hawke would make friends, too. All sorts of weird people went to college. He 

was sure to find someone similar to himself that he could spend time with and everything 

would settle down and be good. Oh that I was that naïve again. He did find friends of 

course, but it took the better part of a year. Every day he came home from classes and 

spent every spare minute with Cathy. I should back up.   

Cathy’s school started first and, after months of wheedling, threatening, cajoling, 

and about fifteen calls to and from her father, she agreed to go. For the first two weeks, 

while Hawke was waiting for college classes to start—how Joe convinced him to go, I’ll 

never know—he drove Cathy to and from school in the car Mr. Moore had gotten him for 

his sixteenth birthday, making Fenton all sorts of jealous. Heck, I was jealous of that car. 

It had tinted windows, a sunroof, a beautiful stereo system, and it was pretty much the 

nicest thing that money could buy.  While Fenton had also gotten a car for his sixteenth 

birthday, it wasn’t nearly as nice. I actually think Mr. Moore had bought it off one of the 

neighbors. But it got Fenton from point A to point B in relative comfort, which was more 

than I could say of my car at the time. 
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Cathy never came straight home from school. She claimed that she had signed up 

for extracurriculars: cheerleading, yearbook, and some kind of peer tutoring program, but 

the neighborhood gossips informed me that while she did actually sign up for 

cheerleading, she only attended about half of the practices and was making the coach 

furious. She didn’t kick Cathy off the team only because Mr. Moore had made such 

generous donations to the school and she was afraid of a scene if she applied the same 

rules to Cathy that she applied to everyone else. Funny how privilege works like that. 

Plus, I guess Cathy was naturally really good at it. When I asked if anyone knew where 

Cathy was when she wasn’t home, they all said they had seen her about town with that 

Hawke kid. “He’s trouble,” was the encore to every story. I would generally just 

noncommittally nod and ask about the person’s kids, pets, spouse, whatever it was they 

cared most about, and the topic of conversation would change immediately and 

completely. 

Whenever I asked Cathy about school or her supposed extracurriculars, she would 

tell me it was all going well, school was alright, and cheerleading was her life calling.  

When I made the mistake the first week of asking if she had made any new friends, she 

laughed. “They’re all so dull, Lyssa. All they care about is fashion and football players. 

And I don’t need friends. I have Hawke.” As if on cue, he walked in, half-smiling and 

looking only at Cathy. He grabbed her hand, and they walked out back door into their 

own little world. 

When Hawke’s classes started, he surprisingly attended them regularly. He had 

only scheduled them for when Cathy was at school, of course, so he still drove her to and 

from and disappeared with her during the afternoons. I followed him once, sort of on 
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accident. With both of them out of the house—not that they needed a babysitter anymore, 

they hadn’t for a long time, but I still liked to keep an eye on them. It’s what I was paid 

for, after all—but with both of them out of the house, I figured I would go do some 

shopping. I wanted to get new sheets for all the beds—it had been a while since I’d done 

that—and I needed a new dress. I had a date later that week with a nice gentleman I had 

met at a coffee shop. He turned out to be unfailingly dull with a terrible sense of humor. 

He laughed at his own jokes. But anyway, I was on my way into town where all the best 

stores were and, passing the high school, I found myself driving behind Hawke. I had a 

rather nondescript, piece of junk car, so even though all the kids had ridden in it when 

they were younger, I don’t think he recognized me. If he did he never said anything. 

As I was driving behind him, the thought occurred to me: I have no idea what he 

does all day. I trust him about as far as I can throw him, so let’s see if he actually goes to 

classes or not. So I followed him to the community college. He drove over to the 

language arts building—I had taken a few classes there myself when the kids were 

younger; Mr. Moore didn’t want me to miss out on my education just because I was 

raising his kids for him. Hawke pulled unsafely into a parking spot and got out of his car. 

I parked a few rows away to see if he actually went into the building. I was committed at 

this point, even though I knew it was probably really creepy and that if he found out, he 

would despise me. Hawke didn’t hold half-assed grudges. It was all or nothing with him. 

About halfway through the parking lot, he met up with this punk hippie kid with 

dreadlocks and a bar through his nose. They gave each other the dude nod, you know the 

one that says “hey, what’s up, sort-of friend” without actually having to say it, and when 

I rolled down my window, I could mostly hear what they were saying. 
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“So last night’s homework was rough, man, don’t you think?” hippie boy said. 

“Don’t know, didn’t do it,” Hawke replied. “Are we really making small talk?” 

Hippie boy sighed. Or at least his shoulders made it look like he did. They were 

getting out of earshot. “Fine,” he said. “You know why I’m here. Can I tell the King 

you’re almost ready? He’s getting impatient.” 

Hawke turned to the boy and I could feel how cold his expression was, even from 

that far away. “He can wait. There are things—” Probably things to be done, but that’s 

where I lost them, so I can never say for sure. I assumed he was joining a gang—who else 

calls himself the King?—but nothing ever came of it that I heard of. I sat in the parking 

lot a little while longer and thought about what I was going to do with this information. 

Nothing, I decided. There was nothing to be done. If I confronted Hawke about it, he 

would know that I had been spying on him, which would be bad to say the least, and I 

would lose any chance of him ever telling me about it—slim, I know, I knew that then, 

too—and most of all, I would lose the chance of ever spying on him again. I’m not going 

to lie, I wasn’t entirely just worried about him. Hawke could take care of himself. But 

this was an adventure! I had been cooped up in that house with those kids for so long. 

Nobody else knew what I had stumbled upon and I had the chance of being the heroine of 

my very own action adventure mystery story. So I kept it to myself and planned what my 

next step would be. 

My next step turned out to be a dead end. I tried nonchalantly asking Hawke if 

he’d like to have any people over to the house. A party would be fun, I suggested, and a 

wonderful way for you to branch out or at least let people know where you stand on the 

coolness scale. 
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“I don’t want to be cool, Lyssa,” he said. “And I don’t need people thinking I’m 

cool. Most people leave me alone. And it’s great.” 

“But don’t you want some street cred, or whatever the kids are calling it these 

days?” I was trying to push a little, to see if he’d come clean about this King person and 

whatever he was up to, or at least give me a hint one way or the other. But his face 

remained impassive, as it always was. 

“Street cred?” He was mocking me. “Look at me. Do you really think anyone is 

going to cross me?” I had to admit, while he wasn’t necessarily physically intimidating, 

he was intimidating nonetheless. “And don’t ask Cathy, either. She won’t want a party 

here. Save your breath.” 

“Excuse me?” 

He walked away, not acknowledging me any further. I did ask Cathy later that 

afternoon if she wanted to have a party here, but, like Hawke predicted, she didn’t. She 

gave me her patented look of disdain and informed me yet again that she didn’t need 

friends. So, with neither of them telling me anything, the next few months passed without 

incident. I followed Hawke to school one more time, but he got out of his car, walked 

into the building and, three hours later, walked out again. I won’t claim this as a high 

point in my life. I don’t know why I was following him around like I was some sort of 

mediocre private eye, but I did it. 

As time went on, I never heard of any gang activity in the area, and I never heard 

anything but the usual rumors about Hawke being trouble. I was starting to look forward 

to them, actually, in a sick sort of way. Cathy actually found she enjoyed cheerleading 

and started going to practices, even coming home occasionally with stories about what 
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one girl or another said to make everyone laugh. It seemed like she was starting to make 

friends even without meaning to, so I stopped worrying as much about her. Fenton never 

wrote home, not that I expected him to. But a postcard every now and again letting us 

know if he was even in the country would have been nice. On the other hand, though, we 

never got anything telling us he was hurt or dead, either, so I guess it was a classic case 

of no news is good news. 

I took up writing as well as crocheting to occupy my time; I figured I had a knack 

for storytelling so why not do something with it? I was actually inspired after Hawke 

came home in a particularly talkative mood and told me about this writing class he was 

taking. 

“It’s so fascinating,” he told me. “It’s like manipulating people without ever 

having to see them. Mass manipulation. Because you want your reader to believe what 

you’re saying but you’re just lying to their faces, or well, your writing is anyway, and so 

you have to make it just believable enough that whoever is reading it can follow along 

but also strange enough that they don’t lose interest and go back to housework because 

it’s just as interesting as whatever you’re trying to describe.” 

“But why would you want to manipulate people?” I asked. 

“Why wouldn’t you?” he retorted. “It’s fun. Humans are so strange. It entertains 

me to figure out how they think and then use that to my advantage. Haven’t you ever 

wanted to try to see what you could get someone to believe without them ever knowing 

you’re planting ideas in their head?” 

“No, I haven’t,” I said. 
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He tilted his head and regarded me like I was some strange animal in the zoo. 

“Your loss,” he said finally. 

But, need to manipulate or no, I took up writing nonetheless. It was cathartic, for 

one, and it kept me occupied when I had nothing better to do. I loved writing fiction, 

though I was never very good at it. I generally just pulled characters from the people 

around me. Hawke made for great stories. There was something about him—his orphaned 

upbringing, his angular face, the way he always looked like he had orchestrated whatever 

was going on. If anyone was made to be a main character, he was. 

Time fell into a routine of sorts, me with my writing and cleaning and crocheting, 

Cathy with school and cheerleading and Hawke, Hawke with a few classes, spending any 

time he wasn’t with Cathy working out or writing poetry. I gave up my dreams of being 

an adventurous super sleuth, especially after Hawke invited punk hippie boy—who’s 

name I learned was Nico, though everyone called him Newt—over to the house and the 

spent the entire afternoon playing video games, with nothing whatsoever even remotely 

fishy going on. When they got into a shouting match, I walked in on them hoping to catch 

something. I found them each holding one end of a Twinkie while the television said “tie 

game.” I was disappointed, but I was glad I wouldn’t be scraping up Hawke’s remains 

after he crossed somebody the wrong way, as he was quite good at doing. 

One day, I think it was sometime in March, Cathy comes up to me and lays down 

beside me on the couch with her head in my lap like she used to do when she was little. It 

was a Saturday morning, and Hawke was at the one class he couldn’t fit anywhere else in 

his schedule.  “Lyssa, can I talk to you?” 
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“Sure, hon,” I said, putting down my book and stroking her hair out of habit. 

“What’s up?” 

“I met a boy at school,” she said. She scrunched up her face. “No, that’s not right. 

I already knew him.” She paused. “I don’t know how these things are supposed to go, 

Lyssa, I’ve just seen them on TV. And it seems weird to do it that way.” 

“Just talk, sweetie. I’m sure you’ll find the words.” 

“Okay, well, you remember Max Harlowe, right? He lives down the street. You 

made us play together when we were little. Hawke put a frog in his shoe.” 

“Yeah, I remember Max.” 

“He’s been really nice to me. I don’t know why, since I was so mean to him, not 

recently, but when we were little. Well, I suppose sort of recently, too. Marcie doesn’t 

like him and I wanted to fit in with the other cheerleaders so I called him dumb names at 

lunch. It wasn’t that bad, though. Not like what Marcie and Joanne said, even though I 

think Joanne secretly likes him. And he’s on the golf team, too, which is like the lamest 

team our school has, so he’s kind of a wuss.” 

Cathy loved to talk, but tended to lose herself down rabbit trails. “But?” I 

prompted her. 

“Huh? Oh. No but. He is kind of a wuss. He has a nice face, I suppose. He grew 

out of his chubby little kid cheeks. And he’s being really nice to me. I said that. And I 

don’t know what to do about it.” 

“I’m still not sure I see the problem here, Cath.” 

“I think he likes me, Lyssa, and I don’t know what to do about it.” 

“Well do you like him?” I asked. 
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“I like Hawke.” 

“That didn’t answer my question.” 

“I don’t know,” she said, irritated. “I love Hawke.” She got up and started 

walking toward the stairs. She stopped short and turned to me, her expression desperately 

serious. “Don’t tell him, Lyssa.” 

“Don’t tell who what?” 

“Don’t be stupid. Don’t tell Hawke. Don’t tell him I even mentioned Max. Don’t 

tell him I talked to you at all.” 

I looked at her skeptically, but agreed. 

“Promise, Lyssa. You have to promise.” 

“Fine. I promise, Cathy.” She stared me down. “I promise not to breathe a word to 

Hawke about anything.” I wasn’t about to lose whatever intimacy I may have gained 

here. I missed when I was the confidant of all the kids. It hadn’t been that way in years, 

so I hoped this was the start of something. Or at least the reincarnation of it. 

Two weeks later found Cathy at the Harlowe’s house and Hawke pacing a moat in 

our living room. 

“Sit down, Hawke,” I said for the fourth time. 

“I don’t like him, Lyssa. He’s a weasel. He’s not good enough for her.” 

“To spend time with her? Do you even know the kid, Hawke?” 

“Of course I do.” He spat the words at me. “You made us spend time together, 

remember?” 

“Yeah, ten years ago.” I rolled my eyes. “People change.” 
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“No, they don’t, Lyssa. Don’t be so naïve.” I chose to deal with the 

condescending tone later. 

“It’s a group project, Hawke. Calm down.” 

“There’s something up with him, I know it.” 

I gave up trying to reason with him. “At least go pace in the kitchen and spare the 

poor carpet.” He didn’t respond, just made some sort of noise that sounded vaguely like a 

growl. I ignored him. 

When Cathy came home, he practically pounced on her. She hadn’t even dropped 

her backpack before he had her by the shoulders, looking her up and down as if looking 

for any traces of Max. She shrugged him off. “What’s with you? What’s with him, 

Lyssa?” 

“He missed you,” I said, and Hawke glared at me. 

“Did he try anything?” Hawke said. 

“Did he try what? God, Hawke, we were doing schoolwork. Relax.” 

“I don’t like him, Cath.” He followed her as she started to walk away. 

“I don’t care, Hawke.” She turned to him and said more gently, “He’s my science 

partner.” She raised her hand to his face. “Stop worrying.” She flopped down on the 

couch then, forcing Hawke to sit elsewhere. He chose the floor right in front of her. She 

rolled over to face the back of the couch, but he stayed, her own personal guard dog. 

As it turns out, Hawke did have a reason to worry. Cathy came to me about a 

week later as I was doing the dishes, her face looking worried but her eyes smiling.   

“Max asked me to the prom,” she said, after making sure Hawke’s car wasn’t in 

the driveway. 
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“Congratulations,” I said, concentrating on the pan in my hands, not entirely sure 

if I was supposed to be happy or not. 

“It’s a big deal, Lyssa. Like no sophomores ever go to the prom.” 

I laughed. “I know. I went to high school once, too, remember?” 

“Did you go to prom as a sophomore?” she asked. 

“No. But I didn’t go as a junior or senior either.” 

“No one asked you?” 

“I’m not sure I appreciate the implications there.” She didn’t respond. “I didn’t 

want to go. I’ve never liked dancing. Or drinking sketchy punch while awkward couples 

who are bound not to last the night do things they’ll come to regret. Not really my scene. 

But I’m happy for you. Right?” 

“What?” 

“I’m supposed to be happy for you, right? You’re happy?” 

“Yeah, I’m happy.” 

“You might want to tell your face.” 

“Shut up, Lyssa. You don’t understand.” 

“Do you want to explain it to me?” I took my gloves off and sat across from her at 

the old, scratched up kitchen table. Her nails traced a pattern in the grooves. 

“Hawke,” she said simply. 

“What about him?” I prompted. 

“He’ll be mad at me.” 

“He’ll be mad at you?” 
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“He doesn’t like Max.  He won’t like that I want to spend time with him.  He 

can’t see that we’re just friends.” 

“You and Hawke?” 

Her eyes flashed. “No. Max. Max is my friend. Keep up, Lyssa.” 

“Is he taking you to prom as just friends?” 

“He’s not taking me to prom at all.” She returned to picking at the table. “Yet.” 

I tried to decide what tactic to take next. “What are you going to tell Hawke?” I 

asked. It was the wrong one. 

“I don’t know!” she cried, slamming the table with her fist. “I don’t know.” She 

started to cry then. I moved closer, and she let me hold her. 

“So tell Max you can’t go.” 

“It’s not that easy, Lyssa,” she said between sniffles. 

“Sure it is. Walk up to him, preferably when there’s not a ton of people around 

who can tease him about it, and say, ‘Sorry, Max, but I can’t go to prom.’” 

She pushed away from me. “But I want to go.” 

“So go. Tell Hawke that you want to go to the prom because it’s the prom, and 

Max is simply your ticket to getting in. As a friend. Loose acquaintance, if you will.” She 

stared at me with watery eyes. “Unless you want to go because Max asked you?” She 

didn’t respond. “Cath?” 

“I don’t know.” She put her head in her hands and commenced crying again. 

“Oh dear,” I said, because I didn’t know what else to say. I sat there for a while, 

waiting for Cathy to cry herself out and, if she was going to, tell me more. 
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“I told Max about Hawke,” she said finally. “The other day, when we were 

working on that stupid science project.” 

“And?” 

“Max said it was unnatural. And unhealthy. That Hawke didn’t really love me and 

was a textbook example of an abusive relationship. And he said it was weird that I was 

basically dating my brother.” I kept my opinions on the matter to myself. “I hit him. But 

he just got more sincere and said he was worried about me. I’m tired of people worrying 

about me, Lyssa. They all think they know what’s best for me. And they don’t. And then 

I tried to tell him that it wasn’t at all like dating my brother, that Hawke and I weren’t 

even dating, really, that he didn’t understand, that it wouldn’t be any different from me 

dating him—Max—really, since we had known each other for the same amount of time. 

He ignored my arguments completely then asked me if I would ever consider dating him. 

I laughed because I thought he was kidding, but I think I hurt his feelings. I said maybe to 

make up for it when I figured out he was serious. The next day at school he was even 

nicer to me than usual. He offered to carry my books, and he bought my lunch. And then 

today he asked me to prom. And, because apparently it’s my go-to word, I said maybe.” 

“I think you need to figure out if you actually want to go to prom with Max 

because it’s Max. Don’t use him, Cathy. You’re better than that. And if you do want to 

go with him, Hawke will understand. If he loves you as much as he seems to, he’ll want 

you to be happy.” To be fair, I didn’t know at the time how misguided my advice was. 

Had I thought about it more, I probably would have given her different advice. But it 

seemed like a good idea at the time. 
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“Hawke won’t understand, why should he? I don’t know what I want. Is it weird, 

Lyssa?” 

“Is what weird?” I had spent too much time answering the wrong questions and 

putting my foot in my mouth to assume I knew what she was asking. 

“Hawke. Is it weird? Us.” 

I had been waiting for the chance to say something for years, but now that the 

time had come, I found my mind completely blank. You know how these things go. I 

decided to proceed with caution, lest she run away and never speak to me again. Teenage 

girls have a tendency to do that. “I’m not sure I totally understand what you and Hawke 

are, I suppose,” I told her honestly. I had heard rumors, seen a few things, but, to be 

completely honest, I tried to ignore it. They were both, in my mind, my kids, and seeing 

them together as anything more than that was too strange. 

“Hawke is me, Lyssa. I am Hawke. We understand each other. I know what he’s 

thinking without him ever having to say it. He can read me easier than a book. He told me 

once that he knew me as soon as he met me. We’re the same, he and I. If we actually 

have souls, his and mine are the same. Love is too weak a word for it.” 

“I think you and Hawke have known each other for a long time,” I said. 

“That’s not an answer.” 

I sighed. “You’re right, Cath, I don’t understand it. I think you need to figure out 

what you’re going to do about Max, regardless of Hawke.” 

“You are absolutely no help.” She left then. 

A week later she had made a decision. She told Hawke before she told me. That 

turned out to be a terrible idea. 
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“What the hell, Catherine.” They had just walked into the living room where I 

was crocheting a blanket and watching some sitcom on television. Hawke came first, 

with Cathy running behind, struggling to keep up with his long legs and lithe figure. 

“Hawke! Hawke, stop. What are you even so mad about?” 

He stopped suddenly, turning around in one fluid motion and causing Cathy to run 

straight into him. He didn’t even flinch, and she hastily backed up a few steps. “Are you 

serious?” he said. He looked at her incredulously, his eyes hard. 

“He’s my friend, Hawke. I’m not allowed to have friends?” 

“Bullshit.” 

“I just want to go to the prom. Do you know how many sophomores—” 

“Stop lying to me!” His hand twitched as though he was going to slap her, but he 

simply clenched his fists. 

“Calm down,” she said, reaching out to touch his face. “You’re still my—” She 

stopped when he jerked his head away. “Fuck you. You don’t own me. I’m going to prom 

with Max. It means nothing. Believe it or don’t, I don’t care anymore.” She walked away, 

but he stayed where he was, visibly seething, fists clenching and unclenching at his side. 

 They didn’t speak for the next few days, effectively pushing her into Max’s arms. 

She brought him to the house under the pretense of seeing her dress so he could match his 

tie and the flowers, but I’m pretty sure it was just to punish Hawke. It was in vain, 

though, because he didn’t come home until late. So she tried it again a few days later, not 

even bothering with a pretense this time. 
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They were sitting at the kitchen table when Hawke walked in the back door. He 

made to walk past them without acknowledging either of them, but Cathy grabbed his 

wrist and stopped him. “Aren’t you going to say hello to my guest?” she asked. 

 His shoulders tensed, and he stood up a little straighter. Turning slowly, he put on 

his most winsome smile, transforming his face into something both beautiful and 

terrifying. “Hello, Max,” he said. “Beautiful weather outside, don’t you think? Pity about 

your car, though.” He stayed where he was, watching coolly as Max gaped and then got 

up to look out the window at his car. There was a long scratch running down the driver’s 

side. He turned to Hawke. 

 “Are you kidding me? What is your problem, man?” 

 Hawke tilted his head and calmly regarded Max. “It seems like you have the 

problem, friend. You might want to do something about that. But it’s not really my place. 

Have fun, children.” He walked into the living room and flopped down on the couch, 

leaving a shocked Cathy and a furious Max to figure out what they were going to do next. 

 “He’s going to pay for this,” Max said. 

 “But you don’t know he did it,” Cathy protested. 

 “He as much as admitted it, Cathy!” 

 Hawke smirked, enjoying this. 

 “He’s just trying to make you mad. Don’t pay attention to him.” Cathy’s voice 

was starting to take on the whiny tone it got when she didn’t think people were paying 

enough attention to her. “Come on, let’s go.” 

 “Well it damn well worked.” He started walking toward the living room. 

 Hawke was laughing now. 
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 “Max, come on. Stop it.” 

 “Yes, Max,” Hawke said, imitating Cathy’s whine, “Stop it. Oh, please, stop it.” 

His whole body shook with laughter. 

 “Shut up, Hawke,” she said. 

 “Or what?” 

 “Or I’ll kick your ass,” Max said. “Oh wait, I’m going to do that anyway.” 

 Hawke laughed louder. “You and what army?” He sat up and stared at Cathy, a 

challenge in his eyes. “This scrawny little bitch won’t be any help. And you look worse 

off than she is.” 

 She made a strangled noise and lunged at Hawke. Max grabbed her, I’m sure out 

of some misguided sense of chivalry, and she turned on him in a blind rage, kicking him 

in the shins and, when he freed her arms, slapping him across the face. He stopped short, 

staring at her in horror. Hawke was clutching his stomach, he was laughing so hard. 

 “I need to leave,” Max said, and turned and walked out the front door. 

 Cathy turned to Hawke. “What the hell is wrong with you?” she screamed. He 

stood up and she lunged at him again, but he grabbed her wrists easily and held her an 

arm’s length away as she struggled. 

 “He’s not good enough for you, Cath. He is quite pathetic, actually.” 

 “You don’t own me!” She spat in his face. 

 He wiped his cheek on his shoulder, then twitched his arms, knocking her to the 

floor. She stayed there, anger turning itself into tears. 

 “Don’t bring him back here,” Hawke said before stepping over her and heading 

up the stairs to his room.   
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When I tried to comfort her, she yelled at me to leave her alone. So I did. She 

eventually stopped crying, but she refused to eat. I heard her on the phone later with Max, 

apologizing over and over. It sounded like she had been crying again. Whatever she said 

must have thoroughly convinced him because he was at the house the next day with the 

scratch on his car fixed. Hawke had conveniently vacated the premises for the day, 

probably overhearing the same phone conversation I did and deciding to take the high 

road. Or that he wanted a more creative route to the low road. I don’t actually know what 

he was doing that day; I just know he came home earlier than anyone expected him to. 

Max and Cathy were standing in that odd empty space between the kitchen and 

the living room that most people would refer as a foyer, even though it seemed more to 

me like the middle of a Venn diagram where the kitchen and the living room share certain 

properties but it doesn’t totally belong to either. All the doors and windows were open 

because it was such a nice day outside, the first one of the season, I believe, and Max, if I 

remember correctly, was on his way out. Some of Cathy’s anger had abated from the 

night before, and she saw Hawke’s absence as a chance to make things better. So she was 

kicking Max out early, giving both boys ample time to avoid each other. Cathy had her 

back to the door as they were saying their long-winded goodbyes—you know how it is, 

you say goodbye once, twice, new topics of conversation coming up just as you’re about 

to step away. Cathy had never been an observant one, and she was in the middle of 

laughing at something Max said when Hawke’s car pulled into the driveway. I never 

knew if what happened next was motivated by rivalry and jealousy or simply made worse 

by it. 
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At the precise moment Hawke turned from his car and started walking toward the 

house, Max leaned over and kissed Cathy. And Cathy kissed him back. Hawke stopped 

short, apparently unable to do anything but stare. Shock and anger were doing battle for 

control of his features, but a few uglier emotions were trying to stick their heads in as 

well. 

“I like you, Cath,” Max said. 

“And I like you, Max Harlowe,” Cathy replied. Max’s eyes left Cathy’s face then 

and glanced at Hawke seething in the driveway. 

“What about Hawke?” he asked. 

“What about him?” Cathy smiled, completely oblivious. Hawke tensed, fists 

clenched, hearing the whole thing from his vantage point in the driveway. 

“Are you two—” 

Cathy put two fingers over his lips and shushed him. “Like you said, he’s like my 

brother.” She kissed him. “He doesn’t matter right now.” Max glanced over Cathy’s 

shoulder and watched Hawke turn slowly, get in his car, and drive away. 

Max smiled at his retreating form. “Good. I just want what’s best for you, Cath.” 

She laughed and started pulling him toward the door. “I seem to be hearing that a 

lot lately. Come on, you should leave. I promised Lyssa I would help her cook dinner. 

Out.” She playfully shoved him. He grabbed her wrist and pulled her in for one more kiss 

before leaving. He cheerfully waved before getting into his car and didn’t mention 

Hawke once. I took a cue from this, knowing I would have to tell her at some point but 

wanting to put it off as long as possible. Bad news is bad no matter when you give it, so 

you might as well wait to see if any good news comes first. It didn’t. 



Csuti 74 

Cathy waited until about ten to start asking if I knew where Hawke was and when 

he was going to be home and why he hadn’t called yet. I told her I had no idea and asked 

why didn’t she try calling him? 

“I did,” she said. 

“No answer?” 

“The guy at the college said he wasn’t there and they were closed for the night. 

And then I tried two of his friends—Baxter and Newt—but neither of them knew where 

he was. And Josey who works at the bookstore said she hadn’t seen him today because I 

know he likes to hang out there sometimes and I don’t know what else to do. I hope he’s 

okay. You don’t think he’s hurt, Lyssa, do you? We would know, right?” Her voice 

started to creep into panic mode, so I figured now was as good a time as any to tell her. 

“I don’t know where he is, Cathy, but I think I know why he’s gone,” I said. 

She stopped fiddling with the couch pillow she was holding and looked at me. 

“What? What do you know, Lyssa?” 

“Hawke came home, earlier, while Max was still here. He saw you kissing Max. 

Heard you say that he was like your brother. That he didn’t matter. He didn’t stick around 

to hear any more.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me about this earlier?” she cried. 

“You were mad at him, remember? And what would you have done, anyway?” 

“I would have gone after him, Lyssa!” 

“How? You would never have found him. He had enough of a head start that 

following him would have been impossible, and I’m pretty sure he didn’t want to be 

found by you, anyway.” 
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“Stop it!” she screamed. “Stop it!  You don’t know anything!” She ran out the 

front door and all the way to the end of the driveway, plopped herself down against one 

of the big metal lions, and stayed there. I tried telling her that she needed to come in, that 

she would freeze to death, but she completely ignored me. An hour or two later, I took a 

blanket out to her. She wouldn’t even look at me, so I left it sitting on the ground next to 

her. The next morning I found her covered up, fast asleep. The poor thing must have 

cried herself to sleep, not an uncommon occurrence, mind you, but I think this was the 

first time she had spent the night outside by herself. Hawke never came home, never 

called. 

Cathy continued her budding relationship with Max, taking things slow, acting 

every inch the lovestruck teenager. She told him Hawke was gone, of course, it was 

bound to get out sooner or later. What she didn’t tell him was the amount of time she 

spent crying and the lengths she went to trying to get him back. He apparently never told 

her of his part in the whole ordeal, though, judging by the fact that she was still with him, 

so it was a relationship based on mutual distrust. Ah, high school. 

Almost a month later, shortly after Cathy had stopped crying herself to sleep 

every night, she heard through the grapevine that Hawke was staying in an apartment in 

New York that Newt and a couple other guys had rented for the summer. She came home 

from school and sat down at the kitchen table with a bowl of some sugar-infused cereal I 

had given up years ago trying to dissuade her from eating like it was any other day. I was 

doing dishes. 

“How was your day, Lyssa?” she asked me. 
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“Fine,” I said. “I got a few things accomplished, including dusting the library for 

once, so that was nice. What, no Max today?” 

“Nah,” she said around a mouthful of cereal. “He had a project that he needed to 

finish up. I think it’s due tomorrow or something, because he was freaking out about it.” 

“I hope he gets everything done in time.” 

“Yeah,” she said. “I know where Hawke is.” 

“What? Where is he? How long have you known?” I had been worried about him, 

too, though I tried not to bring it up around Cathy. 

“Well Joanne’s friend Lydia’s cousin’s best friend is really good friends with a 

guy who lives with Newt—you know Hawke’s sometimes friend with the piercings?—

and somehow Lydia found out that they got a new roommate and she and Joanne said 

they were going shopping but actually went to spy because what if he was cute and 

Joanne recognized him from the picture in my locker and it’s Hawke. Hawke is living 

with Newt. I took the train out after school—they told me the address—and sure enough 

Hawke showed up after I hadn’t been sitting there even ten minutes. I made sure he 

didn’t see me.” 

“You took the train where?” 

“New York. They have an apartment in Brooklyn. I’m going to confront him 

tomorrow.” 

“You’re sixteen! You can’t just go off to New York by yourself! 

“I’m fine, Lyssa. Calm down. Didn’t you hear me? I’m going to confront him 

tomorrow.” 

“Not by yourself you’re not.” Cathy rolled her eyes. “I’ll go with you.”  
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She scowled. “No.” 

“I’m taking you to school tomorrow, so either I go or you don’t go at all.” 

“Lyssa!” 

“What are you planning to say to him?”  

She pouted.  

“I won’t go with you to the apartment. I have some shopping to do in the city.” 

She continued to pout. When I didn’t relent, she answered my question. “I’ll 

figure it out when I get there.” 

“Do you really think it’s such a good idea, Cathy? I’m pretty sure you hurt him 

bad.” 

“Well he hurt me. He shouldn’t have run off like that.” 

“It’s not like he doesn’t know where you live. If he had wanted to see you he 

would’ve come back.” 

“Maybe he thought I didn’t want to see him.” 

“Maybe,” I allowed. “But I don’t think that would have stopped him. But what do 

I know?”  

She agreed that I did indeed know nothing, and, you know what? I think I’m done 

for the night. 
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Chapter 8 

“Lyssa, what?” 

“No!” 

“You can’t just stop a story halfway through!” Peter said. 

“I warned you it would take a couple days,” Lyssa said. 

“You warned me of no such thing,” Peter retorted. 

“Oh. Well, I warned Emily it would take a couple days.” 

“It’s true, she did,” Emily said. “Do you still write, Lyssa?” 

“I dabble occasionally. I’m not the next Brontë sister or anything, but I enjoy it.” 

“I’d like to read something you wrote. I’m sure you’re better than you think you 

are,” Emily said. “Most people are.” 

Lyssa laughed. “I doubt it. Lately I’ve just been journaling. Easier to come up 

with ideas for that, obviously.” 

 “It’s not even that late,” Peter muttered. “I don’t know why you can’t tell more of 

the story.” 

“It’s late for old ladies who had planned on accomplishing something today,” 

Lyssa said. “And I still have to clean the upstairs bathroom. I gave the dogs a bath today 

and decided to bake a batch of cookies before I cleaned it. But then you showed up,” she 

said, pointing to Emily, “and then you showed up,” pointing to Peter this time, “and I 

somehow,” she shot mock accusatory glances at the pair of them, “lost track of time. Not 

that I mind. I love having company, you both know that. And you also know you’re 

welcome at any time. However, I have a bathroom to clean and a movie to watch—one 

that is due back before the library opens tomorrow. So shoo.” She waved her hands but 
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softened her words with a smile. As they got up, she handed each of them a napkin full of 

cookies. “You need to keep your strength up for the journey home,” she said by way of 

explanation. “Come back tomorrow and I’ll finish the story. You know how it ends, 

obviously, but there’s a few twists before then. Four o’clock. Don’t be late. Or do be, I 

don’t really care, I’m always late. But you both know that. I’ll have lunch probably 

ready. Deal?” 

“Deal,” Peter and Emily said. 

They walked out together, Keswick making himself a nuisance underfoot. 

“It’s eight o’clock on a Monday night, and I have no plans. I don’t think I’m 

doing this whole high school thing right.” Emily laughed. 

“I think you can only say that on weekends,” Peter said. “Mondays you’re 

supposed to do homework or yoga or go to bed at nine. Or whatever it is we’re supposed 

to be doing on school nights.” He paused. “Do you think my mom is done cleaning yet?” 

“When did she start?” 

“Not long enough ago.” Peter grimaced. “Want to get a cup of coffee or 

something? Surely we haven’t run out of small talk topics yet.” 

“I think we’ve still got favorite color to cover,” Emily said. “And don’t call me 

Shirley.” 

Peter laughed involuntarily. “Nice. Overdone, but unexpected. I’ll accept. Do you 

want to just take my car? I’m parked behind you.” 

“Are you sure your poor car can handle two whole people?” She gave the car a 

once-over. “I wouldn’t want the floor to fall out or something.” 
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“Excuse you. Matilda is capable. She handles one and a half beautifully, just ask 

the body in the trunk.” 

“You named your car Matilda?” 

“Seriously? I tell you there’s a body in the trunk and you take exception to her 

name?” 

“Oh, sorry.” Emily put on her best fake shocked voice. “Oh my gosh! You have a 

body in the trunk?! Are you like a serial killer or something?! Oh no!” Peter sighed. 

“Better?” 

“I don’t appreciate the sarcasm, but sure. Yes.” 

“So you named your car Matilda?” 

“Yes. After the lovable children’s book character, whom I identified most 

strongly with as a child. I owed her something for understanding me all those years. So 

meet Matilda.” He patted the roof of his car lovingly. 

“It’s very nice to meet you, Matilda,” Emily said with mock sincerity. She held 

out her hand to shake and pouted when nothing happened. Peter grabbed her hand and 

used it to turn her toward the back of the car. 

“Get in,” he said. Emily laughed and complied. “So where are we going?” 

“You’re driving,” Emily said. “You decide.” 

“Exactly. I’m driving, therefore you have to decide. One arduous task for 

another.” 

“What, none of this ‘my car, my rules’ thing? Color me shocked.” 

“I believe it’s called being gentlemanly. You can even pick the music.” He 

grabbed a large, rather beat up black CD binder from the back seat and set it in her lap. 



Csuti 81 

When she started to open it, he put his hand on top of it, closing it again. “After you pick 

where we’re going.” 

“Do you know that little coffee shop over on Second, next to the record store with 

the lights in the window? The one with the awesome bakery and fun couches? I think it’s 

called Mama Koala’s?”  

“Yeah, I’ve been there. You know I added the ‘or something’ because it didn’t 

have to be coffee, right?” 

“Hey. You made me choose. Don’t be second guessing me now. I happen to love 

coffee. So step off.” 

“Whoa there, Feistmaster. I was just making sure you knew. Part of that whole 

gentleman act thing.” He held his hands up in placating surrender. “We can get coffee. 

Remind me how to get there?” 

“Feistmaster?” She pointed left at the end of the driveway. 

“You were yelling at me. It was the first thing that came to mind.” 

“You need to think quicker on your feet. If you’re intimidated by me, you’ve got 

some issues, kid.” 

“You are surprisingly intimidating, even with your small-rodent like qualities.” 

“Did you just call me a rodent?” Emily stared at him, mouth agape. Peter laughed. 

“A rodent?” 

“Yeah, you squeak when you’re indignant. Like that.” He grinned, briefly taking 

his eyes off the road. She harrumphed but didn’t say anything. “You seem mischievous. 

And you’re adorable when you’re mad.” She tried to keep an angry face but failed. It was 

quiet for a few minutes while Emily flipped through Peter’s CD collection. 
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“Not bad,” she said, pulling out a bright green CD and putting it in. “Mine’s 

better.” 

“I don’t believe that,” Peter said. 

“I’ll prove it to you someday. So you think I’m adorable, huh?” 

“Only when you’re mad.” 

“Is that why you constantly argue with me?” 

“Nah, it comes naturally. Plus it’s fun. I rarely lose. Keeps me sharp.” 

“Humble, too.” 

“And handsome.” 

Emily snorted. “Turn right. I—” 

“You think I’m handsome, too?” Peter smirked. 

“I mean… you’re not…” Understanding dawned on her. “I said turn right, not 

you’re right, asshat.” His smirk told her he already knew that. For a few minutes the only 

sounds were the music and the broken air conditioner valiantly attempting to cool off the 

car. “I suppose you’re not the least attractive person I’ve ever seen,” Emily said 

eventually, figuring she owed him a compliment. 

He slapped one hand to his chest. “Be still my heart! Not the least attractive? You 

wound me, Emily Harlowe.” 

“You just passed the coffee shop, by the way.” 

“What? You were supposed to give me directions!” 

“Well sorry if I assumed you knew how to use your eyes. Apparently their use is 

cancelled out by your dramatic pride.” Peter smiled and turned down the first street going 

the way he wanted. “But mostly I just missed it,” Emily said. “Sorry.” 
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“Not a problem.” Peter circled the block and pulled smoothly into a street parking 

spot. “I was just messing. But I’m hoping you knew that. Otherwise, I’d be coming off as 

a complete ass right now.” They got out, gravel and cigarette butts crunching under their 

shoes. 

Emily laughed. “No, I knew that. But I’m particularly fond of donkeys anyway. 

They happen to be my favorite animal.” 

“Really? Why?” He held the door for her as they entered under the giant yellow 

coffee cup with a koala sitting inside. 

“Because they’re tenacious when they have to be and super chill when they don’t. 

They don’t take anyone’s crap, but they don’t usually go out of their way to bother 

anyone, either. How about you? What’s your favorite animal?” 

“Raccoons,” he said without any hesitation. 

“Why, do you dig through the garbage, too?” 

“You’d be surprised,” he said. He winked. “But no, they’re adorable, for starters. 

And resourceful. They use their little paws to get up to all sorts of mischief, and to clean 

their food before they eat it. I think they’re the only animals that do that. Did you know 

that in some states it’s illegal to keep just one raccoon? You have to keep two so the first 

doesn’t get lonely. Fun fact. They’re smart, too.” 

“You’ve thought about this a lot, haven’t you?” 

Peter smiled. “A little.” 

“I heard once that your description of your favorite animal also describes your 

ideal mate or what you look for in a person or something. And your favorite color 

describes how you see yourself. Which,” she added quickly, “has absolutely nothing to 
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do with how this conversation started.” She turned her attention to the girl at the counter, 

cheeks burning slightly. “Medium iced caramel latte with coconut milk,” she said, pulling 

out her wallet. 

“I’ll have the same,” Peter said, hip-checking her out of the way. “I made you 

come here. I got this.” 

“I’m pretty sure I came of my own free will,” she said, but she put her wallet 

away. “Thanks.” 

They chose a couch in the corner, a particularly bright piece that looked about 

twenty years old and like it came straight out of someone’s disturbed dreams of the 

future. It was Emily’s favorite. 

“So what do you think happens next?” she said. 

“Well, we sit and talk until we finish our coffee, maybe longer if it’s going well, 

then I drive you back to Lyssa’s to get your car.” 

“No, I mean with the story. What do you think happens next in the story? With 

Hawke?” 

“Oh. They find each other again. Obviously, because you said you remember 

seeing him. But they don’t end up together because, well, obviously. I don’t know. It’s 

your mom; this is weird.” 

“Sorry. I just—it’s a lot to take in—and it’s easier if I don’t think about it as my 

mom and my dad because you’re right it’s weird, so I’m trying to just keep them Max 

and Cathy. And I know they ultimately end up together, but I want to know where Hawke 

fits into this whole thing, and I’m learning a lot, but not enough, you know?” 

“Well, what do you want to know?” 
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“Just, everything,” Emily said. 

“You won’t know everything, especially just hearing it from one person. Lyssa, at 

that. You know how fond she is of embellishing her stories.” 

“I know, but what if she’s not this time?” Peter raised his eyebrows. Emily 

sighed. “Fine. Yes. I know you’re right. I’m missing a piece of the puzzle and I want to 

know what that piece is and if I’m actually missing more than one piece and why Max 

won’t tell me anything really.” 

“Why not just call this Hawke guy?” 

“He might be a murderer. And he wouldn’t know me, I don’t think. And I 

wouldn’t have any idea how to get in contact with him anyway.” 

“Yes, that would be why,” Peter said. “Maybe Lyssa would know how to get in 

contact with him. She seems torn between loving him and hating him; it might be worth a 

try.” 

“That’s true. I’ll ask her tomorrow, just in case. I don’t know if I want to talk to 

him, though. Max would kill me if he knew. Or lock me in my room forever.” 

 “Which might be an accurate punishment if he’s as bad as everyone says.” 

“I doubt he is. No one ever really is as bad as people say, I don’t think.” 

“Except Hitler.” 

“Did you really have to?” Emily asked, annoyed. 

Peter laughed. “Sorry. Habit.” Emily rolled her eyes. “So,” Peter said, “since 

apparently it’s the only small-talk subject we have left to cover, what is your favorite 

color?” 
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“Blue. Specifically navy, though aqua is a close second. It depends on what it’s 

for.” 

“Why?” 

“How did I know that was coming?” 

“Because you’re brilliant, no doubt. And not at all because we covered this earlier 

in the conversation.” He looked at her expectantly. 

“I love navy because it’s so deep. So many other colors don’t have the mysterious 

depth that a good navy blue does, you know? Well I suppose black does, but black’s 

depth is so final and all encompassing, more of a void. They call them black holes for a 

reason. Blue still offers movement and doesn’t suck the life out of your soul.” 

“So that means you’re deep and mysterious?” 

She laughed. “Apparently. And yours? What’s your favorite color?” 

“Black. Like my soul. I enjoy that all encompassing void and sucking life and 

whatnot.” He grinned. “I like it because it’s a color of possibility—all the neutral colors 

are. But, unlike the rest of the neutral colors, it makes almost any color it’s paired with 

stand out. It’s stark and resolute, unforgiving around the edges, but it hides a heck of a 

lot. It’s like the mob boss of colors. It’s content to rule from the background, always 

there, bringing to the front what it wants in the front and wiping out all the rest.” 

“So you’re a mob boss?” 

He grinned. “If I told you, I’d have to kill you.” 
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Chapter 9 

At 4:07, Emily pulled into Lyssa’s driveway to find Peter’s car already there. The 

front door to the house was wide open, letting in the sunshine and the crisp autumn 

breeze, so Emily let herself in, knocking only to announce her presence, which turned out 

to be unnecessary since the twin pugs made more of a racket greeting her than she ever 

could have made herself. Peter was at the kitchen counter chopping veggies for a stir-fry, 

but he smiled easily at her when she walked in. 

“Hey, Feistmaster,” he said. “You’re late.” 

“Shut up, Vito,” she said. 

He looked at her, confused. “Vito?” 

“The Godfather. Really? Come on. How can you consider yourself a mob boss 

without ever having seen The Godfather?” 

He laughed. “I suppose I’ll have to watch it.” 

“Um, yeah,” Emily said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. Lyssa 

watched the interaction coolly, a smirk playing on her face, but she decided not to 

comment. 

“Well,” Peter said, “lunch is almost ready. No thanks to this one.” He pointed his 

knife playfully at Lyssa. 

“Don’t get smart, kid,” she said, swatting the back of his head. He ducked half a 

second too late. “I had other, more pressing things to do. Like finishing the movie that 

was due this morning that I fell asleep watching last night. Speaking of which, I’ll finish 

lunch if you two take this back.” She fished a library card and a dollar bill out of her 

purse and handed it to Emily. “You’re the more responsible one,” she whispered, loud 
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enough for Peter to hear. “I haven’t trusted that one since he borrowed my keys for a 

magic show and made them ‘disappear’ down a sewer.” 

“I’m hurt, Lyssa. It was all in the name of art. And I amazed you, didn’t I? Hence 

the reason I called myself the amazing Peter-Man. I wore a cape and everything,” he 

added for Emily’s benefit. 

“What was this,” Emily asked, “last year?” 

Lyssa laughed as Peter grimaced. “I’ll give you another chance to prove 

yourself,” Lyssa said. “Now get.  Let me finish lunch in peace. You can even get 

yourselves a movie if you want, I can only talk for so long. In fact,” she said as she 

pushed them toward the door, “I think I’m a little hoarse from yesterday.” She coughed, 

for good measure. 

“Ooh, let’s get The Godfather! Can we?” She looked at Peter imploringly and did 

a little hop-skip as they walked toward her Jeep. 

He laughed. “Fine. But,” he amended, “I get to pick a movie, too. Just in case 

we’re not in the mood for something depressing.” 

“The Godfather is not depressing!” He raised his eyebrows at her over the hood of 

the car. “Whatever,” she said. “Your taste in movies probably sucks, anyway.” 

“My taste in movies is exquisite. Much like my taste in everything else.” 

“Get in the car,” Emily said. She handed him a large, lime green sparkly CD 

binder. 

“What, none of this ‘my car, my rules?’” he mocked her. 

“I’m making an exception just this once so I can prove that my collection is 

superior,” she said. “Don’t get used to it. Also the binder is from junior high, so no 
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judging me on that.” He flipped through it as she drove, hemming and hawing for her 

benefit. 

“It’s good,” he said finally. “I don’t know about better, but we can call it even if 

it’d make you feel better.” 

“Fine,” she said. “I suppose that’s the best I’m going to get.” 

“You were in the lead there for a while,” he continued, “but the boy bands 

brought you down a few notches. A pity, that.” He grinned at her and put a CD into the 

player. 

“Hey. No knocking boy bands. They were very… Okay, they were terrible. But 

what kind of junior high girl would I have been if I hadn’t had a crush on at least one of 

them, terrible hair and all?” 

“The kind with good sense.” 

“And no friends.” 

“The right kind of friends,” Peter amended. 

“Shut up.” 

“But Emily,” he said with mock sincerity, “if I stop talking, my face will freeze 

up and I’ll be paralyzed for the rest of my life. How could you be so cruel?” 

“You are intolerable, you know that?” 

“I’ve heard it a few times.” He grinned. “Does that mean I can keep talking?” 

“No.” He started to pout. “If you must continue moving your mouth in my car, 

read to me,” she said, fishing the faerie book out of the bag she had never taken out of the 

back seat and handing it to him. 

“Ashford’s Authoritative Guide to Faerie Lore?” 
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“It was my favorite book as a kid. And also the only one I have with me, unless 

you want to read out of World History: Modern Times, which I don’t really want you to 

do.” 

Peter nodded. “Right. Faerie lore it is.” He opened the book to a random page, 

cleared his throat and began to read: 

“Most fae are a part of one court or the other, but a few (known henceforth as 

solitary fae) wander on their own, free spirits not beholden to either king. The unwashed 

hippies of the Otherworld, as it were, looked at quite the same way but with, if possible, 

even more scorn and derision. These solitary fae are most likely the fae Blake claims to 

have seen, as well as the ones present in both previous and subsequent faerie sightings, 

though I believe Shakespeare may have seen the Seelie court during one of their many 

summer festivals. This is merely my own speculation, though, as I have neither met 

William Shakespeare nor caught more than a glimpse of the Seelie court.   

“It is known, however, that faeries of both courts enjoy glamouring themselves in 

order to join community theater productions of Shakespeare’s plays. A Midsummer 

Night’s Dream, of course, is a favorite, though the Unseelie court has been known to be 

drawn to tragedies such as Coriolanus or Othello. No member of either court will come 

near the character of Puck, though no one quite knows why. Many guesses as to the 

reason of this have been thrown around, including that faeries find it distasteful 

(bordering on obscene) that the other characters call him by his true name, or even that 

it was the one request Shakespeare himself made of their queens. My personal guess is 

that they simply think it more fun to play men.” 
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“I took a Shakespeare class last year,” Emily interrupted. “Well, technically it was 

supposed to be an overview of forerunning British authors but the teacher really, really 

loved Shakespeare. She made everyone memorize a monologue and counted it as a test 

grade, giving extra credit if you dressed up. One of the guys in my class memorized 

something from Julius Caesar and wrapped a bed sheet around himself claiming it was a 

toga. I think he’s just in training to be a frat boy, but he didn’t really appreciate my telling 

him that.” 

“No, I don’t imagine he did.” Peter laughed. “And how come you get to talk?” he 

asked indignantly. 

“Because I wasn’t insulting anyone,” Emily said. “Keep reading.” 

Peter sighed dramatically and flipped to a different page. 

“It is commonly known that the fair folk cannot lie. No one quite knows if this is 

part of their genetic makeup or if it is simply a part of their code of honor held so dear 

that no one would dare break it. Whatever the cause, this, like so many other facts of life, 

the fae have turned into a game, seeing how far they can bend the truth without actually 

lying. If you can’t understand what I’m talking about, remember the last time you were 

gossiping and the object of your conjectures walked up and asked what you were talking 

about right as the accessory to your crime whispered, “Speak of the devil”? You smiled 

wide and said something about how you were talking about the dance that happened a 

month ago and how pretty her dress was, because you really did mention something 

about her dress being pretty in between the rumors of who she spent the night in a dirty 

motel room with. Your money was on Chris, and your friend’s was on Billy, but you 

would never tell this to her since you didn’t want to be known as the junior class 
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busybody. If you still don’t know what I’m talking about, then congratulations, for you 

are a better person than I and the rest of humanity. 

 “This guy has a tendency to meander, doesn’t he?” Peter said. 

 Emily shushed him. “No talking, remember?  Keep reading.” Peter rolled his 

eyes. 

 “Never strike a bargain with a faerie, unless of course you are a lawyer whose 

job is to look specifically for loopholes in agreements. Fae love to strike deals, after all, 

it gets them what they want, but they rarely make them fair. A beautiful faerie maiden 

might offer you a kiss in exchange for a favor and, when all is said and done and you’ve 

gone through hell and back for this girl, she’ll hand you a Hershey’s kiss with a smile 

and send you on your way. They will always follow through, though, even if it’s not with 

what you were expecting. A faerie going back on his word is an unspeakable thing. He 

becomes an outcast for the rest of eternity, doomed to wander our world with no contact 

with the Otherworld, save tasks the courts set him to, which he comes to loathe and crave 

at the same time for while they are menial, degrading, and often painful, they also mean 

he has contact with his own kind. It is a sad, sad existence. 

 “These people are brutal,” Peter said. Emily scowled. “I know, I know. Keep 

reading. 

“Rarely, and I mean this in the unicorn sightings and pigs sprouting wings sense, 

will a faerie give something without wishing anything in return. Favor is given only when 

a fae deems one worthy. This may seem simple, but, much like men, every fae has a 

different idea of what ‘worthy’ entails. However, unlike men, a faerie may only find one 

worthy other—be it man or fae—in his lifetime, if that. I know of only one man who has 
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ever received the favor of a faerie without need for recompense. This man was our friend 

Mr. William Shakespeare, of course, and he was so grateful that he wrote a series of 

poems to the dark-haired fae whose favor he earned. You may have heard a few of them.” 

Peter laughed once. “Shakespeare again? I’ll bet this was written by some 

disgruntled Shakespeare scholar with—” He stopped, trying not to grin at Emily’s 

annoyed face and failing miserably. “Fine,” he said. “Skipping ahead… 

 “Faerie glamour is a fascinating thing. Rare is the fae who can change his 

appearance completely, exchanging his hair color for another, his long limbs for short 

stubby ones. While this used to be all the rage, a party trick practiced for hours each day 

in front of a mirror, glamour has become no more than a simple way to hide, a way of 

showing people nothing more than what they expect to see, as it were. Most fae, with 

little to no practice, can dull the sheen of their hair, relax their features to a 

commonplace soft smile, reduce their gait to something less graceful, etc. They can make 

themselves appear human. Part of this is simply learning to act mortal, of course, 

learning to cast off the collected hubris of hundreds of years and blend in. Some faeries, 

though, disdain to do this, preferring instead to watch confusion mingle with fear and 

adoration, the hallmarks of mortality. More experienced fae, or the inordinately blessed 

ones, are able to disguise their features to the point that they blend into a background. 

It’s nothing like a chameleon; a face doesn’t take on the hues and patterns of old 

wallpaper and out-of-date couch cushions. The fae will simply create an aura about 

himself, an unconscious urge in lookers on, that causes eyes to simply slide off his 

person. No one quite knows how they do this; in fact, they themselves know nothing about 
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the finer points of it and care even less. This is, frustratingly, a common theme with the 

fair folk. 

 “Oh thank goodness, we’re here,” Peter said, hopping out of the car before Emily 

could even turn it off. “And, since I am no longer in your car, I am free to move my 

mouth as much as I please.” He grinned. Emily shoved him. 

 

 

They entered the house to three steaming plates on the table and a pug under it, 

whining. “No, you can’t have any,” Lyssa was saying. “It’s all green stuff. You don’t 

even like vegetables.” More whining. “Yes, I know you like chicken. You still can’t have 

any.” The dog gave one final snort and ran off toward the living room. Straightening up, 

Lyssa greeted them and gestured toward the table. “So what movie did you get?” 

“We got two, actually,” Peter said. 

“The Godfather,” Emily chimed in, “and some indie nonsense that Peter picked 

randomly off the shelf.” 

“Hey!” Peter said. 

“It seriously looks like the lowest budget film ever. I knew you had terrible taste.” 

Peter ignored her. “Good to see you didn’t ruin what I started, Lyssa,” he said, 

examining the food. 

“Oh please,” Lyssa said. “It’s a miracle you know which end of the knife to cut 

with.” Peter opened his mouth to argue, his face indignant, but Lyssa waved it away. 

“Just eat. The sooner you eat the sooner I finish your story.” Peter and Emily obediently 
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set into their meals, Lyssa watching approvingly before she started to eat. When they 

were finished, she disappeared into another room. 

“Wasn’t she supposed to be telling us a story?” Emily asked. 

“That’s what I thought, anyway,” Peter said. 

“I can hear you, you know,” Lyssa called from the next room. “And I’m coming 

back. Patience, children.” 

“Hurry up, Lyssa!” 

She sighed, walking back into the room with a messy stack of paper in her hands. 

“Look what I found this morning,” she said, waving the papers. 

“What is it?” Emily asked. 

“When you asked me about whether I still wrote, it’s true, I don’t write much any 

more. But I remembered, shortly before I fell asleep in front of the television last night, 

that I had kept everything I wrote, well, ever. It took some looking, but eventually I found 

an old shoebox in my closet with a few journals, some only half finished from when I 

moved, and piles upon piles of just loose papers. I think I found all of the pages for this 

particular story, but, of course, it didn’t occur to me to number them when I wrote it, so it 

may be missing a few.” 

“Not that I don’t want to read it, Lyssa,” Emily said, “but I thought you were 

going to keep telling us about my mom.” 

Lyssa laughed. “This is the story,” she said. “I told you I liked to take inspiration 

from people around me. That might have been hedging a little bit. I wrote the story I’ve 

been telling you. Not all of it, of course, but the more dramatic bits got immortalized by 

my favorite black pen and barely readable handwriting. I pieced it all together from the 
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separate stories I heard. At some points I had Hawke, Cathy, Fenton, Max, and the 

neighborhood gossips telling me what had happened, along with what I saw with my own 

eyes.  I wrote it all out initially so that I could just figure out what had happened when. 

But then I started to like what I had written, so I turned it into a story of sorts. I always 

meant to change the names and actually do something with it, but I never actually got 

around to it.   

“Anyway, I figured, rather than continuing to tell you the story, as much as I love 

doing it, you could read the next part for yourselves. It also, conveniently, gives me time 

to finish the cleaning I started yesterday. Win-win, I think is the correct term for it.” She 

set the pile of papers on the table between them and took their plates to the sink. 

“Remember, I never claimed to be the next great American novelist. So no judgment too 

harsh, okay?” 

“Never,” Peter said, eyes wide. 

“You know,” Lyssa said, “I can never tell when you’re being serious.” She shook 

her head. “This part picks up with Cathy outside of the apartment. I can’t remember if 

that’s just where I started writing or if there are earlier pages lost somewhere in the deep 

recesses of a closet. Either way, I think you can connect the dots between where I left off 

and where this picks up. I’ll give you a hint: it involves getting on a train.” 

“I think we can manage,” Emily said. 

“Good. Read,” Lyssa said. “I’ll be in and out of here, but don’t pay any attention 

to me. It may have been fictionalized a little,” she said, shuffling the papers into a 

straighter pile. “People are so drab when it comes to giving the details of a story, and 

sometimes they get lost in the drama. I don’t think it’s too far from the truth, but you 
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know how these things go. You write it down and suddenly you can’t remember what 

actually happened anymore. Sadly, my memory is not what it used to be. And it was 

never what it should have been. I think it’s pretty true to life though. True enough that 

you shouldn’t worry, anyway. The characters and main events are accurate. And that’s all 

that matters, right?” She winked. 

“I don’t—” Peter started. 

“Read,” Lyssa said. “I’ll be back later.” 

“This is new,” Peter said after she had left, studying the stack of handwritten 

pages.  “How true to life do you think it is?” 

“Let’s read it and find out,” Emily said. She was already hunched over the papers, 

her eyes darting from left to right. “You want to turn the pages or should I?” 

“You’re the faster reader,” Peter said. “I will.” 

“What makes you say that?” 

“You’re wearing glasses. Only kids who ruined their eyes by reading all the time 

wear glasses.” 

“Whatever,” she said.   

They started to read.  



Csuti 98 

Chapter 10 

Cathy leaned against a tree outside of the apartment complex. Her arms were 

crossed, resolute; all that was left was for Hawke to walk out the front door of his, to her 

eyes, temporary home. The tree branches above her provided shade on the abnormally 

hot May day, but the nest of birds situated in a low-hanging branch was grating on her 

nerves. She had been here an hour already. She had seen him walking to and fro in front 

of the window, but she was going to wait for him to come to her, even if it took all day. 

It’s not that she hadn’t thought about knocking—knocking down the door, even, if that’s 

what it took. But she knew it would be too easy for him to hide from her, to sneak out a 

back door or window, to pretend he wasn’t home and laugh when she walked away 

disheartened. She tried telling herself that Hawke wouldn’t do that, that Hawke would 

face her, would stand up to her like he always did, and they would make up like they 

always did. But the irrational part of her brain that had convinced her not to tell Max 

about this little excursion was currently telling her that maybe Lyssa was right, maybe 

Hawke didn’t want to see her. Maybe he would avoid her even if he knew she wanted to 

see him. So here she stood, leaning against a tree trunk, black shirt sticking to her back, 

cursing the sun when she should, by all rights, be enjoying it. 

She stood there for another hour, eventually throwing rocks at the nest of too-

cheerful birds, which did nothing but make them angry and even louder. She didn’t mind 

this as much, though, because at least now they echoed her emotions, the same way that a 

thunderstorm would if only the sky would have the decency to cooperate. Soon, Newt 

and one of his other roommates walked out of the house, a college guy with limbs a little 

too long and teeth a little too white. Cathy started, relieved when she saw it wasn’t 
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Hawke. She had grown complacent, standing there for so long. She was surprised to find 

that she was bored. If she was going to confront Hawke and do it right, she needed to be 

angry, to be emotional, to let the words fall out of her at a frenzied pitch she wasn’t sure 

she could achieve right now. So she psyched herself up again, thinking of the way Hawke 

had just run out on her, repeating to herself all the things she had come up with to say to 

him, phrases she had spent hours on crafting to perfectly hit him where it would hurt the 

most. She reached into her bank of emotion and made sure she could now cry at will if 

she needed to. When she was satisfactorily emotional again, she marched up to the front 

door, hand poised to knock loud and hard. 

But then the thought occurred to her: it would be nice if she didn’t lose the 

element of surprise. She tried the handle, crossing her fingers that Newt had left it 

unlocked. He had. She turned the handle as quietly as she could and the door swung open 

with only the faintest of protests. She walked in to everything she expected a college 

guys’ apartment to be. There were clothes strewn about everywhere, dirty dishes left 

sitting out, water rings decorating every wooden surface like the orbits of a small series 

of galaxies. A large stereo in the corner was playing some kind of grunge music, making 

it harder to decipher who all was actually home. No one had seen her come in, so she shut 

the door as quietly as she had opened it and set about investigating. The first bedroom she 

walked into was empty of living things, save for a caged rat in the corner who looked at 

her inquisitively before returning to chewing on a block of wood. The next bedroom was 

also empty, but smelled worse than the one with the rat for no discernable reason. She left 

quickly. There were only three bedrooms in the apartment, so Hawke must be in the next 
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one, she thought. It hadn’t even remotely occurred to her that there would be someone in 

there with him. 

Sure enough, when she opened the door, Hawke was there. The first thing she 

noticed was that this room was smaller than the others, the two mattresses and giant 

dresser making it look like the walls should bulge out around them to give them enough 

room to exist. The second thing she noticed, right on the heels of the first, was the half-

naked girl lying on one of the mattresses, Hawke on top of her. 

He whipped around when he heard the bedroom door open, his face contorted into 

a snarl. “Damn it, I told—” When he saw it was Cathy, he stopped short. His snarl 

dissolved, a slow smile creeping across his face in its place. “Hello,” he said, his voice 

deadly pleasant. Cathy tried to speak, tried to bring to the forefront all the words she had 

practiced for days, fueled by the emotions she had spent so long cultivating. But those 

emotions had effectively choked her. Her eyes grew wide, and she simply stood in the 

doorway, staring. 

“What the hell, Hawke?” the girl on the bed said. She turned to Cathy. “Get out!” 

she screeched. 

Hawke met Cathy’s stare, and his smile grew from ear to ear, never quite reaching 

his eyes. He lifted his chin in a silent challenge to her to do something, and when she 

didn’t, he laughed. “Oh Cathy,” he said, his eyes travelling over her lazily. “You always 

were weak.” He turned back to the girl underneath him and ran his hand down her face. 

“You had spunk, I’ll give you that,” he said absently. “But you always lacked… follow 

through.” He kissed the girl’s neck, not looking up. Cathy summoned every ounce of 

willpower she had and turned silently, refusing to look back. On her way out, she turned 
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the stereo up as loud as it would go and left the front door open, a small part of her 

hoping for petty revenge and the rest simply not caring what she left in her wake. 

She took the next train back to Connecticut and then drove to Max’s. Home 

reminded her too much of Hawke, of the plans they had made. Of the plans she had made 

to bring him home, never expecting not to be successful. Home left her alone with her 

thoughts, alone with her failure. Max answered the door before she even knocked. 

“I saw you coming up the driveway,” he said in way of explanation. “This is 

unusual.” He tilted his head, regarding her with careful concern. 

“Can I come in?” Cathy asked. 

“Of course,” he said, stepping back. “What’s up?” 

“I—”  She paused. She hadn’t thought about what she would say when she got 

here, only that she needed to be somewhere. Max would be furious, she knew, if she told 

him where she had been. Even if it was the fury of an easily placated puppy, the only 

anger she thought Max was truly capable of, she didn’t want to deal with it. Didn’t want 

another fight. Not that what she had with Hawke was a fight. It was a murder, really, a 

swift stab right under the ribcage. Max was looking at her expectantly. “I had a free 

couple of hours,” she said, not exactly lying. Her schedule had recently split wide open. 

“Then why does your face look like someone just hanged the family pet?” 

“Oh, sorry,” she said. “I just… Lyssa was… Lyssa. Shit. Can I use your phone?”  

“Sure,” Max said.  

Cathy dialed Lyssa’s mobile phone number. “Lyssa. Sorry. I left. I’m with Max.” 

She covered the mouthpiece. “Say hi, Max.” 

“Hello, Lyssa.” He shot a questioning look at Cathy but she ignored him. 
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“See? Max. Sorry.” She hung up. 

“What was that about?” Max asked. 

“I left without telling Lyssa,” she said. “Sorry.” 

“Why did you leave?” 

“I… spent the morning doing some unpleasant tasks,” she said. Max started to ask 

a question, but she cut him off with a wave of her hand. “I don’t want to talk about it.” 

Max looked like he didn’t believe her, not by a long shot, but he didn’t press it. 

“Alright,” he said. “Do you want something to drink? Coffee? Tea? Vodka?” he added as 

a joke, chuckling to himself. 

“Do you have any?” Cathy asked. 

His face fell. “Um, well, not really, no,” he said. 

“Oh. I’ll have coffee then, I guess.” He stared at her, wondering if he should press 

the issue. “Thanks,” she added for good measure. He spun without a word and started 

filling the coffee filter. Cathy liked her coffee strong, he knew; she had once told him that 

she liked her coffee like she liked her men: strong, sweet, and always at hand. It was a lie, 

of course. She liked her men moody and controlling, she settled for sweet and hanging 

around.   

“Is your dad okay, Cath?”  Max asked. “And your brother?” It was the only 

logical conclusion he could come to, though he knew it could be a number of things, most 

too small to even show up on his radar. Cathy wasn’t known for her shining rationality, 

though that was part of what he loved about her. 

“I said I didn’t want to talk about it,” she said, eyes flashing, a warning sign that 

her temper was about to flare. Cathy’s temper, Max had learned, had three distinct levels: 
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a magnifying glass in the hands of a toddler on a sunny day, slow, unconscious, painful, 

but hardly destructive; a summer thunderstorm, destroying a few trees, flooding a few 

basements, and over relatively quickly though the damage lingered on; and gasoline on a 

burning building, utterly destructive and completely uncaring. While Cathy’s face 

betrayed her more often than not, it was always a toss up as to whether a storm was 

coming or an explosion. He knew for the last one the building already had to be burning, 

and it looked like something was already smoldering behind those pretty blue eyes of 

hers. He decided again not to press the issue, lest he be showered with the burning rubble 

of their budding relationship. 

He puttered around the kitchen, waiting for the coffee to be done, knowing full 

well that if he sat down at the table with Cathy, he would want to ask more questions. 

Figuring the health of the relationship, tenuous as it might be at times, depended on his 

staying busy, he started rinsing dishes and putting them in the dishwasher. When that was 

done, he wiped off all the counters and appliances. Cathy watched him, vaguely irritated, 

but didn’t say anything. He handed her a cup of coffee—the biggest mug they had—and 

set the cream and sugar in front of her. She looked at him expectantly. 

“Oh!” he said. “A spoon, right. You know, T.S. Eliot once said, ‘I have measured 

out my life with coffee spoons.’ I think that’s a neat image, don’t you?” 

“What are you, an English teacher?” she said, listlessly stirring the mug in front of 

her. 

“Whoa there,” he tried again, “you want some coffee with that sugar?” He gave 

her a smile, bigger than the comment warranted. She looked at him with unveiled disgust. 
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“Are you trying to be particularly annoying today or have I just never noticed it 

before?” 

“What’s up with you today, Cathy?” 

“What’s up with me? You’re the one giving me a poetry lesson and criticizing the 

way I freaking stir my coffee.” 

“I wasn’t criticizing you,” he said. 

“Well then what do you call it? Because it certainly wasn’t complimenting.” 

“Fine. It was critical. But only because you refused every other form of 

conversation.” 

“Every other form? You quoted poetry at me and tried to pry into my personal 

life! If that’s your version of trying hard…” She let the threat hang in the air, unfinished. 

“I’m sorry, but you came here. You walk into my house, refuse to talk to me, and 

then insult me. This was your idea.” 

“Yeah, well maybe it was a bad one.” 

“Maybe it was,” he said. “Maybe you should leave.” He stood up and started 

walking toward the door, but she grabbed his wrist. 

“No. Wait.” He turned to her expectantly. “I’m sorry.” Her eyes were still hard, 

but she was no longer angry. At least not with him. “I don’t want to leave,” she said 

quietly. 

“Do you want to talk about what’s wrong?” 

“No,” she said quickly. He turned to walk away again. “But,” she scrambled for a 

safe topic for both of them. “Um. How did your project go over? That was due yesterday, 

right?” 
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“It was due today, actually,” he said. He sat down with a sigh. “I was going to tell 

you about it after school, but you skipped out right after lunch. I didn’t get a chance.” 

“Sorry,” she said, not really sounding at all sorry. 

“It went over great, actually. I had my doubts because you know Mrs. Smith is 

such a traditionalist when it comes to group presentations, and Adam and Josh wanted to 

make it ‘edgy’ and ‘cool’ so they…” He went on for a couple minutes, detailing 

everything about his project and presentation. Cathy only half-listened, her mind circling 

carefully around the gaping wound emblazoned with Hawke’s name. Hawke’s smile, that 

deathly sweet smile and freezing stare—he had never looked at her like that before. It 

was seared into her memory, the redesigned album cover of anything Hawke had ever 

said to her. Her memory was stuck in a loop, Hawke’s words repeating over and on top of 

each other, running in circles like deranged bumper cars, he himself growing larger and 

more imposing while the doorway she couldn’t escape from loomed above her. She felt 

small, smaller than she had ever felt before. 

It took her a minute to realize Max had asked her a question. “What?” she said, 

blinking at him in surprise. 

“I said, do you have your prom dress yet?” 

“Prom dress?” she asked, not quite able to wrap her head around anything not 

involving cruel blue eyes. 

“Yes,” he said. “The dress that you’re going to wear when you attend the prom 

with me next week. I know you had said you wanted to get a new one.” 
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Recognition bells went off somewhere in the back of her mind. “Oh. Right. The 

prom. Yeah. Uh, yeah, I do. I did.” She didn’t, actually. She had completely forgotten 

about the prom. 

“And?” 

“And it’s hot?” 

“What color is it, Cath?” 

“Isn’t that like bad luck or something?” 

“It’s bad luck to see the dress. And I’m pretty sure that’s only if you’re getting 

married. I need to be able to match it.” 

“Oh.” She took a sip of her coffee to stall for time. Red, she looked good in red. 

And there was pretty much only one shade of it, so hopefully she wouldn’t have to 

answer any more questions. “It’s red,” she said. 

“Like lipstick red? Strawberry red? Blood of my fallen enemies red?” 

“Just red.” She paused. “Blood of my enemies? Really?” She wrinkled her nose. 

“And there are so many more shades of lipstick than there are colors of dresses, hon.” His 

face fell. “Seriously. If you see a dress and think, ‘hey, that’s red,’ that’s probably the 

color of my dress. Unless you’re like colorblind or something. In which case get your 

mom to pick it out. Actually, maybe you should do that anyway. You’re not, are you?” 

“What?” 

“Colorblind.” 

“Oh. No.” She frowned. “But,” he continued, “I’ll let my mom help. Don’t worry, 

Cath. Prom will be perfect.” 
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“Lyssa!” Peter called. “Lyssa, where are you?” 

“What are you fussing about, child?” 

“I think you’re missing a few pages,” he said. Emily flipped back and forth 

through the pile of papers, trying to find anything they missed. 

“Oh?” Lyssa said. 

“This section ends with prom and the next picks up with Hawke pacing in front of 

some trees waiting for Cathy to show up. But they never reconciled. So why would he be 

waiting? How would she know to meet him? Are they psychic?” 

“Oh hush,” she said, swatting the back of his head. 

“Hey!” He rubbed his sore head with one hand. “I was being serious,” he 

muttered. 

Lyssa took over the flipping from Emily. “Hm,” she said, “I do seem to be 

missing a few things. Well. Give me a minute to finish this up and I’ll tell you what 

happened.” She started walking upstairs. “You kids are so needy,” she muttered. 

“This is turning out to be a lot more trouble than I thought it would be,” Emily 

said. 

“How so?” 

“I thought that I’d sit down, Lyssa would give me coffee and cookies, tell me how 

my mom was a wild child who eventually settled down with my dad and maybe, at the 

most extreme, that she ran away from home or something.  I didn’t think I’d have to try 

to follow a wandering story down Lyssa’s rabbit trails and through her old journals. And 

the love triangle—I don’t even know what to do with that.” 
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“To be fair, the love triangle is probably legit,” Peter said. 

“But with her brother? That’s so weird.” 

“Well, it’s not like they’re related by blood. They didn’t even spend half of 

childhood together. It’s sort of like childhood sweethearts, really.” 

“Who live together? It’s weird, Peter.” 

“Maybe,” he allowed. “But I suppose I’ve never actually been in that situation. So 

I have no idea what I would do. Sometimes you can’t fight love.” 

“Seriously? Of course you can. It’s a choice, just like any other. You say, ‘Hey. 

I’m not going to do that.’ And then you don’t do it.” 

“I never knew you were such a romantic,” Peter said.   

Emily rolled her eyes. “I’m just saying. And anyway that wasn’t even my original 

point.” 

“There was a point to this? Other than that you hate happiness?” 

“I don’t hate happiness! I just—” Peter smirked. “Shut up.” 

“Well that’s not very nice language for a lady,” Lyssa said, twirling into the room, 

hippie skirt flying out around her. “Unless he deserved it. Which he probably did.” 

Emily nodded in agreement. Peter frowned. “Just tell us what happens next,” he 

said. 

“Manners,” Lyssa scolded. “Now, where were we?” 
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Chapter 11 

Prom was perfect. Being with Max that day calmed Cathy down and, over the 

next few weeks, she lost herself in prom preparations. She went out the next day and got 

a dress—red, of course—and spent hours poring over magazines for ways to do her hair 

and makeup. She had me practicing fifteen different styles patterned after princesses and 

celebrities and old yearbook prom pictures. She hated all of them, of course, so I had to 

do some of them multiple times. I told her once that I wasn’t sure about prom queen, but 

she would certainly be voted drama queen. She didn’t find it nearly as amusing as I did. 

The weeks passed quickly and she didn’t speak of Hawke. She studiously avoided 

anything that would remind her of him, turning books around on the bookshelf, never 

going down the upstairs hallway farther than her own room if she didn’t have to. There’s 

not much else to tell about that time. It was miraculously tantrum free, partially I think 

from Max’s influence but mostly because there was no one there to… excite her passion? 

No. She was passionate about Max, but he never made her angry without placating her. 

He never gave her cause to show her baser, more natural disaster-esque passions, the ones 

Hawke brought out to play every other day. 

Max came to me once, worried about Cathy and this lack of emotional 

outbursts—I think he called it her “Cathy-ness.” Thankfully, I was able to dissuade him 

from talking to her about it or mentioning it at all. I reminded him of the disaster when he 

tried it the first time, when she showed up at his house. He was wise enough to 

remember. I was also able to convince him that this was, in fact, a good thing. It was 

progress for her; she was growing up. He accepted my advice without protest—this was 

new for me—and agreed to let sleeping dogs lie, though not in so many words. 
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Prom came and went as proms do. It was a big to-do that didn’t really mean 

anything but dead flowers and slept-on hairspray the next day. Cathy had a great time, 

Max had a great time, they came home with lots of pictures that I was left to go get 

developed. I did it happily, because it meant that I got to look through them before Cathy 

was able to take out any that she didn’t like, which would probably turn out to be most of 

them. I thought she threw away all those pictures, but once after… well, after, I found a 

box full of notes from people and pictures in which she didn’t look her best but was 

happy. Apparently she kept them all, including a few she had taken out of the albums I 

put together. I had wondered where those got to. But the interesting bit happened the day 

after prom. 

It was about ten in the morning, I was doing the dishes from breakfast, and Cathy 

had just left to spend the day with Max and a few of their friends. She had mentioned 

something about shopping at the mall in the next town over, so I figured she would be 

gone for a while. I had just started my mental to-do list for the day when I heard someone 

at the front door. It was a nice day, so I had left the door open and locked the screen door, 

as I usually did, especially since I was spending more time home alone. The handle 

rattled a bit, and I heard a muffled curse followed by an irritated pounding. “Lyssa!” a 

man’s voice yelled. “Lyssa, I know you’re home! Open the door!” 

I knew who it was, of course, but I didn’t want to believe it. I didn’t want it to be 

true. I didn’t want to deal with it. I took my time finishing the dishes calling out for him 

to hold on; I heard another curse, a lot less muffled this time and most likely directed at 

me, though the “you” was understood rather than explicitly stated. Not being able to put 
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it off any longer without him knocking down the door, I approached him, irrational dread 

filling my abdomen with every step. 

“What do you want, Hawke?” I said through the screen. 

“Damn it, Lyssa, let me in!” 

“Why?” 

“I live here,” he said. I wanted to believe that he sounded indignant, but there 

wasn’t any inflection in his voice whatsoever. He did that, sometimes. It was unnerving, 

and he knew it. 

“Not anymore you don’t,” I said, trying to keep calm while my mind raced 

through the thousands of possible consequences of and reasons for this visit. 

“You’re kicking me out?” He actually was a bit indignant at this; I don’t think he 

expected it. 

“You kicked yourself out, Hawke.” I sighed but unlocked the door anyway. I went 

to go sit down. This was too much for me to handle that early in the day. He followed, 

letting the door close gently behind him. 

“Where is she?” he asked. 

“Out with Max.” 

“I know that.” He was irritated. “I saw them leave. Where is she?” 

“You’ve been here all morning?” 

“Stop asking stupid questions. Where is she?” 

“She went to the mall. With Max,” I added for emphasis, just in case he was 

scheming something. 

“I want to talk to her,” he said finally. 
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“I don’t think that’s such a good idea.” 

“Of course you don’t,” he snapped. “Let me guess. She doesn’t want to talk to 

me. She’s happy.” His voice took on a nasal, mocking tone. “Stop interfering, Hawke. 

Leave her alone, Hawke. She’s happier without you, Hawke.” He laughed without 

humor. “Bullshit. When will she be back?” 

“You can’t stay here.” 

“Why not?” His voice was ice. 

“Mainly because I don’t want to be collateral damage when whatever it is you two 

have or had between you explodes.” 

He laughed, for real this time. “I wasn’t expecting that.” He seemed to deliberate 

for a moment. “Very well.” He started walking toward Mr. Moore’s study, a rarely used 

room to one side of the living room, off limits to anyone except Jack. 

“I can give her a message from you,” I said hesitantly. 

“I’ll write it,” he said simply and shut the door behind him. He emerged about 

half an hour later and handed me a letter sealed with wax with an unfamiliar emblem 

pressed into it: a single feather fluttering down in front of an open window. It gave the 

strangest impression that it was actually moving, though my eyes and brain told me of 

course it wasn’t. I never saw the ring that produced the emblem, but it must have been 

exquisitely crafted. I never saw the crest again, either. 

“Can I know what exactly I’m getting Cathy into, delivering this?” I asked him. 

One corner of his mouth curled up. “No,” he said. He made his way to the front 

door, pausing with one hand on the handle. “Only for you, Lyssa,” he said, “as a favor.” 

And he walked out. 
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I thought about breaking the seal, but the better part of my brain told me that was 

a terrible idea. Not only would it make Hawke very, very angry with me—a feat I had so 

far managed to avoid—but Cathy would throw a fit as well. I was getting quite used to 

the calm, tempest-less Cathy, and I didn’t really want to change that before I had to, 

though I knew in my gut that I was only putting it off by about ten minutes at most. Still, 

I set the letter on the kitchen table and tried, with moderate success, to forget about it. I 

even kept myself from speculating what was in it. I knew I would only either get worked 

up over nothing or, what I assumed was the more accurate outcome, I wouldn’t even 

come close to imagining the havoc the letter would wreak. So, instead, I took up my 

crochet hook and a sadly neglected blanket I had started in years previous and lost myself 

in a few of my favorite movies. 

Cathy came home in a good mood, a more and more frequent occurrence 

whenever she spent time with Max. She walked in the door already chattering about this 

blouse and that band and this one rude kid at the taco stand. As I turned to respond, she 

stopped suddenly, seeing the letter on the table. She apparently recognized the crest 

because she whirled on me, a million questions in her eyes but none actually coming out 

of her mouth. 

“He stopped by earlier,” I said quietly. “He left it for you. I don’t know what’s in 

it.”  She nodded, picked it up by the edges as if it might suddenly burst into flames, and 

took it up to her room without a word. She came down an hour later, her expression 

oddly composed. “What was in the letter?” I asked.   

She shook her head. “I don’t want to talk about it,” she said in a tone that 

suggested if I pushed it, there would be hell to pay. We didn’t talk about it. I learned later 
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the gist of the letter, of course. Cathy told me after he had disappeared yet again. I’m sure 

it was filled with more of the same melodramatics that were in some earlier letters I had 

found, though I can’t be sure, and, honestly, I’m glad I didn’t have to hear about that. I 

never saw it again, so my best guess is that Cathy burned it after she had inevitably 

committed it to memory. The letter, among other things, asked Cathy to meet him, 

Hawke, at the park they always used to play in as children. I don’t know if she decided 

right away to go or if she debated it until the minute she left. Old Cathy, Hawke’s Cathy, 

would have decided to go before she had even finished the letter, but new Cathy, hurt 

Cathy, Max’s Cathy, probably would have had to think hard about whether or not it was 

actually a good idea. I don’t think she ever came to the conclusion that it was a good idea, 

because she never told Max about it, but she went anyway. 

 

 

“Which, I believe, is where those pages pick up,” Lyssa said. “Sorry about that. I 

must have only written the exciting bits. I never was any good at transitioning from one 

exciting scene to the next. Who cares, am I right?” 

“Well, it’s—” Peter started. Lyssa narrowed her eyes. “Yes, Lyssa,” he corrected 

himself, “of course you’re right.” 

“Thank you, dear,” she said, smiling broadly. “Back to work I go.” 

After Lyssa was out of earshot, Emily sighed and let her head drop into her arms. 

“It’s not that bad,” Peter said. Emily grunted. “So it’s not what you were 

expecting. Embrace it for what it is. Regret your decision to ask Lyssa for your origin 

story later. Revel in the fact that you have an origin story.” 
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“It’s too neat,” Emily said, her voice muffled by her sweater. 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean, my mom didn’t love my dad, not really, not first, and it all fits together 

too well. It doesn’t make sense.” 

“If it fits together, how does it not make sense?” 

“Have you ever had an idea that pops into your head for no reason and so you set 

out to disprove yourself but no matter what you do things just seem to keep fitting into it 

and suddenly it doesn’t seem so crazy even though you know it is, but you just can’t 

disprove it?” 

“No, but I think my ex-girlfriend might have.” 

“It’s too neat because there should be gaps. There should be something that tells 

me everything was not right with the Moores.” 

“Nothing was right with the Moores,” Peter argued. 

“Nothing is bad enough to merit a death,” Emily said simply. Peter didn’t 

respond. After a while Emily said, “Lyssa was wrong.” 

“Lyssa’s wrong a lot. What about?” 

“She didn’t burn the letter. I found the box. The one with all the letters and 

pictures. The letter was in there, wax seal and everything.” 

“What did it say?” 

“Well,” Emily said, “I don’t know exactly.” 

“What do you mean? Didn’t you read it?” 

“No,” she said.  “The seal wasn’t broken. It felt like betrayal to open it. I peeked 

in the side of course, but all I saw was one word: Come.” 
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Peter cocked his head in confusion. “Are you sure it was the same letter?” 

“No,” Emily admitted. “But it was the only one of its kind in the box, and Lyssa 

said she never saw the crest again. I guess it could have been different, but it makes sense 

that it’s the same and are you starting to see how it’s all just too neat?” 

“You don’t believe in coincidences, do you?” 

Emily shook her head. “Not really.” 

“The only thing to do, then, seems to be to keep reading and see if it gets any 

messier.” Emily shrugged and pushed the stack of papers between them again. 
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Chapter 12 

Hawke hadn’t been able to stay sitting for more than three minutes at a time. He 

even tried climbing a tree once to see if the higher vantage point would help or if the 

crook of a tree would provide more comfort than the wet grass. He lasted about thirty 

seconds before restlessness took him again. He jumped down, landing lightly on his feet, 

and continued to pace. The grassy floor of the clearing was beaten down, paths leading 

every which way, between trees, up trees, stopping at an angry indent where Hawke had 

flopped down in frustration about an hour into his wait. He was now nearing hour three, 

and the anticipation anxiety was getting to him.  

She should be here by now, he thought, falling gracefully cross-legged against a 

tree. He stood back up as soon as he hit the ground and continued to cut crooked paths 

between the trees. He stopped for a minute to stare at the jungle gym sitting in the middle 

of the small park currently occupied by a girl of five and a boy of about eight. He could 

see them laughing, but the sound was cut off by the unseasonably cold wind whipping 

around the trees. A branch momentarily cut off his view, and suddenly the children were 

himself and Cathy, snickering about some secret scheme, blue eyes shining, facing the 

world together. He blinked and they were ordinary children again. 

His eyes were drawn to the trees to the left of the metal structure where Cathy 

stood, wearing an oversized sweater and partially hidden by the old oak she was leaning 

against, watching the children as well. She felt him watching her and her eyes turned to 

meet his. They stood like that, trapped by the same invisible force that had caused her to 

look over.  
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She looked away first, back toward the children. The girl had fallen, and the boy 

was scrambling down to help her. He reached her quickly and bent down to kiss her 

scraped knee. He patted her on the back, sincere as only a child can manage, then helped 

her unsteadily to her feet. He pointed to the jungle gym and the girl shook her head, 

pigtails flying. The boy put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her away from the 

park, probably toward whichever neighborhood the two of them called home. The girl 

had left her sweater draped over one of the swings, one arm trailing in the dirt.  

Cathy walked slowly toward the clearing where Hawke stood watching her. She 

kept her head down, stubbornly refusing to meet his eyes. For the first time, Hawke 

worried if he had gone too far, if Cathy wouldn’t always be his, if her stubbornness 

would outweigh her passion. Cathy looked up, and the sensation passed. He held his arms 

open as an invitation, but she stopped just shy of him. 

“Cathy,” he said, her name an exhalation of everything bad that had happened 

between them. As the wind carried the sound away, her resolution wavered, and she 

melted into his embrace. 

“Hawke,” she mumbled. 

“I couldn’t stand it,” he murmured into her hair, “seeing you there, with him. It 

wasn’t right; it’s not natural. It’s not us.” 

“Seeing me where?” Cathy asked his chest. 

“At the prom,” he said. 

She pulled back to look at him. “Why were you at the prom?” 

“To watch you.” 
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An old spark rekindled in her eyes. “To watch me do what, exactly?” she asked in 

a voice warning him to tread carefully. He ignored it. 

“And to watch him,” he said. “To watch you throw your life away and to make 

sure you weren’t enjoying it too much.” He smirked when she stepped back, a look he 

knew would always work. She slapped him. The smirk fell from his face and he raised 

one hand to feel the stinging spot on his jaw. Cathy looked at him, defiant. 

“What right do you have,” she said slowly, “to tell me how to live my life?” He 

met her stare with one of his own. When she realized her question was going to go 

unanswered, she continued. “Max is a better man than you’ll ever be,” she said. 

“You don’t love him,” Hawke said. It wasn’t a question. 

“Of course I do!” she said. “He’s—” 

“He’s what? Nice?” Hawke spat the word. “Gentle? Kind?” His face was 

distorted with a mixture of anger and contempt. When Cathy tried to slap him again, he 

grabbed her wrists.  “Listen to me, Cathy,” he said. “You and I belong together. You 

know it. I know it. Max would know it if he could open his damn eyes long enough to see 

what’s right in front of him.” Cathy flinched. He let go of her wrists and took her hands, 

lowering his voice. “Run away with me, Cathy. Like we always talked about. Let’s just 

go.” 

“But where?” Cathy asked quietly. “Where would we go, Hawke?” 

“I know just the place,” he said. “But I can’t tell you, not yet.” 

 “Tell me!” Cathy said, excited at the prospect of a surprise, of an adventure. He 

smiled and ran his finger down the side of her face. 
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“Stay here with me tonight and we can go in the morning.” She nodded 

tentatively. “Come on, I’ve got blankets in my trunk. It’ll be just like camping, just like 

all those times we stayed out before.” She laced her fingers through his in response, and 

they started to build their fort, falling into a familiar routine. 

A few hours later, they were sitting on an old quilted blanket watching the stars 

peek through the dusk.  It had been quiet for some minutes now, except for the normal 

night sounds of the wind rustling the leaves and the chorus of night insects welcoming 

the dark. 

“Tell me a story,” Cathy said. “Like when we were little.” 

“Is that a request?” Hawke asked. “Or a demand?” Cathy shrugged, mussing up 

his shirt where she leaned against him. He smiled thinly. “Very well. Which story?” 

“No,” Cathy said. Hawke looked down at her, eyebrows raised. “Make one up,” 

she clarified. 

“No rest for the talented,” he said wistfully. She elbowed him. He chuckled. 

“Hmm.  Once upon a time… No, that’s not quite right. ‘Twas a warm summer night,” he 

started, “much like this one in fact, only a bit warmer and the air was still. The moon sat 

low in her twilight hammock, spending the hour between day and night thinking of 

everything and nothing at all.  This particular night, though, she was pining. You see, 

earlier that day, while his majesty the sun was shining particularly hotly, she was 

watching the earth below her, planning her path for the night so that she could shine her 

pale light on as many peaceful windowpanes and sleeping children and midnight lovers 

as she possibly could. It gave her specific pleasure to give light to the nuances of love; it 

warmed even the coldest, darkest parts of her face to hear whispers floating on the 
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breeze, to see countless tiny fists opening toward the sky letting free countless tiny 

wishes. 

“While she was plotting the best course, tracking her progress by the 

constellations—she was the one who had taught the first ships’ captains to steer 

themselves by the North Star, you know; it was one of her prouder accomplishments. Just 

thinking about it made her glow a little brighter, in fact. But while she was looking for 

couples whose finer passions she would ignite and children in need of a wish and a hope, 

her eye fell on a lone man sitting cross-legged on a bench. This man, she thought, was the 

most beautiful man she had ever seen. His hair ruffled softly in the wind, and he was 

colored like a Renaissance painting, sculpted by Michelangelo with guidance from the 

gods. But she had seen many beautiful men in her lifetime, she had seen them come and 

go, had seen them woo women with both wild success and hopeless failure, had watched 

the beauty in their faces fold in on itself as Father Time took them under his wing. What 

made this particular man beautiful was the aura of sadness that surrounded him like a 

shroud, the desperate hope he clung to in the midst of a storm of sorrow. Even the other 

men sensed it and gave him a wide berth, lest the many-legged monster of grief reach out 

for them. 

“She watched him for hours, her previous plans completely forgotten, lost to the 

deep recesses of her mind. She watched as he just sat, feeling what he felt, seeing what he 

saw, keenly empathizing with this being whose name she didn’t even know. Not a single 

tear made its way down his cheek, though she was sobbing. Through the tears, she felt, 

surer than she had ever felt anything before, that she needed to help this man, and soon. 

She had never before tried to help someone during the day; the night was her territory, 
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her kingdom. Night was the time of respites, of dreams and wishes and unspeakable 

hopes. Night was her time; day was his. But she knew she couldn’t wait the many hours 

until nightfall before giving this man what he needed. She thought hard about what she 

could do. 

“First, she tried talking to his majesty the sun. He rarely paid her any attention, 

occasionally nodding as they passed each other at dusk; at dawn he was always too eager, 

straining too hard to notice her waving to him each day. But they had been comfortable, 

if maybe a little disappointed, in this routine for eons; how would she go about changing 

it now? She couldn’t get close to him, he wouldn’t allow it. He hurt anyone who got too 

close to him—some kind of personal space thing, she assumed, though she had always 

secretly hoped that it was a selfless act, that he was saving everyone from something 

terrible contained inside of him. She tried clearing her throat to get his attention, but he 

didn’t hear her. He kept all of his spare attention on parks and beaches and the rare few 

curled up under trees reading books. His job was so much more important than hers, she 

knew; he had the task of keeping everything alive, of keeping every living being happy 

and healthy. But she needed his attention, so she got as close to him as she dared. ‘Your 

majesty!’ she yelled, loud as she could. ‘Sir!’ She kept this up, shouting at him until he 

finally gave in and looked at her. He said nothing, merely turned his face upon her, 

waiting for her to speak. ‘Sire, I need your help,’ she said. ‘There is a man down there, a 

special man, and he needs something. It’s impossible for me to wait until I can help him; 

the day is completely yours, please sir, please help him.’ 

“‘I cannot do that,’ he said eventually, his voice a deep rumble that shook the 

heavens. ‘I cannot help every sad person. I would burn out and kill every living thing by 
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trying. You knew this, yet you asked me anyway. For that, I will shine what I can spare 

upon you that you might do for him what you will.’ He turned his attention back toward 

the world of men. 

‘Oh, thank you, your majesty!’ she said. ‘Thank you!’ She practically shook with 

delight, warming herself in his promise. She returned to where she could see the man, and 

more importantly, where he could see her. She sat, waiting for the sun to light her up like 

the beacon of hope she knew she could be. But when the delight of his assistance wore 

off, she realized that he was already giving her all he had promised; she was shimmering 

faintly, barely feeling his warmth tickling her side. She hung her head, disappointment 

washing over her smooth face as tears pricked again in the corners of her eyes. Her only 

reliable option exhausted, she did the only thing she knew she could and focused all of 

her energy on shining. All of her existing warmth, any light left in reserve, she pulled to 

her face, fixating all her attention on shining for that one sad man sitting cross-legged in a 

park. 

“And it worked, for a time. She shone, brighter than she ever had before during 

the day, brighter than she ever thought she could. Children stopped what they were doing 

and pointed up into the sky, mouths agape, as women and men commented on her 

unusual brightness while going about their business. She shone like this for hours, 

growing dimmer as the day wore on.  But it was no use, the man didn’t look up, didn’t 

see her shining for him. When nightfall came at last, the moon was exhausted. She had 

nothing left in her. She shone dimly as the sun set behind her, his eyes full of concern for 

her, but unable to offer assistance. When night came in full, she finally gave up the fight. 

The man looked up. The sky was empty, and he sighed. He had been looking forward to 
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seeing the moon, to having the hope she brought him every night. The moon, sensing 

this, sobbed, the broken, exhausted sobbing of someone who has given everything they 

have only to have it amount to nothing. The man looked down again, disappointed, and 

an idea came to the moon. 

“It was a crazy idea, a painful idea. She thought long and hard, looking for other 

answers, other options. She found none. So she gritted her teeth, tore out a part of herself, 

and threw it across the sky, right in front of where she knew the sun was hiding for the 

night. It lit up brightly, even more so than she had hoped, a streak of white across the 

blackest night. Again, children and adults alike pointed and gasped, but the man on the 

bench didn’t look up. So she tried it again. And again. And again. And again. Still the 

man didn’t look up. She had only a few more throws before she would disappear 

completely, but she had resigned herself to that fact. It was worth it, if only she could get 

him to look up. She threw the next one as close to him as she dared; she didn’t want to 

hurt him. She continued this and, on the second to last throw, the last one before she 

would disappear completely, he looked up. Quicker than she thought possible, the man 

reached straight up, moving for the first time that day. He grabbed hold of the brightly 

burning chunk, and let it carry him. He was lit by a halo of reflected sunlight and 

completely free of harm. 

“He held on until gravity inevitably dropped him and the glowing piece of moon 

to the ground. Still clutching the moon in his hand, he looked around him at a lush 

clearing untouched by human hand. The air was sweeter, the grass was fresher, the green 

was greener. Even the animals were kinder, peeking their heads curiously through the 

foliage at this new intrusion to their domain, an intrusion they knew in their hearts to be 
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harmless. The man reached his hand out tentatively and a deer came up to nudge it. He 

pulled a fruit off the nearest tree and tasted it. At this, the man finally realized that he was 

no longer on the earth he knew. It was still the earth; he looked up and saw familiar 

constellations glowing brightly above him, untouched by city lights. The clearing was lit 

by the piece of moon he had dropped in his shirt pocket. He pulled it out and studied it, 

silently thanking the moon for her gift. He placed it gently in the crook of a tree and 

warned none of the animals to touch it. They all looked at him intently and he knew they 

were agreeing. 

“The moon watched this from her invisible place in the sky. Helping this man had 

left her smaller and eternally pockmarked, but happiness radiated through her and soon 

she shone brightly again in the night sky. And you’ll never guess,” he finished, “where 

that moonlit clearing is located.” He grinned mischievously. 

“Oh, come on,” Cathy mumbled, “it was such a good story until that.” 

“Was a good story?” 

“Mmhmm.” 

“You don’t think it’s true?” Cathy made a non-committal noise, and Hawke saw 

that she was nearly asleep. He pulled the flap of their makeshift tent over their heads then 

covered Cathy with one of the spare blankets. “You’ve clearly taken leave of your senses, 

then,” he said quietly. “Go to sleep, Cath.” She did. 

Hawke sat there for hours as Cathy slept. He watched her steady breathing and the 

way the breeze tangled her hair. He watched the leaves in the park dancing in the wind; 

he made up stories for himself about how they were once street performers who had been 

transformed by an evil troop of ballerinas and were cursed to dance only as the wind saw 
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fit for the rest of eternity, or until someone stepped on them. He watched the crook of the 

tree directly in front of him and, when the moon got low enough for him to see through 

the mess of blankets and branches, he watched that, too. Eventually, when his muscles 

protested from being stationary for too long and the moon hung low in the sky, he 

crawled carefully out of the tent and stood up.  He stretched and reached into the crook of 

the tree, fishing out the locket they had stashed there so many years ago on a night just 

like this one. He opened it and took out the piece of paper on which was scrawled in a 

childish script the name “Catherine Jane Moore.” He smiled at the memory and pulled 

the lock of hair through his fingers before closing the locket and hanging it around his 

neck. He looked back briefly at the makeshift tent and started to walk.  

In the morning, Cathy awoke to the sounds of dawn, sunlight peeking through the 

cracks between blankets. She yawned and stretched. “I had the strangest dream… 

Hawke?” She rolled over to find him missing. She sat up quickly and poked her head 

outside. “Hawke?” She didn’t see him. “HAWKE!” A flock of birds erupted from the 

nearest tree. A quick check of the parking lot revealed that his car was still exactly where 

he had parked it last night. Her heart sank as she realized what must have happened. The 

encounter—the girl—must not have been enough punishment. He must have wanted to 

do more, to make sure he completely broke her. He left last night, obviously, building her 

hopes up and dashing them. After all, what could be worse than that? But she was too 

strong for him. He couldn’t break her. No one could break her, not unless she wanted to 

break. And she was too strong, too strong for him and his petty tricks this time. She 

walked off in a huff. When she got to a phone, she called the police to report a suspicious 

looking man hanging around near a playground.  
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Chapter 13 

Emily’s giggles broke the silence. Peter looked at her incredulously. 

“What’s so amusing?” he asked. 

“It just sounds like something I would do.” 

“Well,” he said, “genetics are a funny thing.” 

“Yeah,” she said, “I suppose they kind of are. I knew my spiteful streak didn’t 

come from my dad. I remember once when Briana Smith stole my cookie at lunch I hid 

her juice box at snack every day for the next week. Our teacher called Max, and he was 

very unhappy with me. Like really very unhappy. Guess it kind of makes sense now. 

What happened to Hawke?” 

Peter shrugged. “Let’s read and find out.” He flipped the page, but it was blank. 

The next page simply listed food and toiletries. The page after that was a list of chores 

with half as many checkmarks. “Lyssa!” he called. 

“Is Emily morally opposed to yelling?” Lyssa asked. “Or is your exceptionally 

large mouth just better suited to the task?” 

“I don’t— I—” He couldn’t decide which point to argue first. 

“Oh hush, darling. What did you need?” 

Peter held up the paper in front of him. “This is a shopping list,” he said. 

She pulled her glasses down from her head and studied it. “It appears it is,” she 

said eventually. “What would you like me to do about it?” 

“We want to know what happened to Hawke,” Emily said. 

“That’s easy,” Lyssa said. “He left the country. Didn’t tell anybody; didn’t keep 

up contact. I saw him when he first came back; we fought. He paid me no attention. 
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Never spoke to him after that, except at the funeral. Cathy told me something about his 

wanting to write a book and needing to travel the world to do it and then using his fame 

and fortune from it to win Cathy once and for all. She bought it hook, line, and sinker. I 

never forgave him for hurting her, even though she did. He disappeared again after—after 

the accident. Sometimes I wonder where he is, but then I remember I don’t want to 

know.” She shrugged. “That’s about all there is to know about him. I can finish telling 

you about Max and Cathy, if you want.” 

Peter looked at Emily, who had a scrunched-up thinking face on. He waited for 

her to respond and when she didn’t, answered. “I’d like to hear it. I know Emily probably 

knows the rest of the story already, but I don’t. Now I’m invested. And she seems stuck 

in some skepticism for the moment.” He waved a hand in front of her face. She swatted at 

it and refocused her eyes, letting her forehead relax. “Still with us?” he asked. 

She shook her head. “Sorry. Thinking. Yeah, go ahead and finish the story. I 

mean, you might as well. You might tell me something Max hasn’t that I can hold over 

his head and bargain for a cheesecake or something. And you said you talked to Hawke. 

You can’t stop now.” 

“All right,” Lyssa said, sitting in the empty chair across from them. “I think this is 

the last part of the story I can give you, so I’ll try to make it as good as possible.” 

“How about as true as possible?” Peter suggested. 

“You mock,” Lyssa said. “You’ll take what I give you. Emily knows what’s true 

and not true, and that’s what matters here.” She winked at him. He looked to Emily. She 

made a can’t-help-you face and leaned back in her chair. Lyssa started to talk. 
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Chapter 14 

Max never knew about that night, with Hawke. When Hawke disappeared, it was 

the last straw for Cathy. She didn’t know what had happened, of course, she didn’t care; 

but she knew Hawke had left her for the last time. When she woke up to find the tent 

empty, her mind flew quickly from confusion to black hatred. She walked to Max’s. She 

told him nothing of the day before, nothing about where she had been. She put on her 

most winning smile and their relationship blossomed.  

He was around all the time after that. When they weren’t together, they were 

talking on the phone. When they weren’t talking on the phone, one of them was probably 

unconscious. This continued for about three years and frankly got rather tiresome, so 

pardon me if I skip over the banalities of young love. No offense. Max graduated a year 

later and attended a state school not too far away, Cathy graduated a year after that, and 

the two got engaged the following summer. Hawke was gone, and Cathy had pushed all 

thoughts of him out of her mind. I’ve never met anyone more stubborn, you know. Cathy 

did what she wanted, and for those few years, she didn’t want to think about Hawke. So 

she didn’t. She didn’t track him down; she never mentioned his name. I occasionally 

heard her calling for him in her sleep, but if she remembered the dreams, she never 

mentioned them. I wasn’t about to stir up trouble by bringing him up, and I knew Max 

wouldn’t dare, so Hawke’s name became a distant but very distinct memory in our house. 

A year or so after Max and Cathy were engaged, Jack Moore died. I expected it to 

be more of a tragedy but, to be honest, he was gone from home so often that our day-to-

day lives weren’t actually altered much. Wait. I should back up. Fenton came home in 
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October. His time in the Navy was over, at least that’s what he told us, and he showed up 

without a letter, without a call, and with a pregnant girlfriend. 

Francie walked in the front door behind Fenton, bold as you please, and looked 

around at us: me in the kitchen making dinner, Cathy and Max sitting on the couch 

talking in low voices, shocked into silence by the unexpected arrival of Fenton and this 

unknown girl with hair as wild as her manners. “I’m pregnant,” she announced. “And it’s 

his.” She nodded toward the retreating form of Fenton before following him upstairs to 

his room. It’s not that any of us were shocked that something like this happened; we all 

knew Fenton had a knack for getting himself into trouble. But she—she was something 

else. 

Francie lived with us for a year. For the first few months, everything seemed like 

it was going to be all right, pleasant even. With Hawke gone, Fenton didn’t feel the need 

to antagonize anyone. He caught on quick to the unspoken name ban, not even bothering 

to ask me what happened. I heard him casually asking Max one day and realized sadly 

that there was now someone who knew more about my Cathy’s life than I did. Max’s 

answer, though, reassured me a bit. 

“He left,” Max said simply. “He moved out, a while back, cutting off contact with 

everyone, and just never came back. Cathy might have heard from him a few times right 

after he moved back—she tried to keep us as separate as she could—but I guess she must 

have rebuffed him because eventually, about three years ago, he quit trying. I’d like to 

think I had something to do with his moving out in the first place,” he added 

conspiratorially. Fenton grinned and cuffed him on the shoulder. So Cathy hadn’t told 

him what happened. That was probably for the better, I thought at the time, though I’ve 



Csuti 131 

wondered since if things might have turned out differently if she had. I can honestly say I 

don’t know whether it would have been for better or worse. 

Francie tried, I think, during this time to get along with us. She took a particular 

liking to Cathy, after Cathy had lost her temper during a particular episode of Friends. 

She just thought that was the funniest thing. Endearing, too, apparently. The two bonded, 

though I suspect Cathy generally only tolerated her. She confessed to me once that she 

found Francie’s company irksome, but I never saw signs of that when they interacted. 

She smiled, they laughed like old friends, they went shopping for maternity clothes and 

wedding dresses. There was the odd time when Francie would speak and Cathy would 

stare off into space, but she did that to all of us. We were all used to it, of course, but it 

began to irritate Francie to no end. She was tired of living with us, I could tell. Fenton 

ignored her when he could as he did all of us, and she was having none of it. 

“Fenton,” she demanded one day. She was about seven months pregnant at this 

point. Shrill isn’t the right word for her voice, it was more like chalk on a chalkboard, but 

the chalk is so short that your fingernail and two of your knuckles scrape the board, too. 

That’s not quite right either. I hated her more than I should have. “Fenton, take me to 

dinner,” she said. As far as I knew, they hadn’t actually been on a date since she came to 

live with us. I sort of wondered if they had ever been. 

Fenton didn’t even look up from the book he was reading. “Lyssa,” he called. 

“Make Francie dinner.” I opened my mouth to tell him off, but Francie beat me to it. 

“Damn it, Fenton. Get off your ass and take me out. I am carrying your child and I 

swear to God if you don’t treat me as such you’ll regret every second of your pathetic 
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life.” She turned on her heel and stalked off toward her room. Fenton muttered something 

about already regretting everything and sunk down lower into the chair. 

Francie returned half an hour later wearing a new blouse and a fresh coat of 

lipstick. She stood over Fenton, belly a few inches from his head, arms crossed and foot 

tapping just loudly enough for him to hear it. Believing, I’m sure, that taking her out 

would be easier than the resulting argument if he didn’t, Fenton heaved himself out of the 

chair and walked out the front door, Francie trailing behind him. She stopped at the front 

door to shoot Catherine a smug smile and Cathy half returned it. 

Everything went downhill from there. I tried to pass it off as pregnancy related, 

but eventually Francie’s attitude was just too much. I understood now why Fenton 

ignored her so often. She was insufferable. She was demanding and petulant and lazy. I 

tried asking Fenton once where he had found her (and why he had inflicted her on us), 

but he gave me some vague answer that I don’t remember mostly because I didn’t believe 

it in the first place. He claimed he was doing the honorable thing by bringing her home 

with him, but I think now that it was her idea and he just didn’t want to bother 

contradicting her. He certainly wasn’t happy with the arrangement. No one was, by the 

end of her pregnancy. 

She had the baby in April, a little boy. She named him Berkley because she was 

one of those horrible people who name their child after the place it was conceived. Cathy 

and I tried to talk her out of it, but she wanted nothing to do with us or our opinions. 

Fenton just laughed. Cathy slapped him, sick of his apathy, but he grabbed her wrists, 

effectively immobilizing her, and rolled his eyes. And so Berkley came into the world. 
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Francie was pleasant for about a month after that. Eventually the sleep deprivation 

and constant childcare got to her, though, and she was even worse than she was when 

pregnant. Four months later she was gone. She left in the middle of the night, cliché that 

she was, and left a note on the kitchen table. It was addressed to me, not Fenton, saying 

she couldn’t do the motherhood thing and asking if I would care for Berkley because she 

knew Fenton wouldn’t. I didn’t really have any other options, not if I wanted the baby to 

live. So Berkley became my responsibility. Then Mr. Moore died. 

He had written his will years previously and, not giving much interest to our 

household—his household—after Mrs. Moore died, he hadn’t changed anything. So, his 

estate was divided evenly in thirds—one-third to Fenton, one-third to Cathy, and one-

third to Hawke. With Hawke gone, Fenton was put in charge of his third until he 

returned. I don’t know the exact details of it; Fenton tried explaining it once but I don’t 

think he actually knew what he was talking about, so I didn’t really have a hope of 

understanding. Plus I never really cared about the finer details of why, just the 

practicalities of what. And the practicalities of this situation were that Fenton had control 

of two-thirds of the Moore estate and plans to cause trouble for Hawke, should he ever 

return. 

He didn’t though, not for a long while. Return, that is. Max and Cathy got 

married—it was a small ceremony, surprising really, knowing your mom. But after 

Hawke left, all the fire went out of her. She still threw the occasional temper tantrum, of 

course: I remember one time, sometime during the intense wedding planning months, 

Max had gotten stubborn about wanting orange as one of their wedding colors. Cathy, of 

course, was having none of it, since she had settled on their colors (after a long, arduous 
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battle, let me tell you) approximately four months previously. He was pushing her on it—

gently, at first. He would point out the color—it wasn’t just orange, it was a bright, burnt 

orange, if you can imagine it—whenever they would see it in a store or on television. He 

would casually drop it into everyday conversation. She studiously ignored him. When he 

realized he wasn’t getting anywhere with that, he started asking outright for it to be in the 

wedding. She said no, and steered him toward the yellow she had picked out. He tried 

bargaining with her: “Just some of the flowers,” he said. “The groomsmen’s socks.” She 

should have let him have that one. But it had become a matter of pride to her; Max had 

managed to stoke what little was left of her fire. She exploded at him, one day, when he 

wasn’t even talking about the dreaded color. I don’t remember what he asked her, but it 

was innocent enough to not warrant the response she gave. I remember there were a lot of 

expletives, but since I’m pretty sure they were placed pretty randomly, I’ll edit them out 

for your sake.  

“You think you own me, don’t you?” she yelled. “Don’t you?” She waved the 

wooden spoon she was holding at him threateningly. “Well, you don’t,” she said with 

many more words and much name-calling. “I will do this how I want, when I want, and 

without the color of radioactive rotting pumpkins!” Max, not used to this anymore, was 

taken aback. He was mad, madder than I had seen him in a long time, but at a loss for 

words. Well maybe not at a loss so much as in control of his temper. He knew Cathy was 

dangerous like this and I suspect he didn’t want to make it worse. He was the worst of us 

for catering to her temper and humoring her moods. That’s probably why she married 

him. So he walked away and left her standing there threatening the air. She crawled back 
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to him later, of course, crying, apologizing, and expecting him to comfort her. Which he 

did. And all was good in the world again. 

This happened a few times, but the wedding never got called off, not seriously 

anyway. It was postponed a few times, thanks to Berkley’s unexpected conception and 

Mr. Moore’s untimely death, but the next summer Max and Cathy were married. They 

moved to the next town over—I don’t know if you remember that house, they only lived 

there a couple years—and nine months later she had you. No one ever made quite as big 

of a deal about it as I thought they should—after all you were her first child! But I didn’t 

argue with the peace and quiet and lack of headache-inducing drama. I split my time 

between looking after Berkley and looking in on you, at least until Fenton dismissed me 

with no warning. The newlyweds weren’t quite as ready to raise a child as they thought 

they were, so Cathy was always asking for my help. I got myself a small apartment, your 

parents were happy: everything was good. For a time. 

Then everything awful seemed to happen at once. 

Ever since Francie had left, Fenton had fallen into a downward spiral with his life. 

Maybe it started earlier, I don’t know. But it got infinitely worse. He was depressed and 

he shut us all out even more than he had before. He was rarely sober, and to be quite 

honest, we preferred it that way. When he was drunk he was simply sullen, but when he 

was sober he was downright mean. He was also—we didn’t find this out until later—but 

he was also in the beginning stages of a terrible gambling problem.  

We tried to help him, Cathy and I mostly, in the beginning. We tried talking to 

him, being extra nice to him, showing him his son. I’ve never seen someone show so 

much contempt for their own offspring. When none of that worked, we tried signing him 
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up for AA, tried dumping the alcohol he had bought down the drain. He told us he was 

going to the meeting, and we were hopeful. But instead he came home with more booze 

and a better lock for his door. In retrospect, we should have seen that coming. After that, 

we pretty much gave up trying to help him. I don’t think he’s as bad now as he was then, 

but he’s still not in a good place. At least he wasn’t, the last time I talked to him. 

Berkley’s done a lot to help him, bless his heart, but that’s not how a father-son 

relationship should be. 

Some time later—you were about four at the time—all hell started to break loose. 

Hawke showed up on Cathy’s back porch. Max was at work at the time; Cathy was trying 

her hand at being a stay-at-home mom. I saw him first. I always let myself in through the 

back door—it’s closest to the driveway—and on that particular day I wasn’t paying much 

attention to my surroundings. I don’t know what I was thinking about, but it definitely 

wasn’t the figure of Hawke pacing up and down the far end of the porch. I think, even 

after raising five children and drinking far too many cups of coffee, that’s the closest I’ve 

ever come to a heart attack. Some part of me must have recognized him, though, because 

I didn’t scream. He rushed over to me, in that too-quick way of his, and pleaded with me 

not to say anything to Cathy. He had been there for an hour, he told me, and he had yet to 

knock on the door. He, the great and haughty Hawke, didn’t know what to say. 

“‘Hello’ might be a good place to start,” I said. “Though that might be inadequate 

after leaving her hanging for—how many years has it been? Still, it’s better than haunting 

the front—” He slapped me, his eyes hard and distant. Any ideas I had of giving him a 

fresh start vanished.  
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“Leave,” I said, face stinging and voice low. “Leave now.” He didn’t move. “She 

has a child, Hawke. A daughter. With Max. They’re happy. I know you have a talent for 

disaster, Hawke, but I swear to God if you ruin this, I will kill you.” 

“Will you?” he taunted. I stared him down. He laughed, mocking me. “Whatever. 

Give her this.” He flicked a piece of paper at me, and I watched it flutter to the ground. 

“I will not,” I said, but he had already started walking away. He laughed again 

and disappeared behind the next house. And I wasn’t going to. But Cathy chose that 

moment to peek her head out the back door. 

“Who were you talking to?” she asked. 

“The postman,” I said. 

“Is he nice? About a month ago we got a different guy.” She was in a good mood. 

“Yeah,” I said. “He’s—” 

“Where’s the mail?” she asked. 

“Probably in the mailbox,” I said, praying the postman had already been there. 

“Though he was talking about how slow of a day today was for mail. Some mix-up at the 

post office. And you know, it’s just that time of year. The pre-Christmas lull, calm before 

the storm and whatnot.” I knew I was rambling. She knew I was rambling. She was 

bored. 

“What’s that?” she asked, pointing to the scrap of paper still sitting on porch. 

I looked down. “Oh that?” I bent down to pick it up and quickly stuffed it in my 

coat pocket. “I must’ve dropped it getting my keys out. Just my shopping list for later: 

milk, eggs, whatever. You know.” I made myself laugh lightly. She smiled, her mind 
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already on something else. “So how’s our Emily today?” I asked, making my way past 

her into the house. 

“I finally got her to sit still and watch a movie,” she said, trying not to smile. 

“What’s funny?” I asked, shrugging out of my coat and hanging it up. 

“I’m just glad to see you,” she lied. She started to hug me then pulled back 

abruptly, waving Hawke’s note in my face. “Aha! So what is this actually?” 

“A grocery list.” I tried to grab it back but she danced out of my reach. Good 

moods made her quicker than usual. When she opened the note, though, she stopped 

suddenly. The color drained from her face and I saw her shoulders stiffen. “Cathy, I—” 

“Stop.” She choked on the word. Minutes ticked by and still she didn’t move. She 

just stood there, next to the back door, staring at the note. I don’t know what it said; she 

never showed me. But I know it was the catalyst for the events that followed. 

Eventually, something in her mind snapped and she turned quickly, running out 

the back door. “Catherine!” I called after her, following her to the edge of the porch. She 

stopped at the end of the driveway—a knee-jerk response to hearing her name, I think. I 

seized my chance. “You’re not going to catch him, Cathy. You’re not going to find him 

tonight. Come back. Emily needs you here. Think about this rationally first.” She started 

walking back slowly. When she reached the steps to the porch, she smiled up at me. Her 

eyes were wide and wild. A worry I hadn’t felt in years crept up my spine. 

“You’re right,” she said. “I should think about this.” She walked into the living 

room and sat down with you to finish whatever animated movie held your attention. That 

was the last she said about it and, for the rest of the day, everything was fine. I went 

home at the end of the day, and I never saw her again. 
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 You know what happened after that. I won’t go into it. 

I saw Hawke one final time at the funeral. He wasn’t invited; Max had no idea he 

was around and probably wouldn’t have invited him even if he did know. Though Max 

has a kind heart, so maybe. Either way, he didn’t come in. No one knew he was there 

except me. You actually saw him first, Emily, though you probably don’t remember. I 

sent you back inside, and we talked. I asked him his plans for the future and he just 

laughed. His eyes were cold and dead. “Goodbye, Lyssa,” he said to me. And he 

disappeared from our lives completely. I moved in with you and your dad, and that pretty 

much brings us to now. 
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Chapter 15 

“I worry about him sometimes,” Lyssa said. “I wonder what he’s doing. If he’s in 

jail, or dead.” She paused. “Anyway, sorry that was such a downer. Should I tell you a 

happy story from your childhood to lift the mood?” She smiled encouragingly. “Or 

Peter’s, perhaps? He was quite the adventurous child. So many more stories to choose 

from.” 

Emily shook her head. “I think I just want to process this for a while. But thank 

you, Lyssa, for telling me.” She got up from the table. “I’ll call you later,” she said, and 

walked out. 

 Lyssa looked at Peter. “You should follow her,” she mouthed. He nodded. 

 “You have stupid long legs,” Emily said when he caught up with her. 

 He grinned. “I’ve heard they’re terribly attractive. Like a model. Or an ostrich. 

Like an ostrich model. Do you think they have those? Ostrich fashion shows? No, ostrich 

strip clubs.” He nodded definitively. She smiled. “Do you want company while you 

think?” he asked. 

 She shrugged. He waited for her to make up her mind. “It’s late,” she said finally. 

“But tomorrow? I mean, if you don’t mind my rambling. I don’t know what I’m thinking. 

And I need to talk it out. But maybe after I think tonight I’ll know more. Maybe.” 

 “I can be your sounding board tomorrow. I’ve been told I’m quite good at it. I ask 

only the best questions. The coffee shop, after school?” 

 “I don’t have school tomorrow,” she said. “In-service or something.” 

“Oh,” Peter said. “I don’t either, actually. You go to Wethersfield?” She nodded. 

“Coffee shop at 3:30 anyway?”  
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Emily smiled and shrugged. “Sure,” she said. “See you then.” He started to walk 

toward his car. “Hey, Peter?” she called. He stopped and turned. “I think I could use a 

hug, though.” 

 He smiled, walked back, and hugged her. “Em?” he said. She pulled back to look 

at him. “I’m sorry.” 

 She shrugged. “Don’t be. I’m not.” He looked at her quizzically. “I knew the 

ending of the story before I asked. She just… She made bad choices. I have her genes. I 

need to figure that one out. And some other stuff. Stuff that doesn’t really add up. I’m 

sure it will, though, eventually.” She paused. “Thanks.” 

 “Anytime,” he said. 

 

 

 Emily sat in her bed, pen poised over an empty journal page as it had been for the 

last fifteen minutes. Thoughts were rolling around in her mind, but there was nothing 

concrete enough to write about. Some half-formed ideas jockeyed for a position in the 

front of her mind, but so far everything was still hazy and incomplete. She gave up, 

emptied her mind as best she could, and determined to write the first thing that she 

thought of. In an unexpected turn of events, the first thing to cross her mind was what had 

happened to Hawke when he disappeared. She didn’t want to believe that he was just 

travelling to write a book—wouldn’t she have heard of the book? It was too easy, too 

boring. She let her mind wander and started to write. 

The air around him began to shimmer just slightly, like heat waves rising from 

asphalt.  “Cathy!” he called. “Catherine!” There was a hitch in her breathing, but she 
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didn’t wake. He yelled louder, “Cathy!” and the shimmering grew more intense, pieces 

of the air falling away, the cityscape peeling like old wallpaper. She’s missing this, he 

thought. “Cathy!” he called again and took a step toward the tent to wake her. That step 

found him face to face with an invisible barrier. He could still hear her breathing, hear 

the sounds of the creaking swing set, but he couldn’t reach her. He tried to force his way 

through, pitting his shoulder against the air and pushing with everything he had. But it 

was no good; he was stuck. He took a few steps back, making sure he wasn’t caught 

between worlds—he had never heard of that happening, but then again this was mostly 

new territory for him. Nothing stopped him; he was fully in the Otherworld. He took a 

running start, trying to get back to Cathy, but he simply rebounded off the barrier and hit 

the ground. He stayed where he had fallen at a loss for what to do next. He yelled for 

Cathy again, yelled louder than he had ever yelled before, surprising himself with how 

loud he got. He yelled himself hoarse. But she didn’t wake up. At one point, she rolled 

over and covered her head with a blanket. Eventually, the doorway started to grow 

dimmer. Pieces of their fort were replaced by tree branches; in place of the playground 

there was a grassy hill, greener than he thought possible. He broke down then and 

sobbed. 

When he finally pulled himself together, it was simple, really, to figure out what 

had happened. Gateways between worlds are finicky things, every faerie girl and boy is 

taught that before they can even walk. With enough training (or enough conniving luck), 

a fae can pass through back and forth as he pleases. Hawke, having spent thirteen years 

among humans suppressing most of his natural instincts and only having passed through 

once before, found himself quite unused to the weightless, dissolving sensation that 
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accompanies passing between worlds. That, coupled with the fact that he happened to be 

standing directly under the gateway—an action, he recalled later, also strongly 

discouraged by those teaching toddlers to walk—led to a one-way ticket until the next 

opening. Luckily, gates opened every few days, so he could either set off in search of 

another gateway, or he could sit here until this one opened again. Either way, when he 

got back, a few hours at most would have passed and he could explain it all away to 

Cathy: how he went out to hunt down their supplies for running away together and got 

interrupted by Newt wanting to know something about a book that had gone missing, 

then, to make up for the delay, he was going to bring her coffee, but then… Well, he’d 

come up with the rest of the story later. Right now he had to decide the best way to get 

back to her. 

He sat, weighing the pros and cons of staying or moving and quickly losing track 

of time. He didn’t hear the man come up behind him, didn’t notice him until the man 

tapped him on the shoulder. Hawke started and turned, scrabbling backward on all fours 

and making an undignified noise somewhere between a curse and a gasp. The man was 

tall, regal, even. He wore dark, well-fitted clothes, like he was on his way to a first date 

with an heiress. The only thing seemingly out of place was the ornate silver band weaving 

its way through his hair and around his head. Miniature silver leaves sprouted from 

miniature silver branches, and raven feathers hung down from it, barely distinguishable 

from his long hair. He was frowning. They were always frowning. “You’re back,” he 

said, sounding simultaneously bored and displeased. 

“Who are you?” Hawke asked after regaining enough composure to stand up. 
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“The unlucky passer-by who happened to be standing much too close to the 

throne when you happened.” 

“The throne? What did I do?” 

 The man rolled his eyes. “I am sent to fetch you, nothing more.” He turned and 

his long stride found him ten feet away before his command floated back to Hawke. 

“Come.” 

Hawke scrambled after him, all of his believed grace and poise falling away in 

shreds in comparison with this man. Finally they reached what passed for a palace; 

Hawke remembered the door carved into the hillside from when he was a boy. The trees 

on either side intertwined to form an arch, white flowers dangling precariously from 

creeping vines. The doors drew open inward seemingly of their own design. The 

courtroom hadn’t changed since he was a boy, it’s occupants as beautiful, vibrant, and 

unnervingly still as he remembered. Directly in front of him was a throne made from 

stark white branches adorned with animal pelts and flowers. In the chair, exactly as he 

remembered her, sat the Queen. Her curly blonde hair was pulled into pigtails and she 

sat sideways, one leg draped over the arm of the chair, the opposite arm hanging off the 

seat. She was the loveliest cruel thing Hawke had ever seen; she gave off the distinct 

impression of a rare butterfly pinned behind glass. Except the glass was made of guards 

with obsidian daggers, and she was more than capable of fluttering her wings and 

changing the course of history. Years of training came back to him and he bowed low, 

one arm tucked underneath him and the other smoothly picking a flower from the ground 

underneath him and holding it straight up behind his back. He stayed that way until the 

Queen deigned to come down from her throne. She plucked the flower from his hand, 
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smelled it, and giggled. “I just love when they do that,” she said to no one in particular, 

though everyone in the room smiled at it and a few even chuckled for good measure. 

“You may rise,” she said, standing before him. Hawke stood a whole head taller than her 

and was about twice her weight. Regardless, he took a step back and bowed again, 

shallower this time, discreetly shaking out the arm that had held the flower. When he rose 

again the queen was frowning. “So you remember,” she said. 

“I’m sorry, your highness,” Hawke said. “What do I remember?” 

“Court niceties. This.” She waved the flower absently. “And yet.” She took a step 

toward him and he took another instinctive step back. Her eyes held all the softness of 

broken glass. “You forget the girl.” She cocked her head, studying him. Eventually she 

turned, placing the flower behind one ear and examining herself in a mirror. She smiled 

thinly. “Why do you think that is, Hawke?” 

“The girl has a name,” he said quietly. 

“Oh?” The Queen took another step toward him and he backed himself into a 

wall. She reached up and ran one finger down the side of his face, from hairline to chin. 

“You turned into such a pretty thing,” she said wistfully, turning his head with her finger. 

“It’s such a pity you’re useless.” She flicked her finger off the tip of his chin and turned 

away. Her voice rang out throughout the hall: “Bring the girl next time, or don’t return. 

On pain of…”  She pulled a cruel-looking knife from a sheath hidden on the throne and 

slid her finger down the edge. A drop of blood pooled and fell into the dirt. “Well, I’ll 

think of something. Dismissed.” Three guards escorted Hawke from the premises and 

tossed him to the ground outside. Two of them snickered but the third, a woman Hawke 
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recognized from the last time he’d been there, gave him a sympathetic half-smile. They 

left him there and shut the doors behind them. 

Hawke considered his options. He didn’t have many. He had managed to snag a 

dagger from one of the snickering guards, so he had about two minutes until someone 

noticed. It didn’t really matter which way he went; unfortunately, the layout of Fae 

wasn’t hidden anywhere in the compartment of his brain that had brought back court 

rituals, so his general heading was anywhere but here. He set off in what he supposed 

was the direction he came, but it didn’t take him long to get hopelessly lost. Unlike 

humans, faeries didn’t believe in molding nature to fit their needs. There was the 

occasional manipulation, like the palace, but everything else was as pristine as, well, as 

it had been for as long as Hawke or anyone else could remember. There were too many 

damn trees. In the park near the house it was easy to navigate by the trees. There was the 

half dead one near the playground, the completely dead one in the middle of the copse 

they called a forest, and then of course the civilization that could be glimpsed between all 

of them. But here, here everything looked the same. There were leaves on all the trees, 

animals camping out in all of the excessively healthy underbrush. 

Eventually, Hawke began to enjoy himself. He found himself spontaneously 

composing poetry and making mental notes to tell Cathy about the way the sunlight 

played through the leaves, about the depth of color that couldn’t be found anywhere in 

the human world, about all of it. He wandered for hours like this, not in the least bit 

worried because he knew the laws of interdimensional time as well as anyone. A day 

passing here meant a few hours, at most, passing there. She had forgiven him before, she 
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would forgive him again. As the sun began to set behind the trees, he began to think that 

he should maybe get a general heading, find the portal he needed. 

As the thought was crossing his mind, he noticed a slight movement in the tree 

next to him. He looked up to find a short man in an off-yellow stocking cap watching him, 

amusement coloring his hairy face. The man cocked his head and skipped over to where 

Hawke was standing. He grabbed him by the hand, pulling him away from the tree. 

Hawke recoiled at his touch, but found that the man’s grip was surprisingly strong and 

he couldn’t jerk free. Faeries, he thought, annoyed. He had forgotten how strong they 

were, how clever. His time away had made him soft. The man continued to skip with 

Hawke half jogging, half stumbling behind him. He pulled up short in front of a gnarled 

old tree with a face carved into the trunk. The sap oozing from the gashes made the face 

look grotesque, weeping for something it wasn’t. It looks like Cathy. The thought sprang 

unbidden to Hawke’s mind and his shoulders tensed with the weight of it. Lost in the 

horrors of his own mind, he didn’t notice the little man watching his face. The man 

nodded once, then turned to stare intently at a gap between the branches. He cleared his 

throat and Hawke broke out of his reverie. The tree was just a tree again. The man 

continued staring, bent at the waist with hands on hips and the ball of his hat swaying 

gently in front of his nose. 

“Oh,” the man said, casting a sidelong glance at Hawke. “Oh, no.” He started 

tsking to himself, shaking his head, still staring at the gap between the branches. 

“What?” Hawke asked. “What is it?” Cathy’s swollen face was still lurking in his 

mind and he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was terribly wrong. The man 

shook his head faster and leaned back from the tree, taking a stumbling step toward 
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Hawke. Hawke’s arms shot out to steady the man, but he pulled them back, not quite 

trusting whatever was happening and especially not trusting the little man with the 

yellow hat. 

“Oh,” the man said. He looked Hawke in the eye, having to tilt his head back 

comically to do so. “Well, this isn’t a portal at all,” he said. He grinned sheepishly and 

took an instinctive step back as Hawke’s face darkened. “I—” he started, but changed 

tacks mid-word. “I’m gonna go.  There’s, um, a portal, uh, that way.” He pointed 

vaguely over his left shoulder and was gone before Hawke could even form words. 

Walking the way the little man pointed seemed like a terrible idea. At this point, however, 

Hawke was so lost that he figured it didn’t really matter which direction he walked, and a 

direction, even if it was a very untrustworthy direction, was marginally better than 

wandering aimlessly. Marginally. Maybe. With a shrug, Hawke started walking the 

general direction that the man had pointed. 

Eventually, after walking for what seemed like hours but easily could have been 

days, Hawke sat down in defeat. He leaned back until he was lying in the small clearing, 

staring at the darkening sky and wishing Cathy were next to him. He found himself 

pointing out the unseen landmarks he remembered from his childhood, making up stories 

he couldn’t quite remember and interspersing them with facts, telling the space next to 

him about the time his father had taken him to the palace for the first time. His hand 

dropped unhindered on to the grass and he trailed off, suddenly sad. He closed his eyes 

to stop any tears that were threatening to form. When he opened them again, the extra 

moisture caught a glimmer of light in the hill a few meters away. He turned his head to 

check it out, thinking if it were a threat, it would just kill him and that would be that. He 
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was disturbingly accepting of that scenario. When he focused on the grassy hillside, he 

saw it wasn’t a threat at all, but a portal. Irrational fear caught at his throat and he 

looked around for the little man in the hat. Not seeing anyone around, he calmed his 

breathing and approached the shimmering doorway that was glowing brighter with each 

passing moment. When he judged that the doorway was as open as it was going to get—

an inexact science, really—he stepped through, thinking only of Cathy. 

He emerged in the clearing he had disappeared from only a day before, and 

heaved a sigh of relief. He was here. Cathy was here. He walked instinctively to the 

parking lot, to where his car was parked the night before.   

His car wasn’t there.   

The parking lot had doubled in size. 

Hawke spun, disoriented, and started running in the direction of home, of Cathy, 

but the trees grew taller and the road grew longer and he stumbled… 

Emily shook her head to keep herself from dozing off. She put the journal back in 

its drawer and settled down to sleep, visions of faeries and portals ushering her to sleep. 

She woke to the sound of her father’s alarm clock in the next room over and 

rolled over with the intention of making the most of her day off. 

Five hours later she rolled out of bed, disoriented from a series of discomfiting 

dreams. She went downstairs for breakfast; Max was already busy in his study so she had 

the house to herself. With a Pop-Tart in the toaster and a mug full of coffee, Emily sat 

down at the kitchen table. She pulled Ashford’s Guide out of her messenger bag she had 

thrown on a chair last night and opened to a random page. This was her go-to when she 

was stressed out—reading the familiar words calmed her down and usually put her in a 
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better mood. She studied the elaborate painting of a portal while she waited for the Pop-

Tart to finish toasting. When it did, she took a bite and began to read. 

The land of Fae (also referred to as the Otherworld, or simply Fae) exists 

simultaneously with our world, the two meeting every so often and creating a passage 

from one to the other. They are not parallel, however; time in one world does not pass 

evenly with time in the other. To picture this, imagine earth’s timeline as a straight line. 

Draw it, if that will help. Now draw a wave (a squiggly line, if you must) over top of it, 

like an uneven sine curve, or the path of a drunken man trying to prove he’s sober. This is 

the timeline of the Otherworld. Where the two lines meet, the door to (or from) Fae is 

open. The longer the Fae line is between meeting points, the more time passes there. This 

isn’t a perfect example, obviously, you don’t know the exact timeline of the Otherworld 

any better than I do, and sometimes (though rarely) less time passes in Fae than passes 

here. This will, however, give you a basic idea of how the two worlds interact, and will 

serve as a good starting point for your understanding of Fae culture. 

Not all doors are created equal, though. Notice, in our world, how some doors 

are grandiose and made of expensive metals and rare gems, while others are made 

simply of everyday wood or even just canvas pulled taut. The first door would protect 

something important, sacred even, while the latter would lead to something plain, 

something normal or unextraordinary. So too in Fae, though the differences are harder 

to spot. Only the most trained in portal jumping can note the minute differences between 

a door that passes ordinarily to its counterpart in our world and a door that takes you 

anywhere you want to go in the world. Like the doors guarding secret treasures in our 

world, the time and space jumping doors in Fae are few and far between, most not having 
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yet been discovered. All this to say, if you ever find yourself in the Otherworld, tread 

carefully, and be wary who you trust. 

She leaned back in her chair and let her mind wander. It wandered back to the 

oddly vivid scene of Hawke in the Otherworld. What if that’s where he disappeared to? 

What if he went through a portal and was trapped in the Otherworld unable to return to 

Cathy? Would he have told her? Would she have believed him? He showed up 

mysteriously. What if he was sent from Fae to bring her mother back because her mom 

was a faerie, too? Why hadn’t he come back to try to take her to Fae? 

She blinked and shook her head. Hawke wasn’t coming to take her to the 

Otherworld. He would have tried that when she was little if he was going to try it at all. 

She was sure now that it was him she had seen with her mother, though that didn’t quite 

fit with Lyssa’s story. Not a lot fit with Lyssa’s story. Max’s description of them having a 

fling—that could have been understatement. His memory blocked out the worst he knew, 

and he wasn’t privy to all of it. Which means her mother would have hidden her past 

from Max. Emily wanted to think well of her mom; she didn’t want the few memories 

she had to be tainted. This train of thought needs to stop. 

Ashford’s Guide was replaced by her history textbook and she started to read 

instead about philosophy and Sparta; images of faeries were replaced by images of 

Gerard Butler and Michael Fassbender with spears. She finished her homework an hour 

before she had to meet Peter, giving her just enough time to pick an outfit and get ready. 
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She pulled into the parking lot behind the coffee shop ten minutes late. She saw 

Peter sitting in his car and considered trying to sneak in and pretend she had been there 

all along, but her Jeep was pretty recognizable. He would know. So she took the second 

best route and crept as quietly as she could to his window while he looked at something 

on his phone. She knocked loudly and watched with satisfaction as he jumped three 

inches straight up. He opened his door with a scowl. 

“Did you have to?” he asked. 

“I did actually,” she said. “It’s a requirement of being the adorable mischief 

maker that I am. There’s a job description somewhere in the back of my car, if you’d like 

to organize everything to find it.” She grinned. He rolled his eyes. “Come on,” she said. 

“I need coffee.” 

“You don’t sound like you need coffee,” he noted as they walked. “How many 

cups have you had already today?” 

“It’s my natural charm you’re sensing, thank you anyway. And I’ve only had 

three. No big deal. I can drink three cups before I go to bed and be totally fine.” 

“Decaf for you,” Peter said. Emily stuck out her tongue. 

They ordered and chose the same couch they had sat on last time, which Peter 

pointed out. 

“It’s my favorite,” Emily said. “It has the most character out of any of the couches 

here.” 

“Ah,” Peter said. It was quiet for a minute. “So did you come to any 

conclusions?” Peter asked. 
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Emily shook her head. “No, not really. I tried to journal my thoughts out last night 

but I didn’t even have full enough thoughts to write down. I hate when that happens. I 

ended up writing a weirdly specific story instead. My brain went wild. Then I had weird 

dreams and that’s probably why I’ve been so tired and drank so much coffee. The coffee 

because I was tired,” she explained. 

“I got that,” Peter said. 

“But I guess what did I expect?” Emily continued. “I’ve never been able to figure 

something out after just one night of thinking about it. Does anyone?” 

“I do sometimes,” Peter said. “But I know what you mean. It took me at least 

three weeks to figure out calculus.” He paused. “Not that this is the same or anything.” 

Emily laughed. “So I have a theory,” she said before she could think the better of 

it. 

“Oh?” 

“Well, not a theory. More like an idea. A sort-of crazy what-if scenario. Did I tell 

you I want to make movies some day?” 

“You did not tell me that. And those are the best kinds of what-if scenarios.” 

“What if they were faeries?” 

“Who?” 

“Cathy and Hawke. What if they weren’t actually human? I mean, wouldn’t it 

explain a lot?” 

“Faeries? As in the small, winged, fluttery types?” His eyebrows pulled together 

in confusion. 
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“No,” Emily said. “Like the faeries in the book, in Ashford’s Authoritative Guide 

to Faerie Lore, the one you read out of the other day.” 

“Remind me?” Peter asked. 

“Um, shortened version: they look like humans except they’re thinner, more 

graceful, prettier, and a lot more cruel.” 

“Oh. So like Hawke,” he said. 

“Yes!” Emily exclaimed. “That’s what I’m saying. Exactly like Hawke. It makes 

sense. And my mother, when I was little told me she was a faerie and that I was a faerie, 

too, and…” She trailed off. “This sounds stupid. Never mind. Forget I said anything.” 

“No,” Peter said. “Don’t do that. Let’s run with it. It would explain the connection 

Lyssa saw between Hawke and Cathy, I guess.” 

“Yeah,” Emily said, guarded. “It would. It could also explain why Hawke left for 

however long he actually was gone for. I don’t think it was for as long as Lyssa said.” 

“Why do you think that?” 

“I saw him, I think, when I was little. My mom went out at night one night and I 

woke up and she took me with her, probably so I wouldn’t wake Max. She met a guy, and 

it seemed like a familiar thing, as I think back on it. But she was so happy. It had to have 

been him. I don’t know if I could handle it if it weren’t.” 

Peter nodded. “So how would it explain his indeterminate absence?” 

“A portal,” she said. “He wanted to take Cathy through a portal or show her one 

or something, and he went through without her because he was out of practice and 

couldn’t get back. And the timelines don’t match up perfectly so while it’s unlikely that 
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more time passes there than here, it’s possible. So he was stuck there for years and 

couldn’t return to Cathy. He didn’t mean to leave her, he was trapped.” 

“That’s definitely an interesting theory,” Peter said. 

“It’s stupid, I know,” Emily said. “Let’s talk about something else.” 

“No, I’m intrigued. I’m going through story withdrawal now that Lyssa is 

finished. So tell me how it is that Hawke came to be here.” 

Emily studied his face to see if he was mocking her. He didn’t seem to be. “Okay, 

so Cathy was a faerie, too,” she started. “Lyssa said Jack just showed up with her one 

day, so she easily could have been the daughter of a rogue faerie who, when realizing the 

baby was half human, abandoned her to the Moores.”  

Peter nodded. “Makes sense.” 

“Faeries don’t like mixing with humans so, when a higher-up in the court realized 

there was a half-faerie being raised by humans, they sent one of their own to bring her 

back—Hawke.” She was making this up as she went but was surprised at how easily it 

was coming to her. “So they dropped him in the human world so he would cross Mr. 

Moore’s path and he was inducted into the family. At first, he looked for an opportunity 

to take Cathy back with him, that’s why they were always running around together 

outside, but he never found the right moment or the right way or something. And the 

longer he stayed the more used to the human world he got and the more he understood 

their emotions and started to feel them himself and he and Cathy fell in love. He didn’t 

want to take Cathy back to the Otherworld and submit her to the cold, passionless faeries 

there, so they laid low for a while. Eventually he grew homesick and wanted to show 

Cathy the world they were supposed to belong to, hence the night in the woods, but then 
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since he was out of practice with portals, he got trapped and then a few years passed here 

while only a day passed there and when he came to get Cathy back, she was already 

married. That didn’t stop them from being together though, because they knew they were 

destined for each other. And, yeah. Then she died.” 

“Wow. Way to make that really depressing really fast.” 

“Well, it’s how it ended. Aren’t you the one who made a case for stories not to 

have happy endings? I distinctly remember having this argument with you. You can’t 

have it both ways.” 

He held up his hands in surrender. “Hey, okay. You win.” 

“If you don’t like my version, what’s yours?” 

“I haven’t had as much time to think about this as you have, but how’s this? 

Hawke somehow breaks a portal into the Otherworld as a child and the two races 

intermingle—in every sense of the word—before a war breaks out, faeries on one side, 

humans on the other. Most of this war is invisible to humans who don’t believe in faeries, 

like your grandmother and Fenton and Lyssa, but Jack Moore knew what was going on. 

That’s why he took Hawke. During this many-year-long war, Hawke and Cathy are 

falling in love, though Jack doesn’t see it, otherwise he never would have done what he 

did next. The humans are losing this war, of course, because faeries are stronger and 

faster and smarter, but then your grandpa goes to the faerie king dragging Hawke by the 

ear, because you know he’s spent too long in our world and is therefore susceptible to 

human influence, and he says something along the lines of, ‘Hey! Faerie King! Stop this 

war or your son gets it!” Oh yeah, Hawke is the son of the faerie king. I forgot to mention 

that. And the faerie king sees reason and sees all the destruction going on around him and 
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realizes that humans and faeries need to live in harmony for this whole world-merging 

thing to work and shouts in his booming, Russell Crowe gladiator voice, ‘Stop!  In the 

name of love! Before you break—’” 

“Please don’t say ‘my heart.’” 

“Fine. So the faerie king says, ‘Stop! This is madness. Men! Put down your 

weapons! My fae! Return now or be exiled to the human world forever. Make your 

choice!’ Obviously most of the faeries return to the Otherworld, because why would they 

want to be stuck here? But a few of them stayed. A few more than before, anyway. Like 

that couple over at that table.” He pointed surreptitiously at a perfectly ordinary couple in 

their mid-twenties. “Who sits at a table in a coffee shop with so many couches? They 

must be faeries.” Emily rolled her eyes. “But the king was so mad at Hawke for starting 

this whole ordeal that he forced him to stay at his side in the Otherworld for the rest of 

eternity. All of this happened while Cathy was asleep in the park. And then your mom 

married your dad. And apparently Hawke escaped later on to have an affair with your 

mom. Maybe the king was tired of his incessant human emotions and let him go. Yeah, 

I’m going with that. What do you think?” 

“I think you stole at least half of your story from some B-movie.” 

“Did not!” Peter scowled. “You wouldn’t know true art if it paraded in front of 

you in fishnets and a feather boa.” 

“Uh-huh,” Emily said. “So what homework did you have on this day off? I had 

like four chapters of history to read and take detailed notes on. It was annoying, but I 

finished it this morning.” 

Peter looked at her quizzically. “That was abrupt,” he said. 
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She waited for him to answer her question. He didn’t. “It was a stupid idea,” she 

said finally. “I shouldn’t have said anything.” 

“I wasn’t trying to mock you,” Peter said, “if that’s what you’re worried about. I 

didn’t have a clue what to say. So I made it up. You’re the expert here, on every field 

involved. I’m sorry if I offended you, I really didn’t mean to.” 

“It’s still a stupid idea,” Emily said. “It’s just been stuck in my head forever and, 

well, everything just kind of fell into place. It made sense.” 

“I could see that. I believe in ghosts. There’s not a lot of difference. So I guess it’s 

possible. Anything is possible.” 

Emily smiled tentatively. “Yeah?” 

“Yeah. What else have you been thinking about?” 

“I want to hear Hawke’s side of the story,” she said. “I mean, I know Lyssa thinks 

he’s dangerous and Max thinks he’s a murderer, but he would be able to fill in all the 

blanks, don’t you think? But I don’t know how to contact him. And I can’t really ask 

anyone who would know because they would forbid me from doing anything. I wouldn’t 

even have to present them with an idea before they said, ‘not a chance.’ You know?” 

“I know,” he said, frowning. 

“If he is a faerie, I could try summoning him,” Emily said. She laughed, but her 

mind latched on to that idea. 

“What could it hurt, right?” Peter said. 

“I could get an unsavory fae,” Emily said automatically. 

“Hawke is an unsavory fae,” he said. 

“True.” She nodded. “What could it hurt, right?” she echoed. 
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Chapter 16 

When Emily’s alarm clock went off the next morning, she groaned and forced her 

eyes open. It took her a minute to reorient herself to reality; her mind was still roiling 

from a dream in which she was her mother and her mother was running blindly through a 

forest and everywhere she looked blue eyes and stern features were watching her, 

reaching for her, mocking her. Emily shook her head drowsily and felt the dream 

dissipate in shreds and splinters. The eyes stayed, though. Those harsh blue eyes in an 

ever-shifting face, appearing whenever she stared too long into the dark. She yawned and 

stretched and forced the image out of her head. She dressed quickly for school in an 

understated white sweater and jeans, pulled her hair into something resembling a bun, 

and brushed her teeth quickly, all in a typical morning stupor. She stumbled downstairs, 

tripping over the bottom two steps and catching herself on the front door with a thwock. 

“Em?” Max called from the kitchen. The smell of pancakes greeted her regained 

balance. 

“We’re good,” she said. She made her way into the kitchen and grabbed a bottle 

of orange juice out of the fridge. “Breakfast?” She raised an eyebrow. 

“I wanted to do something nice,” Max said in way of explanation. Emily waited. 

“And I couldn’t really sleep.” 

“Again?” she asked. 

“It’s no big deal,” he said. “Really.” He laughed off her concerned look and 

flipped her a pancake. She caught it in midair and promptly dropped it onto the counter.   

“Shit! I mean. Shoot. That’s really hot.” 

“Oh! Em, I’m so—” It was Emily’s turn to laugh now. 
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“It’s fine. We’re good.” She picked up the pancake carefully and tested its 

temperature with the back of her hand. “Thanks for breakfast, Dad.” She grabbed the 

bottle of syrup and moved to the kitchen table, not bothering with a plate, preferring 

instead to eat her pancake as a sweet maple taquito, careful not to spill anything on her 

lap. She nearly succeeded. As she got up to go change, Max turned around. 

“So where—oh, sorry.” He held the spatula awkwardly in front of him. 

“What?” Emily paused on her way to the stairs. 

“Where were you yesterday?” 

“I told you, I was at Lyssa’s.” Emily could see Max trying to form a question and 

decided to beat him to it. “I went over on Monday just to say hi, but she was on one of 

her baking kicks so she asked if I would come back the next day, too. And also her 

nephew stopped by and oh my gosh he was so cute so I mean cookies and a cute boy, I 

couldn’t really say no…” That should keep any more questions at bay, she thought. Max 

was never really sure what to do if she brought up anything like that; the last crush she 

told him about ended up getting a be-careful-with-my-daughter lecture two years after the 

fact. Both of them were dating other people at that point and they had just been lab 

partners. She tried to apologize, but after that semester he never spoke to her again. Not 

that it was a great loss, but still. It was the principle of the matter. But Max would most 

likely not meet Peter for a while, if ever, so she wasn’t afraid to use him as an excuse. It 

worked, too. 

“Oh,” Max said, turning to fiddle with the stove. “Well, uh, how’s she doing?” 

“Lyssa? She’s good. Her cookies are good. The dogs are good.” 

Max smiled. “I thought you hated her dogs.” 
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“Well they’re dogs, so I can’t wholly hate them simply on principle. But I 

suppose if I were to never see them again, it wouldn’t really be a hardship. They haven’t 

bitten me recently, though, so maybe we’re making headway.” 

Max laughed, and Emily gave a silent sigh of relief that he was sufficiently 

distracted. “Good, good,” he said. “Go change. Get to school.” 

“Are you going to be okay all day?” Emily asked. 

“Yes,” Max said. “I’ll probably read, or maybe work on the accounts for the new 

visitors’ center. The designs came in yesterday and I’m not sure if I’m happy with them 

or not.” 

“I still can’t believe we need a visitors’ center. I can’t believe we have a visitors’ 

center.” 

“It’s actually quite cool,” Max said. “Don’t worry about me, Em,” he said when 

he noticed Emily watching him. “Really.” 

“Okay,” she said. 

 

 

During her study hall, Emily had volunteered to aide for her favorite teacher, 

partially because she wanted to be helpful, but mostly because it saved her the tedium of 

actually going to study hall. Her schedule was fairly easy this year—she even got to leave 

an hour early because she didn’t have a class during the last period of the day—all except 

for one class: senior English. It wasn’t hard, per se, but the teacher was new this year, 

fresh out of college, and had decided to take the tack of being a hard-ass. 

Overcompensating for not knowing what he was doing and all that. Because of that, they 
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had ten different novels to read and write papers on in addition to other random 

assignments. And he loved to hold them after the bell rang. “The bell doesn’t dismiss 

you, I do,” was his favorite power play. Occasionally, Emily would feel bad that literally 

every student hated him, but then he would pull something like that, talking to them 

passionately about Wuthering Heights and making them five minutes late to their next 

class—study hall or lunch, depending on the person—and the feeling passed. 

 This particular Monday he held them especially long—Emily counted 296 

seconds before she dozed off—droning on about symbolism and windows, not noticing 

that at least half the students were staring out the classroom window at a caterpillar 

making its way up the outside of the glass. The caterpillar turned and looked at her with 

ice blue eyes and she woke with a start to the rest of the class packing up their bags. She 

peered out the window again but saw nothing but the flagpole, soccer field, and ugly, 

perpetually undead bushes. Shaking her head, she threw the strap of her messenger bag 

over her shoulder and attempted to duck out of the classroom. Mr. Allen caught her 

before she was past the trashcan. 

 “Ms. Harlowe,” he said, scowling. “Did you sleep well last night?” 

 “I’m sorry?” 

 “Are you having regular nightmares, Ms. Harlowe?” 

 “No?” 

 “Do I bore you?” 

 Um, yes, Emily thought, literally all of the time. “I’m sorry, sir?” she said. 

 “You fell asleep in my class,” he said. “Therefore it must have been for one of 

those reasons. So which was it?” 
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 Technically it wasn’t your class anymore. “I, uh, didn’t sleep well last night, Mr. 

Allen. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.” It took all of her conscious effort not to roll her 

eyes. She waited, somewhat impatiently, as he weighed her response, shifting her weight 

from one foot to the other. 

 He sighed, the put-upon affectation of a man who feels he’s supposed to be upset 

and not just tired. “Very well. Get to class, Ms. Marlowe.” He turned back toward his 

desk and she regarded him with confusion—did he really not know they were going to 

study hall?—before thinking the better of telling him and rushing out the door faster than 

her feet wanted to move. As her feet protested, her shoulders collided with something 

solid. Someone solid. 

 She let out a surprised grunt. “Ohmygosh I’m so—” 

 “Sorry, I—Emily?” 

 Emily stumbled back, both hands on the strap of her messenger bag, and looked 

up to see blonde hair and a half smile. “Peter?” Her forehead creased. 

 Judging that she had her balance, he let go of her arm. “Nice to see you, too.” 

 “How have I never seen you here before? I mean, how would I have? I didn’t 

really know you existed until the other day. Well I mean I did. Because obviously. But 

you’re obviously different now, I mean, you… you… grew up,” she finished lamely. 

“Uh, hi. Nice to see you.” 

 He laughed. “Where are you headed?” 

 “Study hall. Er, well, Ms. Feng’s government room, technically. I aide for her so I 

don’t have to go to study hall. But she doesn’t really care what I do usually.” 

 “Can I walk you there?” 
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 “Uh, sure, I guess. Where are you headed?” 

 “Ms. Feng’s government room,” he said with a smirk. 

 She rolled her eyes. “Where were you headed?” 

 “Study hall,” he said. “I didn’t have the foresight you did to find a professor to 

hide behind.” 

 “Why are you so late?” 

 “Because I didn’t want to go.” She raised one eyebrow. He waved his hand, 

dismissing her. “I already went. The study hall monitor loves me. I told him I had to go 

get something and he didn’t even look up, just nodded.” He paused, and she tried to come 

up with something to say that wasn’t completely off topic. He saved her the trouble. “So 

why were you coming out of that room like you were afraid you were going to be jumped 

by a homicidal clown or something?” 

 Emily let out a surprised laugh. “A long-winded, disappointed English teacher,” 

she said, “not a homicidal clown. Unfortunately.” She thought about it. “I think I’d prefer 

the clown, quite honestly.” 

 “Fair enough,” he said. “So tell me, which is worse: a bored clown with a machete 

or an angry, unarmed ghost?” 

 “Random,” she said. She thought about it. “The angry ghost.” He waited for her to 

explain. “Clowns are creepy as whatever, don’t get me wrong. But the clown is still 

human and can be reasoned with. And he’s bored, not homicidal, at least according to 

your question, so maybe the machete is just a prop. Ghosts, on the other hand, are much 

less reasonable. I don’t really know how to reason with a ghost. So unless you do—in 
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which case you should share said information—the angry ghost, even unarmed, is much 

worse. Although,” she mused, “why is he angry?” 

 “I can’t believe you assumed it was a he. Sexist.” 

 “You’re stalling.” 

 “Hm. She is angry because she feels that her life was unfulfilling.” 

 “Oh, that’s lame,” Emily said. “And if she’s not actually angry with me, then I 

might change my answer. Is she angry with me specifically?” 

 “Yes.” He laughed at her belligerent expression. “You refuse to acknowledge that 

she’s real so she’s going to make you believe that she’s real whether you want to or not.” 

 “Then yes, the ghost is infinitely creepier. Or worse. Or whatever the question 

was.” They stopped outside of the government room. Emily could hear Ms. Feng 

whistling as she cleaned her classroom. It must have been a stressful morning. She knew 

she should go in, but she found she didn’t really want to. Well this is new, she thought. 

Usually she couldn’t wait to get away from people. 

 “Here’s our stop,” Peter said. “I think, anyway. This is her room, right?” 

 “Yeah, it’s—” 

 “I’ll see you later, then.” He smiled and turned, waving over his shoulder as he 

headed down the hallway, his presence slowly swallowed by the multiple shades of faded 

brown. 

 “See you,” she said. 
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Emily had almost forgotten about the strange, intense man who had claimed to be 

her uncle. But when Ms. Feng sent her to the office on an errand, the whole scene came 

back to her like a flashback in a movie, complete with dramatic music and everything 

falling into place. She stopped just outside the glass door to the office, panicking. Hawke. 

She had met Hawke. He had come to her school. But why? From everything Lyssa had 

told her, he should have absolutely no reason to want to see her ever. And, aside from an 

unhealthy curiosity, she wasn’t sure she really had any desire to meet him, either. But he 

had been here. Looking for her. Trying to kidnap her? What was it he had said? I was 

going to call, but I wanted to surprise you. Surprise her with what? A machete? No, that 

was stupid. Peter was in her head with his stupid homicidal clowns. She shook her head 

and noticed the secretary—the same one who had given her candy—staring at her. The 

kid in the next room playing the dramatic study music skipped to the next song and she 

walked into the office to deliver Ms. Feng’s folder. 

 “Are you all right, dear?” the secretary asked. 

 “I’m fine,” Emily said, trying to conjure a convincing smile. The secretary gave 

her a long look before lightly shrugging and starting to file the papers Emily had just 

handed her. Emily left the office spooked. She needed to see Peter. When she got back to 

Ms. Feng’s room, she thought quickly; she wasn’t sure how much truth she could get 

away with, and she wasn’t entirely sure she knew what was truth, anyway. 

 “Ms. Feng,” she said. “I, uh, need your help.” 

 “What with?” Ms. Feng asked. 

 “Something just happened.” Emily said. Ms. Feng raised her eyebrows. “I guess 

you could call it an epiphany? This guy, when I got called down to the office the other 
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day, was looking for me but I didn’t know him and I think I just figured out who he was. 

But I don’t know why he was looking for me. And I’ve been trying to figure it out with 

my friend but he’s in study hall so I guess I need two things from you.” She took a 

breath. 

 “A note to get him out of study hall?” Ms. Feng asked. 

 “And for you to tell me that you have nothing else for me to do and I’m free to 

run my own errands,” Emily finished. 

 Ms. Feng went to her desk. “Done.” She held the note out to Emily but pulled it 

back before she could grab it. “On one condition.” 

 “What is it?” 

 “You tell me the whole story later.” 

 Emily laughed. “Of course.” 

 “Go solve your mystery. Have fun. Don’t get into too much trouble. Stay away 

from anyone who would yell at you for roaming the halls. You know the drill.” Emily 

smiled and gave her a thumbs up as she backed out of the room. 

Having never actually been in study hall, Emily didn’t quite know where it was. 

She had a general idea, but it took peeking in a few windows before she found the right 

classroom. One of the rooms was a class full of freshman who broke slowly into an 

uproar as they saw just the top of her head scanning the room through the six inch 

window. She didn’t know the teacher, but he did not look happy with her. By the time she 

found the right room, the period was half over. As she peered in the window, Peter, 

distracted from what looked like counting the ceiling tiles, met her eyes. She steeled her 
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nerves to walk in and confidently hand the teacher her almost but not quite fake note, but 

just as she reached for the door handle, Peter walked out. 

 “Hi,” he said. 

 “What’re you doing?” Emily asked. “I have a note!” 

 Peter took the note from her and read it. “Aw,” he said. “You were going to get 

me out of study hall.” He smiled indulgently. She punched him. “I told you, the monitor 

loves me. I literally just got up and left.” 

 “You could have at least used my note.” Emily frowned. 

 “I’ll tell you what, I’ll keep it in case I need it later.” He tucked the note in his 

shirt pocket and patted it. “So why are you facilitating a jailbreak?” 

 “I’ve met Hawke,” she said. 

 “You—what? I thought he was AWOL.” 

 “He was. At least that’s what Lyssa said. But the other day I got called down to 

the office and he was sitting there. He was waiting for me. He told the secretary that I 

was his niece and he told me that he had wanted to surprise me. At least I’m assuming it 

was him. He looked kind of like how Lyssa described him, though older and—sadder. 

And I must have blocked the incident out of my mind—you know how it is with weird 

things you don’t have an explanation for, they just sort of disappear—because I didn’t 

even think of it as Lyssa was telling her story. But then I walked by the office and it all 

came back to me and it all made sense. Well, some of it made sense. I don’t know why he 

was here or looking for me. But I met him, Peter. I met Hawke. The man who ruined my 

mother’s life.” 

 “So he’s here. Somewhere.” 
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 “Yes. And he apparently wants something of me.” 

 “You make it sound like we’re in some kind of really bad crime movie or 

something.” 

 “Be serious, Peter. This guy is bad news.” 

 “You’re not making it better,” Peter said. Emily scowled. He laughed. “Fine. So 

he was here. The last time Lyssa saw him was at the funeral, right? That was when you 

were what, three? So it’s been fourteen years. We don’t know what he’s been doing for 

the past fourteen years. You wanted to talk to him, right? A more perfect chance couldn’t 

have hit you over the head.” 

 “I did, yeah,” she said. 

 “So after fourteen years, he shows up out of the blue wanting to see you, right 

when you want to see him.” 

 “And take me somewhere. He wanted to take me somewhere. He tried to get me 

out of school. That doesn’t make sense either. Why couldn’t he just wait until the end of 

the school day? Does he not know how the American school system works?” 

 “Well he is a faerie…”   

Emily rolled her eyes. “Theoretically he should know.” 

 “Well he is a homeschool kid,” Peter said.  

 Emily punched him. “You are not helping.” 

 “Sorry.” He grinned. “I don’t know why he was here. I don’t know why he 

showed up in the middle of the day. Maybe he just lost track of time and once he was 

here he figured he had already committed this far, so why wait?” 
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 Emily shrugged. “I guess that’s as good a reason as any. Which is to say it’s 

awful, but it’s also the best we’ve got.” She grimaced. 

 “Awful, really? Rude.” 

 “Do you think maybe he really did just want to get to know me?” Emily asked. 

 “Maybe he wanted to kill you but could only do it at two in the afternoon because 

of the secret faerie rituals that ban murder at any time other than two in the afternoon.” 

 “What?” 

 “Oh, I figured since we were throwing out absurd ideas…” Peter saw the flash of 

sadness in Emily’s eyes before it turned to annoyance. She sucked in a breath to say 

something but he cut her off. “Hey. You said yourself, he’s bad news. Judging from all 

his cruelty and scheming in Lyssa’s stories—even if it isn’t all true, you never know with 

Lyssa—and by how much he hates your dad, I don’t think he just wanted to get to know 

you. Sorry, Em. You could ask him, though, if you take me with you.” 

 “Take you with me? No, I know it was dumb.” She widened her eyes and gave 

Peter the most sincere face she could manage. “Do you think he really wants to kill me?” 

she asked. 

 “I— no— I was just—” 

 She laughed. “Got you.”  

The corners of his mouth turned down. “Yes, take me with you. You can’t talk to 

a possible homicidal faerie alone.” He paused to make sure she understood and agreed. 

She didn’t argue, so he took that as a good sign. “There’s not really much you can do at 

the moment, though,” he said. “You still don’t know how to contact him. Maybe he’ll 

come back and you can ask him what he wants.” He paused. “Although on second 
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thought, maybe you should avoid him if he comes back. Call the cops or something. I 

think you could get away with claiming it as stalking.” 

 “So should I talk to him or call the cops?” Emily asked.  

“Both?”  

“I’m so curious now,” Emily mused. “I hope he does come back.” 

 “Um,” Peter said, backpedaling. “I really don’t think you do. I know I haven’t 

known you long, but I would miss you if you died.” Emily’s mind was somewhere else 

entirely, he could see. Probably planning a confrontation with Hawke. He sighed. “Please 

don’t do anything stupid.” 

 “’Course not.” She said as the bell rang. “I’ll see you around, yeah?” She put one 

hand on his shoulder before turning and practically running down the hallway toward her 

next class. 

 “I don’t think I believe you,” he said to the quickly filling hallway. 
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Chapter 17 

When Emily’s last class of the day let out, her mind was still circling around what 

she would say if Hawke came back. How could he not, she reasoned. He obviously didn’t 

get what he wanted, whatever that was. Even though she had spent the last two and a half 

hours having one-sided conversations in her head, developing monologues to any 

possible thing he could say to her, she still didn’t feel confident or anywhere close to 

prepared. So when she saw a thin, broad-shouldered figure standing near the soccer field, 

she wasn’t surprised. Of course he shows up today. Not in a week, when I would have a 

foolproof argument. Arguing against… something. She ducked behind a pillar and pulled 

out her phone, trying to look occupied. She stared over the screen at the man, debating 

her possible courses of action. She never got farther than acknowledging that she had 

options, though; her thoughts kept going back to the question of why he was here. The 

fact that she didn’t know annoyed her to no end. 

 It didn’t take long for her to become frustrated with a lack of answers. The man 

hadn’t done anything but lounge against the fence and pace, periodically switching 

between the two. She put her phone in her pocket and walked purposefully toward him. 

She stopped, leaving a body’s length between the two of them. 

 “What do you want?” she said without preamble. She studied him while she 

waited for his answer. His eyes were as blue and as hard as Lyssa had described them, 

but he still took Emily by surprise when he focused his attention on her. She took half a 

step back unconsciously. He was tall—no, that wasn’t quite right. He wasn’t much taller 

than she was, but something about him felt tall. He was wearing jeans and a leather 

jacket, and he looked like his casual dress was always two degrees better than anyone 
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else’s. He also looked nearly fifteen years younger than her father, though she knew they 

were close to the same age. He was ridiculously attractive.  

He smiled. “I had hoped that you were just like your mother,” he said. 

 Emily couldn’t help herself. “Why?” He started to answer, but she stopped him. 

“Actually, no. Answer that later. First tell me why you’re here. And, apparently, looking 

for me.” 

 “You sought me out,” he said, gauging her reaction. 

 What? She noticed him watching her and determined not to give him the 

satisfaction of anything but calm and collected responses. She would be dignified, and 

nothing else, as she knew he would be. Fae always were. “You came to the office the 

other day,” she said. “Why?”   

 “I thought it was time I got in touch with family.” 

 Emily narrowed her eyes. He looked sincere. As sincere as before anyway, which, 

to be quite honest, wasn’t very sincere at all. He kept his face still, and his eyes gave 

nothing away. His face hadn’t changed from what she could only describe as vague 

amusement at a private joke. She tried to decide if his face was just stuck like that, as her 

dad used to warn her would happen to her if she kept scowling, or if she was the joke. 

She thought probably the latter. “So you come to my school? Why not go see Uncle 

Fenton? You knew him.” 

 “I am surprised that you know me,” he said. “Did your father tell you the story?” 

 “No,” Emily said. “You avoided my question.” 

 He chuckled. “No, of course not. Dear Max was probably pretending I no longer 

existed. Wishing, even. Hoping. I knew there was a reason I disappeared.” 
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 Emily decided to come back to that later. “Why are you here?” she asked again. 

 “I already told you,” Hawke said. 

 “What do you want from me?” 

 “I just want to get to know you,” he said, smiling. “Is that so wrong?” 

 “But why? And why now? You’ve apparently known about me for seventeen 

years, but this is the first I’m hearing from you.” 

 “Do you really think your dad would have wanted you to know me? Let you 

know me? Think about it, Emily. It wouldn’t make sense any other way.” 

 “Why not last year? Or three weeks ago?” 

 “Why did you choose that outfit this morning and not yesterday?” he countered. 

 “Because today was supposed to be colder than—” 

 He cut her off with a wave of his hand.  “I was making a point. Believe it or not, I 

haven’t been maliciously planning to find you for years or anything like that. I had other 

things to do last year.” 

 “But why do you want to get to know me?” She was getting frustrated now. 

 “Come get a cup of coffee with me so we can talk like real adults. People in the 

parking lot are starting to think we’re in the middle of a public breakup. Look.” He 

pointed over her shoulder, and she turned despite herself. Sure enough, a fair amount of 

people, one hand on a car door handle, watched them expectantly. She turned back to 

him. He was smirking. 

 “Lyssa warned me about you,” she said half-heartedly. 

 He laughed. “Let me guess. She told you all sorts of horrible stories about me and 

how awful I was to everyone. Lyssa always did have a flair for the dramatic.” He paused. 
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“A cup of coffee?” Emily hesitated, curiosity warring with common sense. “You can 

drive yourself,” he said, “if it will make you feel better.” 

 She nodded slowly. “All right. If I pick the place.” 

 “I would expect nothing less,” he said. “Though can I suggest taking the coffee to 

a park? It is a beautiful day.” 

 She weighed this in her mind. It was still light out, and the park near the coffee 

shop was always filled with people this time of year. “Sure,” she said eventually. “Do 

you know the park on Third and Peach?” 

 “Yes,” he said. 

 “I’ll get the coffee and meet you there. What do you want?” 

 He pulled out his wallet and handed her a twenty. “Get me whatever you usually 

get,” he said. “I like all coffee.” He smiled. 

 Emily smiled back tentatively before heading toward her car. Anyone who liked 

all coffee couldn’t be all bad. She shot Peter a text message: Met Hawke. We’re getting 

coffee and talking in the park. Stop worrying. But I thought you should know. 

 

 

The parking lot was mostly empty when Emily pulled into Wethersfield 

Community Park with two paper cups containing dirty chai lattes. Not altogether a good 

sign, but she saw enough people milling about that she wouldn’t be totally alone with this 

man Lyssa had spent days warning her away from. She saw him waiting on a bench, near 

the old metal merry-go-round that had been squeaky and rusted for as long as she could 

remember. He didn’t look real. Hawke was watching the few children brave the metal 
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deathtrap with a smile on his face that straddled the line between fatherly and creepy. If 

she thought about what she was doing too much, she would chicken out. The most 

common adjective people used to describe her, though, was impetuous, so she 

approached him confidently, holding out a coffee and a ten-dollar bill. He took the coffee 

and waved her off when she offered the money again. 

 “Keep it,” he said. “Isn’t that what uncles are supposed to do?” 

 Emily shrugged. “Uncle Fenton is the only uncle I know of, and the most he ever 

gave me was some socks and a birthday card in the mail.” 

 Hawke laughed. “To be honest, I am surprised he sent you the socks.” 

 “I think he might have been dating someone at the time. I found the card the other 

day as I was cleaning my room and it looked nothing like a man’s handwriting. It was 

probably her idea. Which is why it never happened again, if I know anything about Uncle 

Fenton.” 

 “I like you,” Hawke said, giving her a sidelong glance and a lopsided grin that 

looked only slightly practiced. “Come on, let’s walk.” He got up and started toward the 

barely-beaten trail through the woods. The leaves had that fall vitality about them—an 

oxymoron, really, like the fact that girls who use tanning beds look healthy—and the first 

few were just starting to flutter down. 

 Emily’s phone buzzed in her pocket. Which park? When will you be back? Are 

you sure this is a good idea? You were supposed to take me with you. It buzzed again. PS 

totally not worrying. She laughed and put the phone back in her pocket. 

 “So it’s true,” Hawke said. 
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 “What is?” For a split second, Emily pictured wings bursting out of the back of 

Hawke’s leather jacket. 

 “That your generation is addicted to their cellular devices.” 

 “Oh,” she said. “I am not addicted to my phone,” she said, one hand 

unconsciously going to her pocket to make sure it was still there. 

 He chuckled. “Sure.” They walked in silence for a few moments, Emily’s mind 

racing with what she should say first and hoping that the longer she delayed, the more 

likely he would be to say something. She really didn’t want to screw this up. Or die. 

 “If Lyssa told you my story,” he said, “I’m sure you have questions.” 

 She deliberated. “A few,” she said finally. 

 “So ask.” 

 “Well,” she said, stalling for time. She wasn’t even really sure what she wanted to 

know first. “Were you and my mom really in love?” It wasn’t the easiest or most subtle 

choice, but this would give her a read on how the conversation was going to go. She as 

good as knew it was true, and his answer to this would set the tone for how he was going 

to answer her questions. She knew fae couldn’t lie. 

 “Yes,” he said. She waited for more. Nothing came. 

 “Why did you leave, then?” 

 “I left,” he said, “because I needed to make my own way in the world if I were to 

ever deserve your mother. I got caught up in business and stayed away longer than I 

would have liked. While I was away Cathy—your mother—married Max.” It sounded 

like he had practiced saying that without emotion. 

 “What kind of business? What were you doing?” 
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 He waved his hand dismissively. “Settling accounts, managing projects… Boring 

stuff. I left initially to write a book. That never happened. The main thing is that your 

mother—unfaithful, fickle thing that she is—did not wait for me.” His eyes darkened and 

the corners of his mouth grew tight. 

 Emily frowned. “Don’t—” 

 Hawke continued, face relaxing as he spoke. “Ah, but who could blame her, 

really? She listened to no one but herself, and even then not always. She would often do 

things against even her own better judgment.” He chuckled. “Much like you, I’m 

assuming,” he said, turning his attention to Emily. 

 “You don’t know anything about me,” Emily said, more out of habit than with 

actual feeling. Her mind raced. He was avoiding her questions, but she didn’t think he 

had lied yet. 

 He smirked. “Maybe.” 

 They walked in silence for a few moments. To Emily’s surprise, Hawke picked up 

the conversation. “You really are just like your mother,” he said quietly. 

 “Yeah, you said that,” she said. 

 He smiled. “I just was not expecting it.” 

 Emily shrugged. “I’m a lot like Max, too.” 

 “Is that so?” Hawke asked. “Yes,” he corrected himself, “I suppose you would 

be.” She didn’t know how to respond to that. He spared her from making this any more 

uncomfortable. “Tell me about yourself,” he said. “The last time I saw you, you were so 

little. Three, maybe? Four?” He knew exactly how old she was. “You’ve grown up since 

then.” 
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 “What do you want to know?” She saved the and why for later. She sensed she 

only had a limited amount of whys before he became frustrated and stopped giving her 

anything. 

 “Everything,” he said, gesturing with his half-empty coffee cup. She narrowed her 

eyes. “You are family,” he said in way of explanation. “I have been remiss in knowing 

you, and for that I apologize.” 

 She didn’t believe him, not really, but she went along with it and told him 

amusing anecdotes from elementary school, who her friends were, how she was doing in 

school, her life with Lyssa and Max, her limited contact with Uncle Fenton, the fifteen 

different future occupations she had given equal priority. Enough to satisfy him, but 

nothing that could be used as leverage. She watched him for any signs something was out 

of the ordinary He didn’t blink as often as she thought he should, but that could be 

nothing. He listened intently to her stories, asking questions when he had them, laughing 

when he should, giving emotionally appropriate responses to her frustrations and sad 

stories. She avoided mentioning Cathy, or anything about her half-believed theory, and 

he didn’t seem to notice. By the time she finished talking, Emily felt oddly at ease with 

this man she hadn’t known a few hours ago. 

 “You are quite the spitfire,” he said when she had run out of stories. They had 

finished their coffees, and the sun was starting to sink behind the trees, lighting them with 

an unearthly glow. 

 “You called my mom that,” Emily said before she thought better of it. “Sorry. I 

found some of her old letters. You didn’t really need to know that. I didn’t read them all, 
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and I won’t if you don’t want me to…” She trailed off. That last part was a lie and they 

both knew it. 

 “I said you were like her,” he said. “I didn’t know she had kept them. Someone 

should have them.” 

 “Did you kill her?” Emily had been thinking about how to ask this since she first 

saw him. It just came out. 

 He smiled thinly. “There’s Max,” he said under his breath. “No,” he answered. 

 “But you were with her.” 

 “I was.” Emily raised her eyebrows and waited for an explanation. “If I were to 

die tonight,” he started, “would you have killed me?” 

 “I mean, I don’t know exactly what the future holds.” 

 He smirked. “But you see my point.” 

 “Yeah, I guess,” she said. “What happened then? You were the last one with her, 

right? And they couldn’t determine the cause of death. Why did you disappear? Why 

didn’t you tell anyone what happened? Where did you go?” 

 “After she was dead, there was nothing I could do.” He watched her face to gauge 

her reaction. She only looked curious, and a bit desperate. “I couldn’t handle it. I needed 

to clear my head. So I left. I thought after the fact that maybe I could finish that book I 

had barely started. It didn’t happen, but it kept me occupied for a few years. I was living 

in Barcelona, after the funeral, avoiding contact with anyone I had known except a few 

college friends.” 

 “Newt?” Emily asked out of curiosity. 

 He laughed. “Nico, yes. And a favorite professor of ours, Philip King.” 
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 “Why didn’t they look for you?” 

 “Who?” 

 “The police. Lyssa. My dad.” 

 “I knew the chief of police. I had kept up their website in college as a project. He 

called me for a statement, and I told him that Fenton had poisoned her and tried to poison 

me, but nothing came of that investigation and they ruled it an accident. I may have 

offered the chief some money if he did not bother me for more details, but no one can 

prove it either way.” 

 “What?” 

 “Anyone can be bribed,” he said. “That is—” 

 “No,” Emily interrupted. “Fenton poisoned her? Fenton poisoned her?” 

 “He had found out that I was back and that Cathy and I were seeing each other 

again. He threatened to tell Max. He had given her a box of chocolates—an after Easter 

sale, they were all wrapped—but when she ate them, she started to vomit, and she was so 

confused, and… and she died.” He choked on the last word. His voice turned to ice. “I 

am sure he thought she would share them with me. I am the one he hated, after all.” 

 Emily didn’t know what to say. She could feel herself getting overwhelmed, so 

she cleared her mind of anything but questions. “How do you know it wasn’t an 

accident?” 

 “You don’t know Fenton as I knew him. It was not an accident.” 

 “She was covered in bruises, wasn’t she? Why?” 
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 “We—” He stopped. He laughed once. “I’ll tell you when you’re older.” He 

winked and nudged her with his elbow. She took an instinctive step away, still trying to 

keep herself from being overwhelmed. He seemed to grow as she watched him. 

 “When did you come back, before?” 

 He studied her. “About one year before you were born.” He waited for her 

reaction, saw the wheels turning in her head. 

 “Would that— Are you— Is it— Are—” He let her stumble over words for a 

minute. 

 “Yes,” he said simply. 

 “No,” she said. He didn’t push it. 

 She had stopped on the path. He stopped, too. “Can we pause here for a 

moment?”  He pointed off the trail toward a small clearing with the remains of an illegal 

campfire. “It looks quite beautiful.” He wanted to give her time to process. Emily eyed 

the broken beer bottles only half covered by leaves and the low-hanging branches charred 

black. “And I’m not as young as I used to be,” Hawke added with a wry smile, shifting 

his weight to seem as though he were favoring his knee. 

 “You don’t look it,” Emily said. “Why are you telling me this? What do you 

want?” He raised an eyebrow. “Yes, we can stop,” she said. 

 “I want to get to know you,” Hawke said. 

 “Why now?” 

 “Because it would piss Max the hell off.” He gave her a wry smile and sat down 

in the grass, legs splayed in front of him. Emily shifted her weight from one foot to the 
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other, trying to figure out how to phrase her next question. Hawke looked up at her. “You 

have another question,” he said. It was a statement of fact. 

 “The last I heard of you, you were at my mom’s funeral. Where have you been 

since? You said Barcelona. But after that. Where were you? Why didn’t Lyssa know?” 

 “Lyssa knew,” he said. He paused. “I was lost. I felt—feel—like part of myself is 

missing. My heart was broken and my soul was empty, save for a need for answers and, 

as I found them, justice, reparation, revenge. I needed to get my thoughts into some sort 

of order, and I figured what better way to do that than to leave the country?” Emily 

nodded slightly, still standing a few feet away from him. “It did not work, though. I came 

back with no more of a clear plan than I had when I had left. Isn’t that always the way, 

though? You run away, hoping new circumstances will give you new inspiration, new 

ideas, and then, when you get back to reality, disillusioned and disappointed, an idea pops 

up right in front of you, drunk out of his mind and ripe for revenge?” He grinned. 

 No, she thought, but a morbid curiosity kept her from breaking his reverie. 

 “So there he was: Fenton.” He spat the name. “Sitting in the bar downtown that 

was eventually closed because of an infestation of rats—we can discuss the irony of that 

later—playing a game of cards and losing quite badly. Every hand he bet more money, 

each hand he lost made him that much more drunk. It was angelic. He saw me shortly 

after I arrived. 

 “‘This guy,’ he said to his friends, ‘is worthless.’ He laughed, and I had never 

hated him more than I did in that moment. I kept my face neutral throughout, though, and 

now I am glad I did. It made his end so much better.” He’s still alive, Emily thought. 

Right? Hawke kept talking. “‘Hey worthless,’ Fenton drawled on, ‘want to join the 
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game? Buy-in’s fifty, but we’ll let you in for twenty, since you’re disinherited and poor.’ 

He thought this was the funniest joke. He grinned stupidly, a look he had been perfecting 

since childhood. I used to punch it off his face, but I found that I had grown quite fond of 

it; I cherished it, and everything it stood for. 

 “I laid a hundred dollar bill down on the table—one I had stolen from him before 

I left the country, though he didn’t know that—and joined the game. I didn’t need the 

money. I had made enough of my own. But I enjoyed it. After I had won enough money 

that everyone was duly impressed and starting to eye me shiftily, but not so much that 

they hated me yet, I left. Fenton followed me out like a drunken puppy. ‘Where’re you 

staying?’ he slurred, eyeing the wad of cash still in my hand. I looked from the cash back 

to him, studying his face. He would be like putty in my hands. I gave him my most 

endearing smile, the one I saved for billionaires and women. 

 “‘With friends,’ I lied. 

 “‘No,’ he said. He threw his arm around my shoulder and stumbled a little. ‘You 

stay with family. Stay with me.’ He grinned at the wad of cash, though I think he actually 

meant that one for me. 

 “‘Thank you,’ I said, my voice velvet. ‘You’re too kind.’ A plan continued to 

form as I drove him home from the bar. He gave me the extra set of house keys and bade 

me come and go as I pleased. His little brat was there to greet us. When Fenton told me 

that Lyssa watched him most days, I convinced him that was unnecessary; I didn’t need 

her hanging around to witness this.” He came back to reality for a moment and his eyes 

focused on Emily, still standing near the path. 
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 “Sit,” he said. She sat where she was, suddenly unsure again. He smiled 

scornfully. “I will spare you the details of my scheme,” he said. “Suffice it to say I got 

the inheritance Fenton tried cheating me out of, and I got Cathy’s as well, which she no 

longer had a use for. Fenton, eventually, kept what little he could and got the hell out 

with his brat. I kept the house, as was my rightful due.” He paused, lost again in thought. 

His eyes grew more and more unfocused as the minutes ticked by. The last rays of 

sunlight were petering out, leaving the trees with an unearthly orange glow as the sky 

grew darker. Emily watched him warily, starting to worry.  She was just about to suggest 

leaving when Hawke spoke again. 

 “They didn’t want me.” His voice was flat, monotone. “They didn’t want me 

without her. I didn’t want to live without her. But you. You are the spitting image of your 

mother.” He turned his unfocused eyes to stare between the trees at the quickly darkening 

sky. “You are all I have left,” he said. Emily had to strain her ears to hear him. “Which is 

nothing, without her.” The last of the orange disappeared. A wind picked up, bending the 

trees menacingly toward them. “No,” he said with disbelief. “NO.” It came out half rasp, 

half groan. He reached one hand to his chest as if to pull out his own heart, the other 

reached for the trees and fell pathetically short. “Catherine,” he cried, and he started to 

sob, long and wretched wails punctuated with uneven gasps. Emily was completely at a 

loss for what to do. She sat there paralyzed, waiting for whatever this was to pass. He 

looked at her, his eyes unfocused. “I miss you, Catherine. I need you.” He leaned back in 

the grass. “My Cathy,” he sighed, letting out one last whimper. Then it was quiet. Emily 

sat where she was, giving him a moment to regain his composure before she told him that 
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she needed to leave. The evening had taken a turn for the weird, but she owed him that 

much she thought. It was quiet for a very long time. 
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Epilogue 

“The coroner declared it ‘heart-related issues.’” Emily stared into her latte, not 

really seeing it. “There could have been an undiagnosed mental illness contributing,” she 

said. “I think I heard someone say that.” Her fingers traced patterns on her leg. “I—I’ve 

never actually seen someone die.” She and Peter had been sitting on the corner couch in 

the coffee shop for nearly an hour. After determining that Emily was okay and getting the 

missing pieces of the story, Peter waited for her to start to process the events of the past 

few days. He had gone to the park as soon as he got her message. It took him about an 

hour to find them, but he stayed out of sight, out of earshot but within screaming 

distance, there just in case he would be needed. When Hawke stopped moving, he sat 

down by Emily’s side, startling her momentarily, but a welcome presence overall. He was 

also the one who had called 911. 

“I mean,” she continued, “I saw my grandpa get worse and worse in the hospital, 

but this. This was so different. So weird. So wrong. It’s like, one minute he was joking 

with me about Lyssa and then he was telling a, granted, kind of creepy story, and then he 

was dead. I didn’t realize it at first. I think that’s the worst part. He was just quiet and I 

thought, ‘oh, I’ll give him time to think, he’s obviously got some issues with his past to 

work through,’ but no. I just sat there frozen. I don’t know when he died, if it was 

immediate or if it took a couple minutes. Could I have saved him? Oh God, Peter, what if 

I had called an ambulance sooner? Did I kill him?” She buried her face in his bony 

shoulder, too exhausted to cry. His words kept swirling around in her head: If I were to 

die tonight, would you have killed me? She tried to force it away. Yes, she thought. No. 

Not directly. Maybe. I killed him. 
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 “Emily. Stop it.” His voice was severe. She looked up at him, not sure if she 

should be offended or not. He looked her in the eye. “Do not think like that,” he said. 

“There was nothing you could have done. You saw the report; this had been a long time 

coming. You went to the funeral. You even got your dad to go to the funeral and look sort 

of upset. That was quite the feat, I’m sure.” She put her head back down and nodded 

against his arm. “See? And you talked to him. You indulged his wish to meet you. You 

learned what you wanted to know.” 

 “My dad was furious,” she said. 

 “As rightly he should have been.” She sat up just so she could narrow her eyes at 

him. He laughed. “Did we ever figure out why he wanted to meet you suddenly?” 

 “He said he was my father. Implied it. He made me think it; I don’t know if he 

ever actually said it. But that couldn’t be true, right? I look like Max. I act like Max.” 

“From what I’ve heard, you look like your mom,” Peter said. 

“You’re not helping.” 

“You could get a paternity test.” 

“I can’t handle this.” She continued to draw shapes on her leg. “I don’t want to 

know,” she decided. “Max is my father.” 

Peter nodded. She could always change her mind later. 

“I told you what else he said, right? ‘They didn’t want me without her.’ ‘You’re 

all I have left, which is nothing.’” She flinched into his shoulder. “Is that common? 

People going crazy right before they die?” 
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 Peter shrugged. “It almost makes it sound like your theory was true after all.” He 

smirked. Emily punched him. “Kidding. But you have to admit it’s quite the 

coincidence.” 

 Emily leaned her head back against the couch. “I don’t know. I don’t even know 

how to know what I know, you know?” Peter chuckled and Emily gave a momentary 

half-smile. “I feel like I know even less about my mother than I did when this whole 

thing started.” 

 “What do you mean?” Peter asked. 

 “Everyone gave me different stories. I still don’t have answers.” 

 He hugged her. “What are you doing this weekend?” he asked. 

 “Not going to a funeral,” Emily replied, laughing humorlessly and knocking twice 

on the coffee table in front of them. “Why?” 

 “You need a break,” Peter said. “From real life. Or whatever this is right now. I’m 

still not entirely sure.” Emily huffed in agreement. “Point being, let’s go somewhere.” 

 “Go where?” 

 “My aunt—my other aunt, one who has normal stories, like ones about 

presidential elections or beach vacations—has an apartment in New York City. I’m sure 

she would let us stay with her for the weekend. She’s always telling me to come visit. 

What do you say?” 

 Emily deliberated for a moment. Max would be worried, sure, but he would 

probably be happy that she was getting out of this funk. He wouldn’t be too keen on the 

whole going with a boy thing, but if he knew they were staying with family, and had the 
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number… “Yeah,” she said, smiling genuinely for the first time that day, “that would be 

good. Let’s do it.” 

 

 

 Lyssa dropped them off at the train station Friday afternoon with a cheerful wave, 

a bag of cookies, and a few words of warning: “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do. If they 

offer you purses or watches, just ignore it. And, don’t forget, you owe me quite the story 

when you get back.” Emily nodded, wondering how she was going to even begin to 

broach the topic with Lyssa. She still wanted the truth about her mother, but she was 

trying to come to terms with never getting the whole story. She had asked Max earlier in 

the week if he would tell her anything, but he only gave her a vague response. 

“Sometime,” he had said. “All this,” here he frowned deeply at Emily’s black shoes 

sitting by the front door, the closest reminder of the weekend’s events, “has brought up 

some unpleasant memories that I haven’t quite resolved yet. But soon,” he said before 

going back to the book he had been reading. Emily wasn’t sure if she believed him or not. 

 Peter bought their tickets for the 4:46 train to Grand Central Station. “It’s not that 

far of a walk to the apartment from the station,” he had said as they were planning the 

trip. “A few blocks at most.” She packed light anyway, just in case he had underestimated 

the distance, as people with long legs were wont to do. When they found seats, Emily 

turned to Peter. 

 “Thank you,” she said. 

 “For what?” 
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 Emily thought about saying everything, but that just sounded too cliché. 

“Existing,” she said. 

 He smiled. “It’s about a two-hour train ride,” he said. “Why don’t you see if you 

can get some sleep? You could probably use it.” 

 “Are you saying I look tired? Because that’s definitely an insult. I look top of my 

game, thank you anyway.” 

 “Shh.” He flicked her softly in the forehead, and she scowled. “I’ll make sure no 

one steals our stuff.” 

 She gave up and leaned her head against the window, using her bunched up 

sweater as a pillow. As the train took off, she watched the trees and buildings flash by, all 

sort of melding into one long, blurry skyline. The people at the different platforms 

became one low, monotone buzzing and she swore, right before she drifted off, at an 

empty station somewhere around Harlem, she saw blue eyes and a leather jacket standing 

peacefully next to a blonde girl with Emily’s eyes and the smile she had only seen in 

pictures. Emily reached over to get Peter’s attention, but her limbs didn’t seem to want to 

obey her thoughts. The two looked straight at her, contentedness radiating from their 

faces. The train doors closed, and they waved. 
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Unquiet Sleepers: A Young Novelist’s Thoughts on Adaptation 

A dark, handsome stranger stands silhouetted on a hilltop, staring off into the 

distance as his coattails flap wildly about him. You can see pride in the set of his 

shoulders and a deep-set desperation in his stillness. He is passion incarnate. He turns to 

look at you and while your mind senses danger your soul is enthralled. He beckons, and 

you follow. 

 This man isn’t someone you would meet on the subway; he doesn’t frequent the 

drugstore on the corner. He is Heathcliff, as I first met him years ago, twice as menacing 

as anyone I’d seen and thrice as alluring. Emily Brontë’s tortured antihero captured my 

attention and captivated my imagination, drawing me into a world of passion and 

indecency where ghosts are more prevalent than good fortune. Wuthering Heights is, as I 

see it, a story about Heathcliff. It is his mysterious origins, his passion, and his decisions 

that drive the plot. I wanted to know Heathcliff. I didn’t like him and I didn’t understand 

him, but I wanted to. So I brought him into a world I knew and tried to pinpoint his 

motivations and desires. I watched him act, and react, and I grew quite fond of him. I 

grew quite fond of all my characters, really, which turned out to be a problem in a plot 

that cast human nature as the villain. So I branched out from human nature and thus 

Hawke was born. 

 

Adaptation as Theory 

 Adaptation and evolution of story is a concept that has fascinated me for years. A 

single story is never read without understanding it in a certain context. This context 

usually consists of the social and political climate surrounding the book’s conception and 
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release as well as the current climate surrounding the reader as he reads. A reader also 

brings to the story her own lens through which she understands, colored by her unique set 

of past experiences and personality quirks. This is why books resonate with different 

people differently and during different periods of life. A favorite book can be read five 

times, each read empathizing with a different struggle. It’s a story and a person evolving 

side by side. But stories themselves also evolve over time. 

 Folk tales and legends are a good example of this idea. Take, for example, the 

legend of Robin Hood. Everyone knows the character and any given person could 

probably name three different Robin Hood stories off the top of his head. The first 

complete Robin Hood story was printed in 1508 (Ebbutt and Matthews 119), and 

adaptations of the legend continue to be produced today. 

 I should pause here and define “adaptation” as it will continue to be used. 

Adaptation is both a product and a process. As a product, it is “an announced and 

extensive transposition of a particular work or works” (Hutcheon 7). It is a work that 

acknowledges derivation from another work, changing an aspect of the original—be it 

medium, genre, context, frame, or plot—to create something new and original. It is a 

fresh take on familiar story. Adaptation as a process involves interpretation and creation. 

In the words of Linda Hutcheon, it is “taking possession of another’s story, and filtering 

it, in a sense, through one’s own sensibility, interests, and talents” (18). It is the beauty of 

fiction (though this is true of other genres as well) that no two people experience a story 

in exactly the same way. So an adapter first interprets the story through the lens of her 

own life and experiences and then creates something new from her unique understanding. 
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 Returning to Robin Hood, throughout history each adapter of the legend brought 

to the story his own understanding of heroes and villains, of societal problems, of justice. 

He placed Robin Hood in Sherwood Forest, fighting present-day societal problems. The 

Adventures of Robin Hood (1938) had Robin fighting villains resembling Nazis. Robin 

Hood (2010) had Robin fighting big government and overtaxation. Robin: Lady of 

Legend (2012) had Robin fighting societal expectations for women. As times change, the 

story evolves to remain relevant and to appeal to new audiences, making an easily dated 

legend something timeless. Hutcheon compares this process to Darwin’s theory of 

evolution: much as species adapt to fit a given environment, so do stories (31). Most 

fairytales, too, have been told and retold countless times until they have morphed into 

what is known today. 

 As much as I would like to believe that stories are living, breathing organisms, 

they are not. They require authors and readers in order to evolve. So why make a story 

evolve in the first place? Often, some elements of a story timelessly speak to the human 

condition while others are lost in the march of time, thus making a great story obsolete. 

With Robin Hood, the image of the hero saving the common man from oppression 

translates to any person at any time, while the English language used in 1508 has changed 

drastically and the common man’s oppressor always has a new form of oppression. With 

Wuthering Heights, Catherine and Heathcliff’s passionate love despite the odds resonates 

with lovers of any century, while societal pressures have since shifted and Joseph’s 

Yorkshire accent is nearly unintelligible. 

 Even if a story, such as Wuthering Heights, is capable of being read and 

understood by most modern readers, there is something intriguing about seeing the same 
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characters and plot in a different context. It’s akin to the thrill of reading a favorite story 

again for the first time. There’s familiarity, but there’s also exciting change. An 

adaptation, Hutcheon theorizes, “is repetition but without replication, bringing together 

the comfort of ritual and recognition with the delight of surprise and novelty” (173). 

Adaptations are read for the familiarity, for the new take on an old story. “With 

adaptations,” Hutcheon says, “we seem to desire the repetition as much as the change” 

(9). While adaptations are written for much the same reasons, an author might feel 

responsible for breathing new life into a favorite story that she watches fading off the 

next generation’s radar, or she might feel like she could improve upon a badly-written 

story. Sometimes, as was my experience, the author might simply want to understand the 

characters or the story better, or pay homage to one of the greats. Books, especially the 

best ones, don’t like to be forgotten. They are unquiet sleepers, begging to be reread, 

reimagined, re-loved. 

 The most common form of adaptation is novel to film adaptation. This, obviously, 

allows for more freedom as the writer/director can choose to stay as close to the novel as 

possible or can take anywhere from three to a thousand creative liberties with it. A novel 

to novel adaptation must take an angle—either coming at the original from a different 

perspective or transplanting the characters through time and space. Most research done 

on adaptations concerns novel to film adaptation and, while a novelist may be able to 

learn something reading between the chapters on camera angle and casting choices, it 

seems that novel retellings are something that is just done without theoretical research. 

April Lindner, author of three modern retellings, says her preparation for writing an 

adaptation is to simply read the original novel many times over and listen to the 
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audiobook before bed. She tries to absorb the source material but then puts it away while 

writing in order to give her novel “a chance to grow and breathe and take on a life of its 

own” (Lindner). Additionally, since this is a small (but slowly growing) subgenre, there 

isn’t an immediate need for much adaptation theory. All theoretical research I’ve found 

points to Linda Hutcheon’s A Theory of Adaptation. 

 So, with an absence of theoretical research on retelling a classic novel, I turned 

instead to adaptations that had already been written or produced, focusing on adaptations 

that brought classic characters and storylines into modern settings. Jane Austen and 

Shakespeare are the favorite choices for this type of work, though a few modern 

retellings of Wuthering Heights exist. There are even not one, but three Wuthering 

Heights musicals, though sadly, after hours of searching, I couldn’t find any in their 

entirety. Wuthering Heights is very grounded in place—the English moors provide not 

only a reason for the characters’ isolation, but they reflect the wildness inherent in 

Heathcliff’s and Catherine’s characters. This wildness also makes Heathcliff and 

Catherine difficult characters to understand and thus reimagine. This is part of what 

makes them so appealing. I thought that if other people had managed it, I could as well. 

So I set out to see how others had done it. 

 

Adaptation in Print 

 There are many ways to come at an adaption and, even just in the realm of 

Wuthering Heights retellings, there are too many to delve into each at length. The Lost 

Child tells of Heathcliff’s origins and Nelly Dean tells the story of, you guessed it, Nelly 

Dean. Wuthering Nights is an erotic retelling and Wuthering Heights: A Weather Primer 
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is a children’s board book that takes quotes from the original novel to teach children 

about the weather. In my research I came across five main categories that most 

adaptations—especially Wuthering Heights adaptations—fit into. The first category is 

those stories that take the setting from the original novel and then make a few references 

to the original amidst a completely different plot and often different characters. 

(Examples include Wuthering Heights adaptations Solsbury Hill and Withering Tights, 

and Shakespeare adaptation Wondrous Strange.) The second category includes stories 

which retell the original novel in its original setting but from a different character’s point 

of view, usually using the events of the original novel as a reference point. (Wuthering 

Heights adaptation Nelly Dean, and Robin Hood adaptation Scarlet.) The third category 

involves stories that transport the characters and some elements of the original plot to a 

different setting, often present day America or Europe. (Many adaptations fall into this 

category: Wuthering Heights adaptations Black Spring, Catherine, Abide With Me, and 

Wuthering Hearts; Jane Eyre adaptation Jane; The Taming of the Shrew adaptation 10 

Things I Hate About You; and Emma adaptation Clueless, to name a few.) The fourth 

category includes sequels and prequels, stories that use the characters and setting in a 

different plot. (Wuthering Heights adaptation The Lost Child, and Emma adaptation 

Emma & Knightly.) And the fifth category is composed of stories that take the original 

novel and add an extra element to it. (Wuthering Heights adaptation Wuthering Nights, 

Pride and Prejudice adaptation Pride and Prejudice and Zombies, and Jane Eyre 

adaptation Jane Slayre.) The first and fourth categories take more creative license with 

the original story than do the other three and while they do still count as adaptations, they 

are derivative works rather than retellings. I planned to do a retelling of Wuthering 
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Heights, so, for the purpose of this project, I focused my reading mainly on young adult 

novels that transported the characters and storyline into a modern setting—the feat I was 

about to attempt. Here, I will discuss three novels and one film, all modern retellings of 

Wuthering Heights aimed at young adult audiences that show different complications 

involved in adapting a classic novel for a modern time and audience. 

 The first Wuthering Heights retelling I read was Solsbury Hill by Susan M. 

Wyler, a modern love story set on the English moors. Eleanor, the protagonist, finds out 

that she is to inherit the estate Wuthering Heights was based on, so she goes to England, 

runs into the ghosts of Heathcliff, Catherine, and Emily Brontë, falls in love with a man 

who is not her fiancé, and attempts to break a family curse about picking the wrong 

suitor. This book falls under the first unofficial category of adaptations—books that take 

the setting from the original novel and then make a lot of references to the original—

though the plot and characters are very loosely based on Wuthering Heights. Another that 

falls into this category would be Withering Tights, a story about a teenage girl attending a 

dance school on the Yorkshire moors. I personally don’t appreciate this style of 

adaptation because it strikes me as an author trying to cash in on a big name while not 

truly understanding nor paying homage to the original, though since these novels exist, 

others must disagree. Solsbury Hill was not very good as either an adaptation or a novel 

in general—the characters were forced and the plot was unrealistic, and the connections 

to Wuthering Heights left me dissatisfied and a bit confused. It was a disappointing start 

to my personal research, and I hoped the others would be better.  

 The next adaptation I read was Black Spring by Alison Croggon. I had read other 

novels by Croggon previous to this project, so I had high hopes. This adaptation fell into 
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the third unofficial category of adaptations: retelling the story in a different setting. The 

story starts as an almost exact parallel of Wuthering Heights with the Lockwood 

character travelling to the grim North and meeting his housekeeper, Anna, the Nelly 

Dean character, who tells him of the story of Lina and Damek—Cathy and Heathcliff. 

Croggon adds an element of magic to this fantasy setting, making Lina a witch and 

killing the Mr. Earnshaw character and half the town through a magical event called “the 

vendetta.” Still, the story follows the original closely. She makes a few other seemingly 

minor changes, such as making Lina an only child and Damek a ward sent from the king, 

but these soon spiral into bigger and bigger changes. Because Damek doesn’t have a 

questionable history and heritage, the other characters are opposed to him only for his 

personality, which they are able to easily get over. Any racial prejudice is directed toward 

Lina, the witch, making her the more volatile and persecuted of the two. Since Lina is an 

only child, Croggon had to introduce a Hindley character another way, so she brought 

Masko to inherit the property instead. It’s a minor change, in the scheme of things, but 

one that leads to Lina getting raped and Damek attempting murder. When this attempted 

murder fails, Damek leaves, and the Catherine/Heathcliff story is suddenly no longer 

inhibited by Cathy’s societal sensibilities, so when Damek comes back, there are no 

negative feelings between the two and readers are left with no reasons why they shouldn’t 

be together other than Lina’s pesky marriage.  

Black Spring, out of all the retellings I read, is the best example of the snowball 

effect, especially because it starts out so close to the original. Croggon makes a minor 

change to the storyline and, in order to account for that change, makes a bigger change, 

and then a bigger one, and a bigger one, until there’s a major deviation from the source 
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material. This was the first major pitfall I knew I had to watch out for when writing my 

own adaptation. While Alison Croggon made it work, I knew if I weren’t careful, I would 

too soon be left with a tangled web of changes, an avalanche of plot snowballs that would 

threaten to crush my retelling. The best way to avoid this dilemma I found in one of the 

next retellings I read. 

 Catherine by April Lindner sets Wuthering Heights in a New York City 

nightclub, and it also falls into the third category of adaptations. Lindner avoids the 

snowball effect by making the story her own from the outset. The novel follows the 

alternating perspectives of Catherine, the daughter of a nightclub owner in love with a 

musician named Hence, and her daughter Chelsea, who goes searching for answers after 

she finds out her mother didn’t die but disappeared. There’s no narrating Nelly Dean 

character; the novel opts instead for first person accounts from both girls. Catherine has a 

similar arc to Wuthering Heights, at least in the first generation—Hence shows up out of 

nowhere with a bad boy attitude and he and Catherine fall in love while the Hindley 

character, Quentin, antagonizes them until Hence leaves and marries a groupie and 

Catherine marries Chelsea’s father. The second generation is where the train derails and 

leaves the source material far behind. Chelsea’s search for her mother and for answers 

leads her to talk to all of her mother’s old acquaintances, including Hence, who, true to 

character, is grumpy and unhelpful. Finally, she manages to track down her uncle 

Quentin and pays him a visit in his secluded house decorated with dead animals and guns. 

It’s shown that Quentin has gone almost completely crazy, culminating in his admitting 

to murdering Catherine and threatening to murder Chelsea. Then Hence shows up. He 

tracked Chelsea to Quentin’s house and puts himself between Chelsea and Quentin’s gun, 
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protecting her. Quentin shoots, Hence dies, and the cops show up to rescue Chelsea. 

Hence is now a fully redeemed and completely sympathetic character—something 

Heathcliff never was. The end of each character’s story is drastically changed: Catherine 

commits to infidelity and abandons her child, Hindley loses his mind and becomes a 

murderer, and Heathcliff dies as a sacrifice for Catherine’s daughter. It’s a fulfilling end 

to the story Lindner set up, but, knowing the story of Wuthering Heights, the end left me 

disappointed and feeling like it should have stayed truer to the original. So I found 

another hazard to avoid while writing: keep the character arc of (at least) the most 

important characters. 

 Possibly the best modern adaptation of Wuthering Heights I found was the film 

Wuthering High School. The movie itself was awful and filled with atrocious acting, but 

the translation of the story into a modern setting was actually quite good, which is why I 

am including it in a list of novels. This movie also falls into the third category of 

adaptation. Set in Malibu, the story starts out shortly after Mrs. Earnshaw passes away 

and a distraught Cathy explains in a voiceover that her brother, Lee, is addicted to drugs 

and has a death wish, her ex-best friend Ellen Dean has made her a social pariah, and 

Eddie and Belle Linton are nice people and friends to everyone. Mr. Earnshaw owns a 

clothing business and is lost in grief, but one day, out of a sense of duty, he brings home 

the Hispanic son of one of his workers who had been deported. The son switches to the 

fancy prep school and doesn’t fit in with the white rich kids. This son is, of course, 

Heath, and he and Cathy proceed to develop a relationship while Heath and Lee get into 

fights, the hatred intensifying after Heath tells Mr. Earnshaw of Lee’s drug problem and 

Lee is sent away to Moorside rehab. Eddie later takes Cathy to the prom, where he and 
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Heath get into a fight. Heath overhears Cathy telling Ellen that she (Cathy) should love 

Eddie, not Heath, and Heath runs away, partially in anger, but mostly to look for his 

mother in Mexico, though no one but the audience knows this. Meanwhile, Mr. Earnshaw 

has a heart attack and dies, but not before he split his estate between Cathy and Heath and 

disinherited Lee. An 18-year-old Heath comes back while Cathy and Lee are at the 

funeral, changes the locks, and kicks Cathy and Lee out. Cathy goes over to make up, and 

Heath tells her he loves her. She says she loves him, too, before drowning herself in the 

ocean. Heath misses the funeral, goes and digs up her grave, and the movie ends with one 

last voiceover: Cathy explaining that she haunts Heath and doesn’t understand how 

anyone could rest quietly. There’s a subplot of Cathy having messed around with Ellen’s 

boyfriend, Lockwood (there for namedropping purposes, of course), and the two of them 

making up, but past that, the plot and characters are nearly perfectly translated from the 

original. Wuthering High School keeps the plot, the characters, the themes of racial 

prejudice and unsustainable passion, and it successfully keeps human nature as the villain 

in all the characters—a feat many other adaptations (even straight book to movie 

adaptations) don’t accomplish. 

 

Adaptation in Practice 

 After reading (and watching) many modern adaptations of classic novels—mostly 

Wuthering Heights, but some Jane Austen and William Shakespeare as well for a sense of 

perspective—and going back through Wuthering Heights itself and some critical essays 

about it and its characters, I set out to start my own adaptation. Making sure to avoid the 

troubles I saw lurking behind other adaptations, I tried to craft a plot that would both stay 
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true to the story and characters while also keeping the interest of a young adult audience. 

I knew I wanted to tell the story from the perspective of Catherine’s daughter, whom I 

named Emily after the woman who first dreamed up the characters of Heathcliff and 

Catherine. I also knew that I wanted my story to be named after my Heathcliff character 

because, after all, it would be a story about him. I plotted out a few different storylines, 

none of which I was particularly happy with. So one day, in a fit of frustration, I started 

to think outside the box. What if Heathcliff were an alien? I asked myself. Or a faerie? 

Then I went, “Huh.” I drew up a new outline, named my characters, and set to work. 

Hundreds of hours later I ended up with the draft of Hawke as it appears here. 

 One reason to write an adaptation is to introduce a new audience to an old story. 

While my adaptation was primarily fueled by my desire to understand the complex 

characters of Wuthering Heights, my choice of genre was affected by my desire to bring 

an interest in Wuthering Heights to a young audience. When I first read Wuthering 

Heights in high school, I hated it. I wonder, had I read a modern adaptation first, if I 

would have enjoyed it more. So I wrote Hawke for a high school version of myself, in the 

hopes that it would have gotten me excited to read the original. Don’t get me wrong: I am 

in no way attempting to supplant the one and only Wuthering Heights. Often, as I wrote 

my adaptation, I sat and waited for the ghost of Emily Brontë to rise from this quiet earth 

and slap me across the face. She hasn’t yet, so I’m choosing to believe that I haven’t yet 

done too great a disservice to the original. 

 As I ran with the faerie theme, I realized that not only did it add my own unique 

take on the story, it played on the racial prejudices present in the source material and it 

accounted for the almost unexplainable cruelty present in these passionate characters. The 
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ambiguity left in my story (Were they faeries? Were they human?) allows for an innocent 

Emily to understand her mother without embracing the darkness in the world but also 

allows, for the more cynical readers, for the villain in the story to remain human nature. 

There needs to be more mystery present in my story for this ambiguity to work as well as 

I want it to, but I’ll return to that later. I tried to retain some of the original motifs, as 

well, such as the windows, the supernatural, and the connection with nature. 

 Wuthering Heights doesn’t just show Catherine and Heathcliff connected to 

nature, though, they are specifically connected with the moors. The moors are almost a 

character themselves in the novel with their wild weather, their rocky and nearly barren 

appearance, and their vastness. They strand the characters in their respective homes and 

allow Catherine and Heathcliff to escape into a terrain that reflects their natures. 

Transporting the characters into 21st century America provided me a hole to fill, one 

equally as wild and isolating as the moors. This turned out to be not as hard as I thought it 

would be. Wuthering High School exchanged the moors for money in Malibu and showed 

me that people can be wild and isolated even while surrounded by people. I analyzed this. 

Just changing the physical setting would have been bordering on impossible, but 

changing the time as well allowed for more freedom. Today, in an excessively connected 

society, isolation is lauded as something desirable. We don’t see a problem with children 

being homeschooled and playing outside all day—in fact, it’s encouraged. The wild 

behavior this freedom brings is called ambition and fire and is admired. So the only trait I 

had to work to show was cruelty, a trait human nature has the ability to revert to without 

proper socialization. The moors were replaced by a combination of chosen isolation, 

improper socialization, and east coast forests, and a similar effect was achieved. 
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 While the characters of Wuthering Heights are, to an extent, the product of their 

surroundings, they are also just horrible people, at least according to Nelly Dean, from 

whose perspective the story is told (presuming Lockwood can be trusted). She was 

personally involved in the events of the narrative and was thus able to only tell her side of 

the story. But every story has more than one side. Nelly is an unreliable narrator because 

she is unable to be fully objective and, thanks to this, the reader has no idea whether she 

is telling the events as she saw them or as she thinks they should have happened, had she 

always done the right thing, or the dramatic thing. The reader cannot ever completely 

trust her. I chose to frame my narrative through Lyssa’s storytelling in order to achieve 

this effect. I discovered that crafting an unreliable narrator is more difficult than it seems 

because readers want to trust the characters that are telling them the story. As an author, I 

had to work to achieve mistrust, and while I succeeded to an extent, I want Lyssa to be 

more of an unreliable narrator. That will be one of the main issues I will wrestle with in 

any future drafts. 

 Cathy was relatively easy to nail down, once I had an image of her in my head. 

She is a spoiled and headstrong child with a penchant for throwing tantrums. I’ve met a 

few girls like her and it wasn’t hard to channel them all into one character. Max (my 

Edgar equivalent) was also relatively simple. He is the reliable but boring, forever in 

second-place lover. I’ve also met my fair share of Max characters. Hindley is absent for 

most of the novel, so I sent Fenton first to high school and football practice, and then into 

the Navy. He returns briefly to make everyone’s lives miserable, but then Cathy moves 

out and we lose touch with him. He makes a brief appearance as Hawke takes revenge, 

but the focus is not on him. I want more of Fenton in the story, but for the moment he 
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serves his purpose. I chose not to include Isabella Linton because she functions most 

often as a plot device. She is used by Heathcliff for revenge, and that revenge I found just 

as easily in an unnamed girl and a keyed car. 

Hawke, however, was my problem child. Heathcliff is such an incredibly complex 

character; no one since Emily Brontë has been able to recreate him in quite the same way. 

He is cruel, he is petty, he is passionate and possessive, self-controlled and wild. He is 

ruthless and sociopathic and self-destructive. He is a classic example of nature vs. 

nurture, and it is unclear which is the more powerful force. He is obviously not someone 

you would want as your neighbor (Lockwood makes that quite clear), yet he shows up at 

number one on modern lists of top literary hunks (gossipicon). He is both loved and hated 

by readers everywhere, often at the same time. He fascinates me. 

 Whether Hawke is a faerie or not, I tried to imbue him with as many of these traits 

as I could. I ran into a problem, however, when these traits didn’t add up to a real person. 

There is a thin line, in writing fiction, between pushing the boundaries of human 

existence and creating an unbelievable character. As I added more of these traits, I 

shuffled closer and closer to that line until I inevitably crossed it. I don’t know exactly 

which trait pushed him over the edge—possibly the all-consuming romance on top of a 

series of heartless negative traits—but I knew I had to step back and reconsider Hawke as 

a character. I tried to base his actions on people I knew, but I knew no one that cruel or 

that passionate. I tried to base his character off of a series of other fictional characters, but 

none were both that ruthless and that in love. I knew I had to climb into Heathcliff’s head 

and really figure out what made him do the things he did. What I found surprised me. He 

wasn’t nearly as consciously malicious as I thought he was: he has sociopathic tendencies 
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and years of seeing people’s reactions to his sociopathic actions have led him to 

understand how to manipulate people. Under this manipulative surface, however, boils 

passion he’s not quite sure what to do with. Most of it gets poured out toward Cathy, but 

the rest leaks out into interactions when he’s overwhelmed with emotion. 

Everyone reads a story differently. Each person has his own interpretation of the 

characters and, in more ambiguous stories, his own idea of what happened in the plot. As 

a visual example, imagine each character has an aura. I see Heathcliff’s aura as a 

midnight blue, while someone else might see it as a soul-sucking black. I might be the 

only one who sees it as midnight blue, but that just gives me a unique take on the story 

for my retelling. I struggled with this, with how many liberties I could take in my 

understanding of the characters. But as I wrote, I realized that eventually the characters 

had to become my own or my story would fall flat: there’s only so much studying one 

can do before she reaches the point of diminishing returns. So, I told myself: study, 

analyze, channel, forget. It’s similar to playing sports, training until you don’t 

consciously think about what you’re doing. The unconscious part is just as important as 

the thinking about it. Thus Hawke became my own sociopathic, prideful, ne’er-do-well 

with an excess of emotions he’s never quite sure how to handle. He’s my spoiled child, 

my possessive romantic, and my tortured poet. He is Heathcliff, but more so he is Hawke. 

It turned out that Hawke wasn’t as “bad” as Cathy. She threw more tantrums, she 

cursed more, she was less likable. I tried fixing this a few different ways, but none of 

them worked. I realized that it wasn’t necessarily a fault in my characterization of them, 

it was the society they were in. Today, a wild, spoiled, emotionally unstable woman is 

inevitably going to be seen as worse than a man with the same qualities. These are the 
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same traits they had in the original, but Heathcliff and Edgar had all the power so we 

sympathized with Catherine. Now that Cathy is as much a functioning member of society 

as Hawke is, her behavior becomes inexcusable. So I let her be worse. He is cruel and 

possessive—traits apparently now romanticized—and she is worse. 

As I discovered my characters, I had to place them in the action. I took the 

approach that April Lindner did with Catherine and made the story my own from the 

start, but I vowed to keep the character arcs. I found, though, as I got deeper into the 

psyches of my characters, that I didn’t want to keep the arc. I understand why Lindner 

redeemed Hence. But I made a promise to myself and I worked around that. Emily is 

searching for answers about her mother’s death (and life). Very few women die in 

childbirth anymore and even fewer men die of a cold, so I had to create new reasons for 

Cathy and Hawke’s deaths. Cathy was poisoned, and Hawke died of a heart condition. 

Both of these diagnoses are up for interpretation, and therein lies some of Emily’s 

struggle and her reason for learning of her mother’s history. Max believes that Hawke 

killed Cathy, Hawke believes that Fenton killed Cathy, the police don’t actually know 

what happened, and it is left up to the reader to decide what actually happened. As of 

right now, Hawke is not nearly as suspenseful as it could be. The skeleton is there, but it 

needs to be fleshed out. I had trouble building the mystery, in part because it was on the 

second edit that Cathy died of mysterious causes, and in part because Wuthering Heights 

is not a mystery. 

 One of my greatest struggles while writing Hawke was trying to balance how 

close I stayed to the original with how much I made it my own. I felt disloyal to Emily 

Brontë every time I made a change too far from the original. I plan to return to this novel 
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in the future, after I take some time to gain a sense of perspective. Many of the edits that 

need to happen when I return to it take me further from the original story and characters 

and thus currently make me uneasy. I hope time and perspective cure me of that, though I 

feel the uneasiness starting to lessen already as I grasp more fully my emerging novel. 

 Most of my future edits involve fleshing out the characters and story, though 

some are specific changes that require a lot of reworking. The school scene in chapter 

three needs to take place not in a school, as current rules prohibit strange men from 

entering schools looking for minors. I don’t know what other place would have as much 

power while still remaining a single scene, though. Cathy’s death and the surrounding 

hubbub need to be more factual, and I’d like Emily at some point to visit the house in 

which her mother grew up. The final conversation with Hawke needs more weight and 

more of a surreal feel to it. It needs to be critical and climactic. 

In general, there needs to be more drama surrounding Cathy’s death and more 

suspense as Emily finds out crucial bits of information about the past and the present. 

Each of my characters needs to be fleshed out as well, starting with Hawke and Cathy. I 

have their basic characters described, but they need to be more complex, more 

interesting, and definitely more in love. Lyssa, as well, needs a life. I hint at what she 

does for a living and how she occupies her time, but in the story she seems to have no life 

outside of dealing with teenagers, a fate she doesn’t deserve. Max also deserves more of 

part to play—his part is as passive as his character. Each of these characters plays their 

part well for the drama I have created, but I could make my novel half again as long 

easily just by giving my characters fuller lives and backstories.  
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In the same vein, I need to flesh out the character of the Otherworld. This, in a 

sense, is also a stand-in for the moors. It is wild, it is primitive, it is otherworldly, just 

like Hawke and Cathy. But the fae aspect is not as interspersed throughout the narrative 

as I would like it to be. The idea was to have a teenage Emily holding on to the childish 

idea of faeries in the same way that an adult knows that superstitions are nonsense but 

throws salt over his shoulder anyway. I struggled with showing this thought process 

throughout the novel, and I am not entirely sure whether or not I succeeded. I know there 

is more I can do with this, but much of it would require a restructuring of the novel and 

narration, which I am more than willing to do when I come back to this project. The 

Otherworld and its influence on Emily need to be as prevalent as the moors are in 

Wuthering Heights, and right now the Otherworld is just a childish fantasy. 

In order to accomplish some of these tasks, I plan to expand my narration. There 

are a few ways I could do this. I plan to definitely bring in more voices in the future—I 

want Fenton to tell his side of the story, I want Berkley’s speculations on what really 

happened, I want Newt to tell his story. I like Lyssa, but she provides a very one-sided 

argument. As with life, in this novel, more drama can be created by more people. With 

this set-up, I plan to make the present day narration either third-person omniscient or 

Emily’s first person. The beauty of third-person narration is the ability to get into every 

character’s head. I discovered, as I was writing, why most young adult novels are written 

in the first person—it’s much easier to show thoughts and emotions that way. Another 

option would be to switch back and forth between present and past, as Lindner did with 

Catherine, but that would create a different drama than the mystery surrounding Cathy’s 

death that I am building toward in this draft. 
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This draft is, of course, just that: a draft. It is a second draft, immensely better 

than the first, but I suspect this novel will go through at least three more drafts, each 

immensely better than the previous, before it is anywhere even remotely close to being 

publishable. I accomplished my purposes for this novel in a very practical way, found 

new purposes and pathways as I was trying to accomplish old ones, and have watched it 

morph from a theory, to an idea, to a novel, and then to a better novel. And I plan to 

watch it eventually become a novel worthy of being sold in bookstores and put on hold at 

libraries. 

 

Conclusion 

 Writing a modern adaptation is hard. Writing a modern adaptation of Wuthering 

Heights is harder, something I should have picked up when not even a straight book to 

movie adaptation can quite capture the character of Heathcliff or the passion present in 

any of the characters. But it was a worthwhile venture. I gained insight into the characters 

of Wuthering Heights, my initial goal, and I learned a lot both about writing adaptations 

and writing novels in general. I also learned that spending too much time in the mind of 

Heathcliff can take a toll on one’s psyche. But I am the better for it. All of it.  
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