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ONE  
 

The still in the aftermath of their activity hung over the room. Sidney’s eyes fixed on the 

screen saver of her laptop as it changed over from the sands of some far away desert to a sea of 

lanterns that floated over…Shanghai, maybe? The laptop was given to her not even forty eight 

hours ago as an early graduation gift. She had not gotten around to customizing it. Anyway, the 

stock photos kind of intrigued her. Little slices of other places for her to experience even 

though she never left the confines of Brooklyn. Well there was that one time her family went to 

an amusement park five years ago. All she remembered was a long trip that involved two trains 

to get to a bus; one that had strict boarding times and threats of being abandoned in New 

Jersey. That was the same day her sister got sick and vomited all over her new jelly sandals. 

Total kill joy. Weird trip. 

“You okay?” When Aiden spoke, she held her breath. In the movies people usually fell 

asleep right after. She turned on her side to find his oval eyes wide, not a hint of sleep in them.  

“Yeah. You?” 

He nodded but didn’t let a word escape his mouth. She looked at his lips illuminated by the 

moonlight through her window. His brown skin stretched over his face that was chubbier than 

he wanted but perfect to her. The pudge around his belly was comforting. She reached her 

hand to touch him but stopped short and waited instead. Wanting him to say more. Just say it. 

“Did you like it?” She tugged at the comforter draped over their bodies. Covered her large 

breasts a little more. When she was little, she hoped to have small handfuls of breasts like her 

mother. Instead by fourteen she had lapped her mother’s cup size and now at eighteen she was 

zeroing in on double D’s.  

That quiet and still settled over the room again. She should have put some music on. Chante 

told her that she always put music on. Maybe that was just Chante. She did a lot of things that 

Sid would never do.  

“Yeah. I did.” He finally answered. She knew when he was lying. He couldn’t meet her eyes 

when he lied. She placed a finger under his chin, felt his stubble growing in, and turned his head 

toward her. Locked his eyes into hers. 

“Did you really?” She whispered.  

“Yes.” He stared straight at her. Never looked away as he wrapped his arm around her and 

pulled her into him. She melted into the space that felt like hers, tucked in the crook of his arm.  
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She claimed that space when they were little. Five-year-old’s running around the 

neighborhood playing tag. Sid was a tough girl. Always had been one to run with boys. She 

remembered running after Aiden full sprint and gaining on him. White and pink beads strung 

down her braids and bouncing against her face with every footfall. Her white Reebok's she 

loved crunched on gravel.  But before she could get to him, the laces of those beloved Reebok’s 

shook loose and she tripped. Went hurtling to the ground…hard. Everyone else kept right 

running but Aiden stopped and turned back to her. Asked if she was okay and helped her up. 

And then gave her a hug. What five-year-old does that? The strange kindness of this boy tapped 

on Sid’s tough heart — and bruised knees — and she found comfort burrowing herself in his 

tiny arms.  She had not found herself far from those arms since. 

The front door slammed shut and shook the walls of the small apartment. A second later, 

Sid was out of the bed and hastily redressing herself in the clothes she discarded on the floor. 

Aiden followed suit and was dressed well before she was. 

“Where should I go?”  

“Closet! Closet!” She opened the closet and shoved Aiden into the empty confines of it. 

Cardboard boxes that were scattered around the room formed an obstacle course that she 

hopped over and around until she was out of the bedroom door. After a night out, her parents 

always peeked in on her. It was sweet. But right now, she wanted them to avoid her room at all 

costs. If they so much as saw her crumpled bed sheets, or smelled the body heat in the air, they 

would know what had taken place there. Her father especially.  

She reached the end of the hallway of their small apartment to find her parents stumbling 

about the entryway.  

“My Sidney! What’re you doing awake? It’s late.” Her mother’s slur was thick. Sidney sniffed 

the air. Wine? Definitely wine.  

“She was probably up talking to Aiden. They’re going to get married, babe, and give us a 

load of grandbabies.” Her father was two sheets to the wind as well. Hennessey likely for him.  

“No, just can’t sleep.” Sid peaked back down the hall to be sure that she’d closed her door 

completely.  

“Well you need to get some sleep. We moving up out of here tomorrow!”  

Her dad's eyes sparkled with talk of their new life. There were many nights that he 

stumbled home drunk but tonight he stumbled home drunk for a reason. They had just come 

from the opening of a restaurant where he would be Executive Chef. At thirty-seven years old 

he’d reach a point in his career that it takes some chefs a lifetime to. Her father was a 

workhorse and after promising her, her mother and her little sister that this apartment in the 

hood would be temporary, he was making good on it. They had a beautiful home out in the 

suburbs waiting for them. Sidney remembered walking through the open house a few weeks 
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ago and picking her room. It was only three months out from her going off to college so she 

wouldn’t get to spend much time in it but having that space of her own to come back to meant 

the world to her.  

She smiled and stepped to the side as her parents swayed and braced themselves against 

the walls. They navigated around the boxes that held all their family’s possessions before they 

burst through their bedroom door and closed it shut behind them. A moment later Sid heard 

music come on. They used music too.  

After rounding a wardrobe box in the living room, she found her sixteen-year-old sister 

Whitney fast asleep on the couch, her headphones still pouring music out.  

“Whit, you can come in the room now.”  

Whitney turned over in the chair but didn’t make any moves to get up. Whatever. She went 

back into her room and pulled open the closet to see Aiden sitting crossed legged on the floor 

typing into his phone.  

“All clear.” She told him. He shoved the phone in his pocket and followed closely behind 

Sidney as they inched toward her door and then down the hallway. They had almost cleared the 

hallway when a figure began to approach them. Sidney’s short life flashed before her eyes. If 

her parents caught her sneaking Aiden out of here she’d surely be dead. Prom was still two 

weeks away. What kind of life is one without ever getting to go to prom?    

“Goodnight, Aiden.” Whitney mumbled as she made her way past them and back toward 

her and Sidney’s room.  

“Jesus!” Sidney yelled an angry whisper at her sister. 

“Night, Whit.” Aiden held a chuckle in his throat. At the front door he lingered even though 

it would be safer for him to make a quick escape.  

“Love you.” She offered as she watched him through the crack in the door.  

“Love you too. Meet at the train?”  

“My Dad’s taking me since he’s heading that way for work now.” 

“Okay, see you at school then.”  

Aiden started down the hallway. She didn’t want him to go. Her brain clicked and whirred, 

desperate to say something that reinforced how she felt; what they experienced tonight. But 

with Aiden she tried not to push. Over the years she’d learned that those arms, the ones that 

wrapped around her all those years ago, were also excellent at keeping those who pushed too 

hard at bay.  
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Sidney cringed as a fat rat skidded across the platform. Actually, skid is the wrong word. It 

sauntered. Slowly, taking its time to survey the leftover food containers near the garbage can 

before moving on. It was in no rush and felt just as at home in the subway station as every 

human that paid their two bucks to get in. Brooklyn or not, she never got used to the rats of the 

underground. The city needed to evict them quickly before they rose up and took power.  

“When are we going to get a car?” Sid asked her Dad. He adjusted the fedora on his head, 

and she watch a bead of sweat escape down his forehead. It was beyond her why he didn’t just 

take the damn thing off but for as long as she could remember he’d worn that hat. Or some 

version of it. He owned all different colors but this one was his every day one. The one he wore 

when he was going about his regular business. School drop-offs, work, and back.  

“What we need a car for?” He side-eyed her like she had lost her damn mind.  

“Air condition, a guaranteed seat, and no waiting.” 

“There’s traffic no matter where you go. We’re in the city, girl. But we don’t need a car 

here. This is the best subway system in the world.”  

Just as the words left his mouth she saw another rat scuttle by on the tracks below. Or 

maybe it was the same rat.  

“But you have a new job and we’re moving out to the sticks!” 

“It’s not the sticks. It’s just Yonkers. They have trains up there too.”  

Roland Berry was cheap but would get livid if you told him that. He’d sat her down many 

times and gave her lessons on the importance of money. Specifically, earning it. He never really 

got into what to do after you got it. All she saw him do was save it. He urged her not to take any 

handouts and make her own way. She had so far. Sid’s grades were great and in three short 

months she would be in a college with one of the top culinary arts programs in the country. She 

was following nicely in his footsteps and secretly hoped he approved.  

“Cookies?” Sid held her hand toward him. The game they played whenever they rode the 

train together had started.   

“Alright, um,” her dad’s eyes, deep-set with low eyelids that and made it appear that he 

was always chill or high, scanned the platform, “Him.”  

“Nah. He’s from here.” Sid creased her eyebrows and studied the young-ish black guy her 

dad pointed at. 
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“Nope.”  

“He’s super comfortable. Look he’s all in his phone and stuff. Leaned against the wall.” 

“Nope.”  

“Why?” She drilled him. He lifted his hat slightly and swiped at the sweat that formed 

beneath the brim. It wasn’t quite summer yet. They were only a few weeks out from Memorial 

Day but humidity had rolled in and settled over the city.  

“I can just tell when someone doesn’t belong here.” He replied coolly. 

“Okay. We’ll see.” Sidney pulled her backpack up on her shoulders. She paused for a second 

and eyed her dad. He smiled and nodded for her to go for it. Sidney smiled back and then 

trotted off toward the guy. His face was still buried in his phone. She reached him quickly. 

“Hi, sorry, excuse me. Do you know if this train goes to Nostrand?”  

The guy looked up. He had a sweet look about him like he was bred to be a good guy. Sid 

knew already that her father was right but she still held out hope. 

“Oh, I’m not sure. I’m new here but there’s this cool app for the train that shows the routes 

and stuff. Just let me pull it up.” His Midwest accent dripped into her ears. Sid lost. No sweet 

Oreo’s to celebrate a win today. She looked back down the platform at her dad and gave him a 

sad face. He pumped his fist in triumph. The guy in front of her was still tapping around on his 

phone trying to find the app to give Sid information she already knew. The Nostrand Avenue 

station was only two stops away. She learned this sometime around age seven. Actually, had 

memorized most of the train lines or at least the major points of connections for all of the 

trains throughout the city. Most native New Yorkers had. But these people. These transplants. 

These gentrifiers were weaseling their way through, circumventing the learning experience 

short by relying on apps.  

“Oh, here it is. Let me just put in our train line.” He said. Sid smiled and tapped her foot 

impatiently. She glanced back at her father again. He was talking with two guys. Sid would have 

surely won this round because those people were for sure from around their neighborhood. 

She could tell by their clothes and their confidence and the way they carried themselves. One 

guy, tall and lankly hung just slightly behind the man who was closest to her father. An angry 

long-healed scar stretched from his ear, down his cheek and ended at his jaw. He leaned in 

close and spoke something into her father’s ear.  

“Oh, okay. So, it looks like Nostrand is…two stops away. You’re super close.” Sid turned back 

to the man who look pleased with himself for helping. Like he’d just beat a level in some “I’m a 

Real New-Yorker” video game. She heard the rumble of the train in the distance.  
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“Perfect, thanks so much.” She nodded and begin to head back toward her dad. The wind 

from the approaching train pushed into the station causing her skirt to whip up around her 

thighs. She stopped to clamp it back down.  

There are moments in life when time seems to fold in on itself. When your brain knows that 

events happen sequentially, one after the other, but when those events are so huge…so 

powerful…so devastating they seem to collapse onto you all that the same time. She was 

certain she saw the hand on her father’s shoulder that sent him off balance. But the thud. The 

scream. The fedora floating in the air before it careened to the ground — lost after it was 

separated from its owner. Those things had to happen one after another. That’s how time 

worked.  

But her heart experienced them all at the same moment. Her father was dying at the same 

moment that she darted toward the train. At the same time, arms wrapped around her from 

behind stopping her from running to the tracks. The Midwest guy holding her, his good guy face 

looking so wrong right now. Now she could see it. How out of place he was. How much she 

wished he wasn’t here. Wasn’t there to keep her from reaching that train. The one with her 

father’s blood covering the front of it. Wasn’t there to stop her from being shattered. Stop her 

from peering down onto tracks that her fathers crumpled, and split body was spread over. 
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TWO 
 

Sid’s mother and sister hadn’t left the house in over two weeks. They had all they needed in 

the walls of that apartment. The lingering scent of him on his shirts. The recliner— still curved 

to the shape of him— that he watched cooking shows in all night. Everything they needed to 

swaddle their grief into calm was in there. But it threatened to undo Sid. During those same 

two weeks she found it hard to stay inside for more than two hours. The anguish was too 

demanding. Swirling around, all over everything. Tugged at her clothes and her memories until 

it seemed to crawl down her throat and take her air. She couldn’t stand it.  

The move to the beautiful home in Westchester did not happen. They were still in their 

apartment even though they were supposed to be gone. Sid was pretty sure they were 

considered squatters at this point, but the landlord was friendly with her dad and when he 

heard of the news of his passing he allowed them a grace period for mourning. No one knew 

how long that would last but for now her family at least had the comfort of falling apart in the 

place that brought them together. For now, family could come over and sit in that recliner of 

his and congregate in the kitchen where he once pulled worn pots and pans from the cabinets 

to make phenomenal meals. And for now, Sid could escape into the streets of her 

neighborhood and away from the walls of sorrow that had been erected around her.  

It was all she could do to clear her mind and feel like she was doing something. The 

whispers were killing her. People asking about her. Inquiring about what she saw and what she 

did that morning. What she didn’t do. Everyone had their own opinions but they all remained 

quiet around her. Put on those pained and empathetic smiles once they saw that she was 

within earshot. She didn’t want to deal with that, and it wasn’t helping anyway. So instead of 

looking for solace she looked for answers. The guy who killed her father was still out there. 

Living and breathing in a whole body and that seemed unfair to her.  

It was rare for her to go outside without believing she saw him ducking into a store or 

leaning out of a car. Only to blink and realize it was just any other guy. No scar on his face. She 

even dreamed that she was the one who put the scar there. Before he was able to push her 

father into the tracks she’d leapt into action, producing a small blade from the pocket of her 

denim jacket and slashing him across the face. Protecting her father. Keeping him alive.  

The Chicken Spot on the corner was the best place to sit and stake out the neighborhood. It 

rested at the busiest intersection of the neighborhood. From there she could sit at the single 
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rickety plywood booth and watch everyone come and go. Ms. Rosa out to get her daily pint of 

tequila as soon as the liquor store opened at 11AM. Mr. Williams waiting in front of his building 

with his 80 year old mother, her swaying to the beat as he played The Temptations out loud on 

his small speaker at 1PM. Passing the time while they wait for Access-a-ride to pick them up for 

her weekly dialysis appointment.  Tracy leaving Marcus’s house at 4PM. Marcus’s wife Lisa 

coming home at 5PM.  

But she hadn’t seen him yet. Her patience was steel though. She resolved that would come 

here every day and eat hot wings and fries until he surfaced. No one could stay hidden forever. 

And then what? Sid didn’t really know but she trusted that her body would tell her what to 

do once he was in arms reach. For now she popped the last french fry into her mouth and tried 

to pass another hour without crying. Aiden would be here soon anyway. He was the only one 

who knew where she disappeared off to for hours. Her mother just seemed relieved to see her 

walk through the door in the evenings alive. Her phone dinged to life on the table in front of 

her. She peered at the screen.  

Aiden: You still at the chicken joint? 

She dusted her hands on her jeans and told him she was. He asked her that every day, she 

knew, hoping that one day she would tell him that she wasn’t. That she had given up on 

spotting this phantom killer somewhere. He tried to convince her that maybe she had not seen 

him at all. Said that with trauma people tended to make up things. She didn’t speak to him for 

two days after that until he apologized profusely and let her know that he was just trying to 

help. He was always trying to help and in his way he was. Aiden was a rock for her right now 

and she needed him there. He bounced in through the door a moment later and settled in the 

seat across from her.  

“How are you?” 

“Here.” Her voice cracked a bit and she coughed to clear her throat. Actual words had not 

left her mouth since they were here yesterday. At home, she was a quiet island all to herself. At 

the chicken joint she held the quietness of an officer on a stakeout. Except when Aiden came. 

Then she somehow found words to say. Even the desire to speak.  

“I see. Anybody look familiar yet?” 

“No.”  

He nodded and dug into his book bag pulling out papers. He slid a stack over to her. Her 

homework. Dead father or not their High School still expected her to finish the few assignments 

they had left for the year. She would get them all done later that night at home and give them 

back to Aiden to take to school in the morning.  

“I bought you these.” He slid a pack of half eaten Oreo’s over to her. Her favorite snack of 

all time. 
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“Why is there only half?” 

“I don’t know. They came like that.” He held a straight face as he opened his spiral 

notebook to begin working on his assignments. A giggle trickled out from Sid. Aiden could keep 

a straight face after saying the most absurd crap ever and it made her laugh every time. Even 

now.  

“You’re ridiculous.” She told him after he cut his eyes playfully at her. It felt like both a relief 

and a terrible wrong to laugh but she needed it more than she needed anything right now. She 

loved him for that. He smiled as well. His full cheeks making room for it. She thought of her 

father then. How he always said that someday her and Aiden would be married. She saw it 

now. Hoped for it even.  

“Have you told anyone? Your mom?” He asked her.  

Right after the accident she was whisked off to the hospital. She learned later that she’d 

collapsed. Passed out right there next to the train that her father was beneath. The police came 

to her in the hospital after she regained consciousness but after asking her one simple 

question-- “What happened?”-- she fell into hysterics and had to be sedated. After that her 

mother wouldn’t let anyone near her. No police. No more questions. Her mother assured her 

that she would never have to talk about that devastation again. But she didn’t know that Sid 

had so much to say. That she saw the quick, almost imperceptible shove, that had ripped him 

from their lives.  

“No.” 

“You should, Sid.” He was being gentle with her. He knew that Sid was battling with feelings 

that he didn’t understand; neither did she to be quite honest. Sid expected to feel anger, a 

sense of loss, and extreme grief. But she did not expect the guilt. The shame that came from 

being the only one who was there and could have saved him but not being able to. To tell her 

mother, or anyone for that matter, what happened was to tell them she had watched her 

father be killed. Allowed it in some twisted way. She should have known that guy was bad 

news. Who has a fucking scar on their face like that for no good reason? He’d pissed someone 

off before. She was afraid everyone would blame her somehow. Make her implicit in the entire 

thing that tore their family apart. The reasonable part of herself told her that wouldn’t happen 

but the part that lived beneath the culpability kept her mouth shut. 

“I don’t know. Maybe.” She was hoping that she could spot the guy first. Find him and then 

that would give weight to her story. If people saw him, they would know for sure that he was 

the type. He was a murderer. In the meantime, people made up their own stories of what 

happened. In some versions her father tripped on the gap in between the train and the 

platform and went into the tracks. In other versions the increasingly crowded train platforms 

from the surge of outsiders moving to the Brooklyn bumped him until he was falling. In the 

most ruthless versions, he jumped willingly. It seemed like the stories depended more on who 
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was telling it and what agenda they wanted to push rather than any truth or evidence. The 

truth was that no one was paying attention to her father. They only saw him once he had 

already made contact with the train. No one saw the interaction between him and the two men 

but her. And then shortly after they pushed him, they were gone. Leaving her there with the 

burden.  

“I think your mom would understand.” Aiden said.  

Sid looked out at her Fort Greene neighborhood bustling by just beyond the window. She 

hoped that the concrete sidewalks and towering brick buildings themselves would somehow 

deliver this guy to her. Make him appear so that she could have the missing link to her story. 

Tell everyone that he was to be blamed not her. But in the faces, she saw going by, she did not 

see him. And feared that she never would.  

It may be time for her to tell her mother anyway. Without the evidence. Without the 

support. Just her words. Hopefully, the bond of mother and child would be enough. She knew 

for a fact that if the tables were turned her father would believe her. Her mother deserved a 

chance to do the same.  

 

 

 

Their apartment was still packed up and ready for a life that would never be. Family 

members that had come and gone in a steady stream over the last few weeks helped to move 

the boxes out of the center of each room and relocated them neatly to the corners. They even 

unpacked a few plates for them to shovel baked macaroni and cheese and barbecue chicken 

onto from dinners delivered to them in disposable aluminum pans. Sid watched her mother and 

sister pick at the food and then throw most of it into the garbage. But she inhaled it all, couldn't 

get enough of it. Could not get it to fill the hollow place in the pit of her gut. 

As she put her key in the door she expected much of the same. Lots of quiet, followed by 

eating until her stomach hurt, and then more silence. But instead, she entered the apartment 

to quiet chatter. The voices led her to the living room. Her mother and a man were seated on 

the couch.  

Two boxes had been moved from the corner and placed side by side on the floor where a 

coffee table would be. Papers were fanned out over the top. Her mother caught sight of her in 

the entrance of the room a moment later and popped up onto her feet. She was fully dressed. 

Loose-fitting blue jeans and an orange sleeveless blouse buttoned down the front. The last time 

she saw her mom fully dressed was one week and four days ago during the funeral. As Sid was 
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trying to process this her mother launched into a flurry of words. Something about helping with 

a case. 

"Huh?" Sid said, her eyes darting between her mother and unknown yet smartly dresses 

figure. He finally stood and extended a hand to Sid which she shook apprehensively. He took 

over the explanation. Speaking much more calmly and slowly that her mother. 

"I'm Regis Hollins. I'll be representing your family in the lawsuit against the MTA for your 

father's death." He seemed pleased with himself for being there. Said it plain out like it was 

nothing. 

"What lawsuit?" Sid turned confused eyes onto her mother. 

"That gap between the train and platform. They don't have any signage there and the 

station gets too crowded. That's how...it happened." 

Sid shook her head in dissent as her mother's words left her mouth. Mr. Hollins stood there 

looking pleased with himself. Waiting for her praise?  Like he was waiting for Sid to thank him 

for wielding a sword against the big bad metropolitan transit authority. The conversation 

needed to be had now. The longer she waited the bigger this thing was becoming. 

"Can we talk for a second?" Sid asked. Her mother looked at the lawyer, ready to put her 

off, but Hollins spoke up. 

"We're all done here pretty much. I'll get started on filing and call you with updates later 

this week?" He asked, to which her mother nodded. 

It seemed like it took forever for him to gather his papers and leave. As soon as the door 

closed, Tanya Berry whirled around to Sidney. 

"That was rude." She fumed at her. 

"Mom, we can't sue the MTA." 

"Why the hell not? My husband is gone because of them. The district has been asking for 

years to get proper signage or something put in that damn station and they haven't done 

anything. It was only a matter of time before some lost their life." Her mother's flats squeaked 

against the tile as she bounced her knee and held herself, arms wrapped around her like she 

was still wearing the robe she rarely shed over the last few days. 

"But he didn't. Mom, when it happened there was a guy there. He was talking to some 

guy...with a scar," Sid ran her hand from temple to her chin tracing the path of scar,"...and then 

the guy pushed him." 

She kept her eyes trained on her sneakers. Afraid of what the look on her mother's face 

might tell her. Terrified that it may confirm that she did screw up in some way. Worried that 

she would see the confident look that her mother always had on her face fade. But the silence 
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stretched on for so long that she had to look up and survey the situation. She thought that 

maybe her mother had left the room silently. Lifting her head toward her mother she saw that 

she was still there, her feet glued to the same spot and her eyes fixed on Sidney. 

A tear trembled on her lower eyelid, threatening to fall but she seemed to regain control of 

her body and wiped it away. Sid winced from watching her mother shove her pain away. She 

moved toward Sid, causing her to back further into the living room until her the back of her 

knees hit the couch and she sunk down onto it. Her mother stopped short and shook her head 

back and forth. A pleading look on her face. If she didn't want Sid to be scared she was doing a 

shitty job of not seeming like a threat. 

Her mother rounded the makeshift coffee table boxes and sat down next to her. Her arms 

wrapped around Sid's back and pulled her in close to her breast. Sid wailed like an infant 

against her mother. It's like the tears were always there, just waiting for a safe moment to 

come out. They rolled, thick and hot from down her cheeks and soaked her mom's orange 

blouse, leaving dark wet patches all over. Her lips were moving as she apologized over and over 

again for letting it happen. Not being able to stop it. Not being able to save her father. 

"I'm sorry, Mom. I...I'm so sorry." 

"Hey, hey...listen. It's not your fault," Her mother held her by her shoulders and looked 

directly into her eyes, "It's not your fault." Sid let the words ping around in her head, but they 

didn't settle. Couldn't find a nice place where they belonged. A place where she believed them. 

Solace evaded her like the sleep had not had these last few weeks. But she nodded anyway. 

Let her mother know that she heard her even if the words weren't sticking to anything. At least 

they were out and now that they were, maybe they could do something about it. She could 

invite the police in on her stakeout. Have them use the full resource of the justice system to 

find her father's killer. 

"I'll be okay talking to the police now. I know I couldn't before but I'll do it." She was full of 

intensity all of a sudden. Ready to avenge what had been taken from them. She met her 

mothers' eyes only to find her looking down at her lap. 

"We can't." Her mother said. It was possible Sid misheard her. Her heart was thumping so 

loudly it was flooding her ears.  

"What?" Sid lowered her eyes and leaned in. 

"You can't tell anyone that. About what happened. That stays with us." 

There was no way to misunderstand that. Her mother was clear and it seemed final. Her 

voice was steady and those tears that were unrelenting over the last few days were gone. 

"Why? We have to tell someone." 
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"Your father wouldn't want that." 

Sid pushed her mothers' hands off of her. It seemed like the most important thing in the 

world at that moment was for Sid to put as much space between them as possible. She backed 

out of the room. 

"Sit down." Her mother ordered quietly. Sid stopped her retreat but didn't return to the 

couch. Instead, she stood, tense all over, and watched her mother breathe deeply before she 

raised her head and let their eyes meet.  

"He wouldn't want that. Your dad had a plan for us. A plan for this family and I'll be damned 

if I let..." Her voice caught in her throat and she shook her head to push past 

it,"...anyone...anyone mess that up. The lawyer will help us win the lawsuit. He's done it in the 

past. It'll be enough to set this family right for generations to come. They will not take this away 

from us." 

Sid balked. Her biggest fear was that her mother wouldn't believe her. She never imagined a 

scenario where her mother believed her but refused to do anything about it. And why? Because 

of money? Money was more important than seeing her husband's killer behind bars? Air was 

struggling out of her lungs in quick pants and she was afraid that she was close to a full panic 

attack. She urged her body to move away from this insanity.  Her feet moved quickly as she 

retreated to her and Whitney's room. 

When Sid burst into the room and slammed the door behind her, she saw Whitney sitting 

on her bed, fiddling with her headphones. Attempting to put them back on after she had 

obviously been listening in on everything that had gone on between Sid and their mother.  

She collapsed into a heap on her bed and the wetness coated her face. Whitney crossed 

over and sat on the bed with her. Silently. Since their dad's death, she noticed that Whitney 

was afraid to push. Had barely asked any questions. Questions that she had the right to know 

the answers to. He was her father too. Yeah, Sidney had witnessed his death, but they all 

witnessed his life. They all had love tied to him. But Whitney was the type to never push. She 

tugged at the sleeves of her shirt just like Sid did when she was uncomfortable or at a loss for 

words. But Sid knew that her sister needed her. After what they both just heard she needed to 

say something. 

"He wouldn't have wanted that." 

Whitney sank her head onto Sid's lap. 

"No. He wouldn't have." Whit whispered.  

 

End of Excerpt 


