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Chapter 1

Sarah had been thinking a lot about her Grandmother
Lily lately. Since overhearing her father’s phone conversation
between him and her grandmother a few weeks ago, she had convinced
herself that Lily wasn't really crazy, and that her father was
hiding something – something big.

Knowing she had no way of proving anything, she tried
to clear the thought from her mind. What difference does it make
anyway. Her father had forbidden her from seeing her
grandmother, telling her and her sister that she was not well. The
word dementia had been brought up, and while Sarah didn’t know
exactly what that entailed, she knew it wasn’t good.

Her thoughts came back to the present as she walked
in the house after school. It was unusually quiet. Typically Jenny
and her father would already be at the kitchen table tackling her
homework together. She noticed a note on the fridge:

“Sarah, can you start dinner tonight - spaghetti.
Took Jenny to the library to help her with her geography report.
Mom will be home around 5:30. Should be back for dinner around six.
Dad.”

Sarah groaned. She knew from past experience that
'start dinner' meant have it on the table by the time we get home.
It was only four though, so she had a bit of time to herself. She
couldn’t help thinking this might be the perfect time to do a
little digging about her grandmother.

Her mind drifted to her father's office. It was
forbidden territory, especially when he was not in there. She
irrationally looked over her shoulder, knowing no one was home. She
had no idea what she might be looking for, or where to begin, but
she did know one thing. Being in here made her very nervous. Her
hands were sweating as she crept slowly, afraid to risk any swift
movements and possibly disturb something from its proper place.

In the middle of the room was her father's antique
writing desk. She held her breath as she carefully slid open the
front drawer, every creak making her neck sweat like it only did
after a run. It proved to be of no help, containing only blank
paper, pens and pencils. The left bank of drawers was just as
useless, harboring only household files for bills, and large, dense
looking chemistry books, presumably for his current research
projects. She moved to the right hand drawers, cautiously glancing
up as she did so. All she found was more stationery in the first
two. She’d nearly given up hope when she tried the bottom drawer.
It was locked. Sarah was disappointed but intrigued. She'd never
noticed before that any of these drawers even had a lock, and she
certainly couldn't remember ever seeing a key for one.

What is in that drawer? She found herself
wondering if her mother knew there was a locked drawer in her
father's office. She questioned, for the briefest moment, if they
kept secrets from each other. The thought made her uneasy.

Pulling herself away from her thoughts, she continued
searching, either for the key, or something else that might give
her a clue to her mysterious grandmother. She looked around for
another twenty minutes or so, moving slowly and meticulously. Other
people were allowed to see their grandparents, to talk about them.
Even when they were sick – especially then. Why couldn’t she?

Sarah could not leave any evidence she'd been there.
She'd nearly abandoned her quest, deciding that if she didn't get
dinner started soon, she might give herself away, when she spotted
something - something that brought back a vivid memory from her
childhood. It was a small trinket box, dark blue, with gold legs
and a beautiful gold star on top, hiding behind the mantle clock,
barely visible. It was unmistakably similar to one she'd seen in
her grandmother's round room so many years ago. She had only been
in that room once, but she would never forget it.

 


“Ah, I see you've found my moon box.” Her
grandmother's voice flooded back to her as though she heard it
everyday.

Sarah held the masterpiece in her hands, surprised by
its substantial weight. Her grandmother's version of the box had a
gold crescent moon on top. It was cold and smooth as she traced it
with her fingertip, fascinated by its beauty.

“It's a magic box you know.”

Her eyes lit up, waiting excitedly for her
grandmother to elaborate.

“Sarah, put that down.” She jumped, nearly dropping
the delicate box. Her father had come to the door looking for her.
There was an odd note of panic in his voice. Somehow she managed to
fumble the trinket box back onto the table before she did any
damage.

“Come with me now Sarah.” The seriousness in his
voice, combined with his angry look directed toward her grandmother
was clear.

Sarah ran out of the room immediately, her father
following close behind. She expected a reprimand for whatever it
was she'd done wrong, not knowing exactly what that was, but her
father never spoke of the incident again. While she was curious
about it, she was not curious enough to ever bring it up again.
That was seven years ago. It was the last time she had seen
Grandmother Lily.

She now held in her hand another version of this
'magic box' that had caused such distress in her father so many
years ago. Because she'd never again been alone with her
grandmother, she was never able to get any more information about
it. Sarah traced her finger around the star, just as she had the
moon so many years ago. Aside from the emblem, the two boxes were
identical. This was it - she could feel it. A wave of excitement
rushed through her. She was certain this box contained the answers
she was looking for.

Sarah slowly lifted the hinged lid, fully expecting
to find a miracle, most likely in the form of a key, but instead
found nothing but air. Her heart sank. Whatever had previously been
contained in the unusual ornament was no longer there. “What does
it mean?” Sarah was deflated - she'd run out of time. She had no
choice but to return the box to the mantle, being careful to place
it exactly where she'd found it. She regretfully left the study to
get dinner started, but her mind remained on the locked drawer.

 



Chapter 2

Sarah's grandmother once told her to be content to be
the ordinary girl because it is only the ordinary girl who gets to
become extraordinary. Until then, Sarah hated being so average.
After, though, it didn't seem quite so bad. She just had to wait to
become something special.

There had been brief moments - very brief moments,
when Sarah had caught a glimpse of special. She remembered a time
when she was six or seven, running through a field full of
grasshoppers. They were hitting her body as she ran, not hard
enough to hurt, but enough to know she was surrounded by intense
energy.

Sarah knew in that moment, that fleeting encounter
with nature, that she was special. That she had a purpose. She knew
her life would be important. She couldn't recall many other moments
like this, and the memory had become dim and faded.

Reality really kicked in when her little sister Jenny
had become just a little bit prettier, and a little bit smarter
than she was. Jenny was four and a half years younger, but was
regarded, pretty much unanimously, as a beautiful little genius by
the age of eleven.

Sarah, at almost sixteen was collectively regarded as
extraordinarily ordinary. She had always been average height,
average weight, had done average in school, and by just about any
standards, looked pretty darn average too.

In fact, she often thought of herself as the color
equivalent of beige. It was plain, simple, neutral and dependable.
Pretty much everything she hated about herself. She even looked
beige, with her mousy blond hair and pale complexion. If only she
could have been more exotic like her friend Aurora, who had
jet-black hair and perfect mocha skin, with the most striking pale
violet eyes like in a watercolor painting. She was daring and
adventurous too. When Sarah considered something impossible, or
dared not consider it at all, Aurora would jump at the chance. She
even had a tattoo. Sarah thought the ornate, triangular design was
amazing, and so completely Aurora, but she would never think
something like that could ever be a possibility for her. Her
parents would freak out, and truthfully, she was sure she wouldn’t
be able to pull it off. She would just end up looking stupid.

Even Sarah’s best friend Matt, who was far from what
anyone would consider distinguished or handsome, had a healthy,
rosy glow to go with his dark auburn hair. His friendly brown eyes
always made him look jovial and upbeat, as opposed to Sarah, who
always got asked what was wrong, even when she felt perfectly
content.

She looked at the students surrounding her. There
were the athletes, the popular girls, the bookworms. She was always
on the outskirts. Even shy, quiet Violet, with her gorgeous
platinum hair and pretty, girl-next-door innocence had more allure
in her left elbow than Sarah had in her whole body.

While she was staring, she inadvertently caught
Violet’s gaze. Damn, I hate it when that happens. Sarah
instinctively looked down into her book, but realizing she was
being rude, turned her head back up again and forced out an
embarrassed smiled. Violet smiled back, giving a quick, shy wave,
promptly averted her eyes back to the ground.

“Do you want to go to the street fair on
Saturday?”

“What?” Sarah had forgotten that she wasn't
alone.

Aurora looked impatient, taking a sip from her diet
coke. “Visiting dreamland there for a minute were you?”

Sarah blushed.

“I asked if you wanted to go to the street fair on
Saturday. You can bring Matt if you want.”

Aurora didn't understand Sarah's lifelong friendship
with Matt, but she usually tolerated it reasonably well.

“Yeah, I would love to go with you, but my parents
always make me go with them and Jenny. It's so embarrassing.”

“Can't you just ask them if you can go with us? Or
maybe we could meet up there?”

“That would be so much better than watching them
follow Jenny's every whim.” Sarah really didn't want a repeat of
last year's horror of bumper cars and merry-go-rounds.

“Ask them tonight then. I’ve got to get going.
There's supposed to be a really good band playing in the evening.
Call me when you find out.”

“Okay.”

Aurora was already halfway across the library before
Sarah could answer. She hated going to the stupid fair with her
family, but the thought of going with Matt and Aurora made it seem
kind of exciting again.

 


Sarah was in her room just before dinner, staring at
the ceiling, trying to figure out how to ask her parents about the
fair. It had been a family tradition for as long as she could
remember. They always spent the day together playing games, eating
junk food, and arguing over who would have to take Jenny on the
rides. They all got a little queasy in anything moving faster than
the pony ride. Sarah hadn’t yet found a way to tell her parents the
past couple of years she was really more interested in seeing the
live bands and the art exhibits.

She rolled over onto her stomach. Without thinking
she began tracing her finger along the stitching of the quilt her
grandmother had made for her when she was born. It was a homemade
version of the night sky, with stars and moons and planets
carefully sewn on a beautiful midnight blue landscape. It was the
only thing she could remember having her entire life. It had always
been her comfort when she was upset or nervous, even still at
fifteen.

Often she thought about her grandmother during these
times. She supposed it was because of the quilt, but it seemed like
more than that. She didn't know her grandmother very well, and she
didn't know why. Every time she brought up the subject to her
father he would get upset. He had been visibly shaken the last time
she asked of her.

“Sarah, I've asked you again and again not to ask me
about mother. She's old and not very well and I don't like talking
about it.”

“I just don't understand. If she's sick, shouldn't we
visit her - shouldn't you?” Sarah's voice sounded more accusing
than she'd intended.

“She wouldn't even know who we were. I don't want to
talk about this again Sarah. Not ever.”

Her father was mad. He looked almost fierce. Sarah
knew it would be the last time they talked about her grandmother,
but it certainly wouldn’t be last she would think of her.

She remembered visiting her only once as a child. She
wasn't even sure anymore where her grandmother lived, but she could
still remember what her house looked like. It was very large, at
least it seemed that way when she was a small, and it was very
pretty. In her child eyes it looked like a small castle. Her
favorite place was a big, round room upstairs that had a very high
roof and a huge, crystal chandelier. The ceiling was painted
midnight blue with gold stars. It reminded Sarah of her quilt, and
it was the most magical room she had ever been in. It was the room
where she’d found the moon box.

 


“I used to come in here and lay on the floor, staring
up at the ceiling just as you're doing now.”

She hadn't heard her grandmother come in, and she
didn't know if she should get up. She felt a little silly lying on
the floor, but she couldn't seem to take her eyes off the painting
above her.

“If you watch long enough, sometimes you can see a
shooting star.”

Even as a little girl Sarah knew this was impossible,
but she had a feeling her grandmother really believed it.

“How come this is the first time we've come to visit
you?” Sarah thought maybe her grandmother would be more willing to
answer questions than her father.

“I've wanted you all to come many, many times,
especially you Sarah. Your father, however, thinks I will be a bad
influence on you and your sister. I think he tells people that I'm
crazy, but I'm not. I just see the world a little differently than
he does.” There was sadness in her eyes when she spoke.

 


Sarah wished she could remember more about her
grandmother. She'd felt a closeness with her, a commonness she'd
never felt with anyone else. Even when she was just a kid, her
grandmother seemed to get her, to understand her, to almost think
like she did.

It was madness for her father not let her see her.
They had a connection. Maybe she really was sick. Maybe this was
why she could relate to a child so well. Somehow she didn't think
that was it. Her father kept so many secrets when it came to his
mother. Sarah had never seen any correspondence from her, no
letters or cards, yet on two separate occasions she'd caught
fragments of late night, heated telephone conversations.

“Mother, we will no longer discuss it. The subject is
closed.”

She'd never heard her mild-mannered father sound so
stern. That was all she had made out, but only a few weeks ago
she'd accidentally overheard the other, even angrier argument.

“There is no way I'm letting you see her. I don't
care how special you think she is. You are not about to uproot
every single thing in our lives for this nonsense.” After a long
pause he spoke again. “No mother. I don't care how bleak things are
for you. It will never happen.” He slammed the phone down.

Sarah was shocked. She'd never seen her father treat
anyone in a manner that was unkind. And this was his mother. She
wondered who her grandmother had been asking to see. She secretly
hoped it had been her. Maybe her grandmother felt the special
connection as well, though she doubted it. Nothing that interesting
ever happened to her - nobody ever though she was special.

 



Chapter 3

Life on Duncan Street was what most people would call
quaint, but for Sarah, it was boring, painfully average, like
everything else in her life. For those looking in from the outside,
her life would probably appear nearly ideal. Sarah, on the other
hand, would disagree. Thank goodness she had Matt to talk to. He
was the one person who could truly understand. His family was as
completely nuclear and ordinary as hers.

“Why do people think it's so great to grow up with a
white picket fence? I don't get it.” Matt was clearly upset.

“I have no idea. Pretty much any other place would be
better. At least then maybe something would actually happen.
Tragedy would be better than this. Nothing ever changes. We walk up
and down this street every day, and I swear Mrs. Sharpe is watering
the same flower box every time. Do you think she's really just a
mannequin smiling and waving, and someone just changes her clothes
in the night?”

Matt grunted out of the side of his crooked smile as
he politely waved back to Mrs. Sharpe.

Sarah was sure her joke would have garnered a better
response if Matt had been in a better mood. “Okay, I give. What's
the matter with you anyway?”

He grunted again, indicating that he needed another
minute to cool down. “Just the same old stuff.”

Sarah didn't specifically know what he was talking
about, but she could sympathize. Her 'ideal' family was about as
close to perfection as one girl should ever be burdened with. Her
perfect mother, at least perfect by all outward appearances, had
just finished telling her how she should join her for her six a.m.
runs. “You're starting to get a little full around the middle,”
she'd said with one of her signature winks, trying to be playful
while insulting her to her core – literally.

Sarah knew what the wink really meant. It meant
disapproval and embarrassment that her daughter wasn't as perfect
as she. Sarah secretly thought her mother blamed her father for all
of her and Jenny's shortcomings, but she kept that to herself.

“I just don't understand why a B isn't good enough.
It's just shop class for god's sake.”

Sarah had already forgotten about Matt's problem,
she'd been so wrapped up in her own. “Really, she's disappointed
about a B in shop. How does she think that's going to affect
anything? It's ridiculous what they expect from us.”

“At least you're the oldest,” he sputtered. “You have
nothing to live up to. Roger was this ridiculously geeky egghead
who never took his nose out of his books long enough to go to the
bathroom.”

Sarah threw him a mildly disgusted look.

“I'm serious. He actually took his textbooks into the
crapper with him. He said he loved to learn, even about the stuff
he didn't need to know for school.”

“You're like that about baseball.”

“I know, but it's not the same, baseball's fun. It's
got everything, action, suspense, movement,” he said
exasperated. “There's nothing moving around and having fun in those
mammoth books.”

“At least Roger is older. My parents are constantly
telling me I need to be more like Jenny, with all her reading. I
mean, she's only ten and they're comparing me to her. Seriously,
can't they see how insulting that is?”

It didn't look like Sarah's misery was making Matt
feel any better. He just grunted again as he turned up his
driveway. “At least you're not having meatloaf for dinner.” Matt's
mom's meatloaf was famous - for it's unnatural likeness to
cardboard. “I'll see ya tomorrow.” He sulked even slower up the
walk than usual.

 


When Sarah sat down at the dinner table, Jenny and
her father were already there, pouring over her fifth grade science
text, talking about trees or oxygen, or maybe both, she wasn't
interested enough to figure it out. What she was interested in,
however, was the measly portion of fish and rice her mother had
just placed in front of her.

“I thought we'd try to eat a little healthier for a
while.” Sarah's mother glanced down to Sarah's thigh out of the
corner of her eye as she'd said it. “Jenny, John, put that book
down, we're eating now.”

Sarah's father reluctantly ceased his explanation of
carbon dioxide. She felt a pang of jealousy that she didn't have
common interests with her father like Jenny did. He was a research
scientist at the University, and he was always so proud of Jenny's
interest in science. She supposed he thought she'd follow in his
footsteps someday. Clearly, the same was not expected of her. Sarah
felt invisible to her father, like he was trying to avoid her. She
was, though, abundantly visible to her mother, to whom she'd all
too often wished she were unseen.

Sarah ravenously ate her meager portion, easily
finishing before everyone else. She had been distracted by her
thoughts as she vaguely heard her mother say something about
chewing the food more thoroughly, knowing the comment had been
directed toward her. Her impatience with her mother's not so subtle
hints was coming to a boiling point. As she looked down at her
plate, concentrating on not blowing her top, she felt something
very strange.

Suddenly it was like she was not really there at the
dinner table anymore. She'd been transported to another place, or
maybe another time, she couldn't really be sure. What she was sure
of, was that she was witnessing the most beautiful scenery she'd
ever laid eyes on. Everything was coated in beautiful shades of
blue and pink, though nothing was quite as it should have been. The
trees and the grass were softer, more peaceful somehow, and
everywhere she looked she saw indescribable beauty that took her
breath away. Dinner had temporarily been forgotten, and all was
well with the world.

When she found herself back at the dinner table only
a few moments after she had seemingly left, she glanced around the
table to see if anyone else had noticed anything strange. They were
all engrossed in their fish. She blinked a few times to make sure
her eyes were working properly. She must have been daydreaming, but
for that brief moment, nothing had been more real. Maybe I'm so
hungry I'm hallucinating.

She excused herself from the table. “That was weird.”
she mumbled under her breath, then never gave it another
thought.

 


 



Chapter 4

While last week’s disappointment from the empty box
in her father’s office had temporarily halted Sarah's search for
answers, the vision of it was still clear in her mind. She was
absolutely certain that the box was an important clue to her
family's past, and the resulting turmoil between her father and
grandmother.

Where was the key to her father's desk drawer, and
what was in there that was so important that it was locked at all?
While Sarah knew giving up her quest was impossible since the
Pandora's box in her mind had successfully been blown wide open,
she was unsure of her next move. Finding that key, she felt, would
be crucial to unlocking the mystery, but where could it possibly
be?

She decided without much consideration that three
heads were better than one. She would see if Aurora and Matt had
any ideas.

“What does the key look like?”

“Of course she doesn't know Matt,” Aurora's
impatience was obvious, but her interest in the problem was peaked.
“She's never seen it.”

Sarah could see crimson rising in Matt's cheeks,
uncertain whether it was caused by anger or embarrassment. “No, I
haven't seen it, but the lock is very small. I don't think the key
could be much bigger than a gym locker or bike lock key. I'd
actually never even noticed there was a lock on his desk before, it
just kind of blended in because it was black on dark wood.”

Matt glanced at Aurora out of the corner of his eye
before he spoke again. “What do you think is in the drawer that is
so important?”

Aurora rolled her eyes as though this was one of the
dumbest questions she'd ever heard, but refrained from vocalizing
it. For this, Sarah was thankful. Her two best friends seemed to
have less and less in common these days.

“I really don't know that either, but I have a strong
feeling that something very important is lurking in there, and I've
got to find out what. I can't stop thinking about it. I even had a
dream about it last night, about finding the key and turning the
lock.”

“What was inside the drawer in your dream?” Aurora's
interest was increasing.

“I don't know. My dad knocked on my door just as I
was starting to pull it open. It was weird too, because my dad
never wakes me up anymore, he just lets my alarm clock do it.”

“Jeez. That's frustrating.” Aurora's disappointment
was evident.

“It was just a dream anyway, it's not like it would
have revealed what was actually in there anyway, though it almost
felt like it could.” Sarah saw Matt look at Aurora like she was the
one being silly this time. “I know it seems crazy, but I felt like
if I would have seen into the drawer in the dream, I would have had
my answers.”

Matt was too good a friend to make Sarah feel dumb,
but his involuntary look of astonishment told her he thought she
was a little nuts.

“All my dad keeps in his desk drawer are old bills
and income tax returns. What could possibly be in there that's so
unusual?” Matt's interest in the subject was thinning.

“Does your dad have a key for his files?” Sarah hoped
she could get some ideas before Matt changed the subject
completely.

“Yeah, of course. It's just always hanging out of the
lock. I've never seen him use it. I think it was like that when he
put the desk together.” Matt's attention had drifted back to his
chemistry textbook.

“Maybe it's just on his key chain? If your dad's as
careless as my mom, it shouldn't be too difficult to check it out.
She leaves her keys everywhere, can't ever find them when she needs
them.”

Aurora's idea was so obvious Sarah couldn't believe
she hadn't already thought of it. She'd just assumed it would be
hidden. “I'm such an idiot. Why haven't I already checked that? Dad
just throws his keys down on the hall table when he gets home and
doesn't look at them until he goes out again. The only trick will
be to get into his office while him and his key chain are both in
the house.”

“So what's up with the street fair next week?” Matt
was determined to change the subject. “Can you come with us or do
you have to go with your family again?”

Sarah sighed. It looked like the key conversation was
over. “I'm supposed to go with my family, but mom said I could meet
up with you guys for a couple of hours later on. They even gave me
an extra hour before curfew.”

“Awesome. It's going to be so good.” Matt tended to
get really excited about anything that involved crowds of people
and deep fried foods. “I heard that Sonic Sound is supposed to be
playing at the main stage in the evening.”

Even Aurora looked excited by this, and she was not
impressed easily. “Wow, do you know what time?”

“I think at five, but there might be an opening band
first.”

“I can hardly wait. I finally won't have to follow
Jenny around on all the kiddy rides. Mom and dad both get pukey on
them.”

Matt let out a mostly suppressed giggle at the
thought of a grown man getting nauseous on the merry-go-round.

“I guess he'll just have to stomach it this
year.”

 


Sarah had spent every waking moment, including some
when she should have been asleep, searching, as inconspicuously as
possible, for a small black key. She'd had absolutely no luck at
all. Aurora's key chain idea, now looking back, was entirely too
obvious, and didn't pan out. She'd searched her parents’ bedroom
when her mom was in the shower, and her father hadn't yet come home
from work. She'd searched closets and drawers, and had even been so
bold as to search her father's office one more time when her
parents were asleep. When she picked up the now familiar sun box
for another look, she'd heard her father upstairs walking to the
bathroom. Her heart stopped momentarily, knowing she couldn't
explain the situation to her father with any degree of satisfaction
without getting into a lot of trouble. Thankfully he'd gone back to
bed. Sarah was so nervous she never moved a muscle, barely even
breathed for a full ten minutes before tiptoeing back upstairs.

“Where could it possibly be?” She muttered as she
relaxed a little; staring up at the darkened ceiling, now safely
back in bed. “I've checked everywhere.”

It wasn't until the next morning that she realized
she'd left one giant stone unturned. The idea hit her, quite
literally, when she was walking down the hall for breakfast.
Somehow, while taking the same path she'd traveled thousands of
times from her bedroom door to the top of the stairs, she managed
to trip on the hall table. She'd hit it so hard that her knees
buckled and her eyes began to water.

As she lay on her back holding her toe writhing
around in pain, she noticed some fine white powder on the carpet to
the right of her head. It looked almost like flour, but seeing as
she was upstairs, not to mention that no one in her house had baked
in the past ten years, this seemed quite unlikely. She looked
around. It took only for her to spot it. Staring up at the ceiling
she took note of something she’d only ever glanced at before. It
was the attic access panel. Another thing she noticed was that it
was slightly out of alignment. She could see the paint line, and a
sliver of white, the color that was there previous to the current
builder's beige. Sarah preferred the white.

“What are you doing?”

Sarah had barely a moment to register what she'd seen
before Jenny came out of her room. “I stubbed my toe, and I'm
rolling around in pain, what does it look like I'm doing?”

“That seems about right.” Jenny casually stepped over
her, appearing completely unconcerned about her sister's
unfortunate mishap.

Normally Sarah would be irritated by her sister's
lack of concern, but today it was a blessing. She stole another few
moments lying on her back under the pretense of the stubbed toe to
look once again at the access panel. Someone had definitely been up
there recently. She remembered her mother vacuuming the hall only a
couple of days ago, and she doubted very much that she could have
missed this dust right in the middle of the walking path.

Now all she had to do was figure out a way to get up
there, and a time when the house would be empty for more than a few
minutes. She even contemplated staying home from the street fair,
but quickly realized this would be extremely suspicious. Even
faking sick wouldn't cut it in that situation. Her parents knew how
much she'd been looking forward to it after her merciless whooping
when they told her she could meet up with Aurora and Matt.

“Sarah, you're going to be late for school.” Her
mother sounded annoyed at her absence.

“I'm coming, I just stubbed my toe.” She was
immediately wrenched back into reality. At least she had her
throbbing foot, already starting to turn black at the pinkie, as an
excuse for her lateness. If only she could think of an excuse to
find herself alone in the house for a couple hours with a six foot
ladder.

Hobbling gingerly on her injured foot, Sarah sat down
for cereal with a minor degree of difficulty.

“It's about time. What happened to you?” Her mother
was only mildly concerned at Sarah's limp.

“I stubbed my toe on the hall table upstairs.” She
forced a grimace for effect.

“How did you do that? That table has been there
forever.” Her mother turned toward the fridge without waiting for a
response. “Your dad and I have a last minute business dinner
tonight with some really important clients, so you girls will be on
your own. There's a frozen pizza in the freezer for dinner.”

Sarah wondered if her mother had broken the news of
this dinner to her father yet. He was still noisily getting ready
upstairs. He hated business dinners with her clients almost as much
as talking to his mother.

“But I'm supposed to go to Madison's for a sleepover
tonight. We planned it at the beginning of the week.” Jenny's voice
sounded intensely distressed.

“Oh damn, that's right, I forgot.” Her mother paused
in contemplation with one finger placed over her mouth. “Well, I
think it should still work out as long as you pack your bag the
minute you get home with your dad. Be ready to leave the house by
six sharp. We can drop you off on the way.”

Jenny beamed. “No problem. I'll be ready.”

Sarah's mom turned to her. “Well, it looks like pizza
for one tonight honey, sorry about that.”

Sarah could hardly contain the excitement that was
suddenly welling up inside. “That's okay, I actually have a project
I'm working on,” she said truthfully. “I should be able to make a
dent in it if I have the house to myself for a while.” She was
doing her best to suppress the urge to whoop again at the breakfast
table. She couldn't believe her amazing stroke of luck. It was like
the heavens or the universe or some magical person had just handed
out her deepest desire. She had the feeling this was going to be a
very good day. If she were old enough, she would buy a lottery
ticket. Now all she had to do was figure something out about that
ladder.

Sarah had a lot of difficulty concentrating at school
all day. During science class, Matt had to jab her in the back with
his pencil to keep her from staring, quite obviously, into space.
In last period math she found herself with nearly her whole
assignment left for homework when everyone else had finished during
class. At least it was Friday so she didn't have to worry about
doing it tonight, when she would already have her hands full with
the attic, and hopefully the desk drawer.

“What is with you today?” Aurora was irritated. “Your
absence of mind hasn't been exactly subtle.”

Matt was lagging behind trying unsuccessfully to
organize his books and pencils while still attempting to listen to
the conversation.

“I think I know where the key is.”

Aurora's eyes widened. “What do you mean you think
you know?”

Matt dropped a pencil behind them.

Sarah stopped and pulled her over to the side of the
hallway to let Matt catch up. “Well, I don't know what's in there
for sure, but I discovered this morning that someone was recently
up in the attic.”

“The attic, how do you know...?”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/106500
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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