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Move On 
 

 
 
RAYS OF SUNLIGHT WERE JUST BEGINNING TO peek 

through the clouds when I opened my eyes. Softly, Mom said, “We’re 

here, Edalene.” 

She offered a half-smile, reaching across my waist to unbuckle the 

seatbelt and help me from the car. Brushing a loose strand of soft 

brown hair from my face, she assured me, “You did great, sweetheart.” 

During the hour-long car ride from the city to our new home, I’d 

only vomited twice. Mom had ridden with me in the back seat to calm 

my nerves and keep my hands from trembling. Eventually, exhaustion 

had consumed me for the remainder of the drive, until I felt my dad 

kick the car into park. 

I let my eyes slip past her to find a house that was quite an upgrade 

from our crammed downtown apartment. Trees towered above the 

spacious yards that separated one house from another. Our house was 

two stories and half-covered in stone with white paneling, a front porch, 

and light blue shutters that highlighted the windows. 
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I watched my dad carry boxes through the front door as he avoided 

my gaze. 

“Do you need help, Dad?” I asked. A shot in the dark. 

His piercing eyes glanced in my direction. “Just help your mom 

unpack.” 

Mom took my hand, leading me into the sterile space of the empty 

house. I removed one box from our collection, unlabeled, and pried it 

open to find a chaotic mess of items that reflected my parents’ need to 

just leave. 

Leave behind the idea of raising one daughter in a space where 

they’d once raised two. Leave behind the memories and the pain that 

accompanied them, as if it were that simple. As if they weren’t 

expecting the past to follow. 

“Let’s unpack a few boxes, then we’ll see what we can find for 

lunch,” she said, startling me from my trance. 

“I’m not hungry,” I said, dragging the box to the center of the 

kitchen floor. 

She let out a sigh, making her way around the house to open all of 

the windows. A warm breeze surrounded me, followed by the warmth 

in her voice as she knelt down next to me on the hardwood. 

“I know it’s different,” she said. “But this is going to be good for 

us.” 

“How?” I huffed. 

Her words sliced through me. “A fresh start, Edalene.” 

“But—” I swallowed the words before they slipped from my tongue, 

knowing better than to speak Maddy’s name. 

Behind me, Dad slammed the door and growled, “The van is stuck 

in traffic. They won’t be here for another hour at least.” 

“That’s fine,” Mom said calmly. “We can wait.” 
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He held his breath, balling his hands into fists. I counted to ten 

before the tension subsided, both from the room and his face. He 

nodded slowly and turned away, disappearing up the staircase with a 

box. 

“Five boxes, then we’ll have some lunch,” Mom said. “How does 

that sound?” 

I nodded, agreeing for the sake of everyone’s sanity. 

I unpacked two of the five boxes, listening closely as Mom hummed 

to mask the silence. I recognized the tune: the same melody that had 

once lulled her girls to sleep. I wondered if she realized it. 

The past had followed. 

 

* * * 

 

July 28, 2010 – Maddy’s eleventh birthday. 

The voice came in the form of a whisper, jolting me awake. “Eda, 

are you sleeping?” 

I rolled onto my side to make eye contact with her, shifting my gaze 

to the clock that read 6:24am. She giggled against the sheets, clutching 

her teddy bear under her right arm. 

“Maddy, it’s early,” I groaned. “Mom said we aren’t leaving until 

nine.” 

“I couldn’t sleep,” she said, climbing onto my mattress, as if being 

five feet away from me in her own bed wasn’t close enough. I moved to 

the left to make room for her, guarding half of the blanket as she 

shuffled around. She let out a dramatic sigh and faced the clock, as if 

she was desperate to make time move faster. 

The sunrise announced its presence through our window, and I 

accepted my fate of being awake along with the rest of the world. From 



BECAUSE OF INDIA 

 

 
 

 

4 

our seventh-floor apartment, we could hear traffic bustling through the 

city streets, travelling to its Saturday destinations. Our destination was 

Maddy’s favorite amusement park, where she would finally be tall 

enough to ride the big roller coaster. 

“Are you going to ride with me?” she asked, her green eyes 

glistening in the light. 

“I don’t know, Mads.” 

“Why not?” 

With Maddy, I had learned early on that explaining fear to a girl 

who didn’t have a trace of it in her spirit was easier said than done. 

“Maybe next year,” I said, and left it at that. 

“Come on,” she groaned. I could sense her rolling her eyes without 

having to see it. “Be brave, Eda.” 

I focused my attention on the muffled voices on the other side of 

our bedroom door, which Maddy didn’t notice until they were 

accompanied by heavy footsteps. She rolled onto the carpet and 

disappeared into the kitchen, leaving her teddy bear at the foot of the 

bed. 

I scooped him from the floor and placed him against her pillow. 

“She needs you, you know. Don’t let her fool you.” 

At 7:53am, Maddy’s birthday celebration started with three 

chocolate chip pancakes, topped with whipped cream and eleven 

candles. Cheerfully and a little off-key, we sang happy birthday to her 

around the coffee table of our cozy home. 

“Make a wish, kiddo,” Dad said. Maddy closed her eyes tightly and 

paused before she blew out the candles. She smiled, revealing a few 

still-missing teeth. 

“We love you, sweet girl,” Mom said, planting a kiss on her 

forehead. “Happy birthday.” 
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Dad scooped Maddy into his arms, resting his chin against the 

crown of her head as she took small bites of pancake from one side of 

the plate, while my fork made a dent in the other. 

At 8:47am, we loaded the car. I helped Dad buckle Maddy into the 

back seat, assuring her that she would only have to put up with the 

booster seat for a little longer. She groaned, insisting that if she was tall 

enough to ride a roller coaster, she didn’t need a booster seat. 

“When you’re a little taller, like Eda,” Dad said. I was taller than 

Maddy, though only by two inches. He kept an eye on her through the 

rearview mirror, watching her until she cracked a smile. 

Within fifteen minutes of being in the car, Maddy finally 

succumbed to her early morning and fell asleep with her head against 

the window. 

At 9:16am, Mom gasped, “We forgot the inhaler!” 

We quickly merged into the left lane to make a U-turn, waiting for 

oncoming traffic to pass. Halfway around the intersection, I caught a 

glimpse of a red pickup truck heading straight for us. I tried to warn 

Dad, but I couldn’t scream. 

Tires screeched against the asphalt and I squeezed my eyes shut. I 

reached for Maddy’s hand, hearing only a muffled version of the ear-

splitting crash, and in an instant— 

I woke up in a cold sweat, gasping for air as I curled my fingers 

around the sheets beneath me. My eyes adjusted to the darkness and I 

searched for her. 

Five feet away from me, her teddy bear eyed me from the corner of 

the room, perched on a cardboard box. 
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India 
 

 
EARLY THE NEXT MORNING, I PACED THE 

emptiness of the house to find Mom alone on the sun porch. She 

clutched a mug in her left hand. Her eyes focused on the dew droplets 

on the grass. I didn’t mean to startle her when I said, “Mom?” 

She gasped, snapping her eyes to meet mine. I noticed the tears. 

“Oh, Eda,” she breathed, wiping them from her cheeks. She 

surrendered her mug to the coffee table. “Why are you up so early?” 

I shrugged. “Couldn’t sleep.” 

Here, the August air was warm against my skin and the world was 

quiet. Mom’s breaths were shallow as she took a few moments to 

compose herself. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked, my voice quiet. 

She squared her shoulders and said, “Everything’s fine, Edalene. 

Don’t worry about me.” 

“Where’s Dad?” 

She moved from the wooden rocker and gathered her things, 

ushering me into the house. “He left for work a little while ago. He 

wanted to beat the traffic.” 
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I pretended that I hadn’t heard the shouting from the night before 

as I followed her into the kitchen and watched her rummage through 

the cabinets. 

“How do waffles sound?” she said. 

I nodded. “Sure.” 

That morning, we ate breakfast around the coffee table and watched 

old cartoons, letting our laughter bounce off these new walls. Sitting 

cross-legged on the floor in our pajamas, we planned our day, and for a 

moment it felt as if nothing had changed. 

The moment didn’t last as long as I’d hoped. 

We went about our day, grocery shopping and unpacking more 

boxes. I couldn’t remember how much stuff had been packed from the 

apartment, but I had a feeling it hadn’t been this much. I hadn’t done 

much packing, hoping maybe they’d change their minds. My room had 

remained the same until the night before the move, when my dad had 

stormed in and tossed everything into boxes. When he had left, I’d 

faced the physicality of emptiness. 

In the present, Mom offered to help me unpack the rest of my 

things. 

“That’s okay,” I said. “I can do it.” 

I wasn’t planning to do it. 

“Are you sure?” she said. “We could decorate and—” 

“That’s okay.” 

She snapped her jaw shut and frowned. “I don’t like this attitude, 

Edalene.” 

“I don’t want help.” 

Her arms crossed over her chest, creating a barrier between us. I 

tapped my pointer finger against the kitchen table and focused on each 
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beat, counting to twelve before she said, “If that’s what you want, then 

fine. You can stay in your room until dinner and unpack.” 

Gritting my teeth, I felt the frustration coursing through my veins. 

My footsteps were heavy against each stair until I reached my 

bedroom, slamming the door shut behind me. My body hit the bed 

and I told myself, Don’t cry. 

I did not unpack. I lay in bed until dinner, until I was disrupted by a 

thundering voice. Dad burst through the door, glancing toward the 

tower of boxes that had yet to be touched. Grabbing me by the wrist, 

he hoisted me out of bed and pushed me toward them. 

I stood firm, my feet glued to the carpet. His eyes pierced me like a 

blade, even if I couldn’t see them. 

“What are you waiting for?” he barked. 

Silence. 

“Edalene Amelia Brooks, look at me.” 

His green eyes, the color of Maddy’s, were hard to look at for more 

reasons than one. 

I stared at him without making eye contact, watching as he tore the 

tape from a sealed box and dumped the contents on the floor. Kicking 

the box toward me, he growled, “We’re staying, so I expect these boxes 

to be empty by tomorrow night.” 

He left me standing alone in my bedroom, facing the clutter that 

covered the grey carpet. 

I told myself, Don’t cry. 

No use. 

 

* * * 
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At 10:23pm, I made the decision to go back to our old apartment. I 

stuffed my suitcase full of clothes, my toothbrush, and other various 

items from what had been unpacked and tiptoed down the staircase to 

avoid alerting my parents of my decision. I let the door slip shut behind 

me, stepping out under a blanket of stars. 

Crickets chirped over the sound of my cargo wheeling across the 

cracked sidewalk. The glow from the streetlights illuminated my path 

as I trudged forward, urging myself not to look back. 

“Hey, where are you going?” 

She sat at the edge of the steps to the house next door, her soft 

blonde hair falling over her shoulders in braids. She rested her chin in 

her hands, her striking hazel eyes interrogating me. My stomach 

dropped when I realized my feet weren’t moving. 

“What?” I stuttered. She pointed to my suitcase. 

“Are you running away?” 

“No,” I said, making her accusation sound ridiculous. “Why do you 

care?” 

She shrugged. “You can go if you want. I won’t stop you.” 

But I had some questions of my own. 

“Why are you sitting out here by yourself? It’s late.” 

She straightened her spine and answered, “My dad will be home 

soon. He was supposed to be home earlier but work was too busy, so 

he’s bringing home ice cream to make up for missing dinner.” 

She paused, then added, “You can wait with me, if you want. I’ll 

share with you.” 

In another universe, perhaps I would’ve kept walking. I would’ve 

made it to the nearest bus station and stomached the hour-long ride to 

the city, only to face an empty apartment and the reality that I’d given 

up what could’ve been a fresh start. 
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Something about this girl was telling me that I didn’t have to be 

alone. And she was offering me ice cream, for goodness’ sake. 

I trod carefully up the sidewalk and left a foot of space between us 

when I sat down, perching my feet on my suitcase. She smiled at me. 

“I’m India,” she said. “What’s your name?” 

“Edalene,” I said. “But you can call me Eda.” 

She repeated my name instinctively, and it didn’t sound so broken 

coming from her. It didn’t sound like it was missing the other half. 

“Nice to meet you, Eda,” she said. 

My lips curved into a smile. 

Time moved more slowly on the stairs with India. We watched the 

cars go by and counted the stars, occasionally asking each other 

questions. 

“How old are you?” I asked her. 

“I’m twelve,” she said. “How old are you?” 

“I’m almost thirteen,” I said. 

India launched into her life story, detailing how she was 

approximately seven months and two weeks younger than me and 

homeschooled. Her favorite color was yellow and she had one brother, 

eleven years older than her, who didn’t live at home. Her dad worked 

in a hospital and her mom stayed at home. She was allergic to 

strawberries and wanted to travel the world. 

I listened carefully, absorbing the details, until she said, “What 

about you, Eda?” 

I didn’t know where to begin. 

“Well,” I said. “I’ll be going to a new school soon. My favorite color 

is green, my dad is an engineer, and my mom is a teacher. I’m not 

allergic to anything, I don’t think. But I think planes are kind of scary. 
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And I—” I choked on the words. “I had a little sister. Her name was 

Maddy.” 

I felt India’s eyes on me. To my surprise, she didn’t make me talk 

about it. She simply said, “I’m so sorry, Eda.” 

She intertwined her fingers with mine and I didn’t shudder. I felt 

comforted by her touch that resembled Maddy’s gentle embrace. 

Before I could form the right words, a black car turned into the 

driveway and India gasped in delight. 

A tall man stepped out of the vehicle and opened his arms to 

welcome India into them. I noticed his yellow tie before she tossed her 

arms around his neck. He laughed. 

“Hi, pumpkin. Sorry I’m so late.” 

“That’s okay, Dad.” India beamed. He released her from his 

embrace, and she was quick to introduce me. “This is my friend, Eda. 

She just moved in next door.” 

He smiled to me. “Hello, Eda. I’m Evan.” 

“Hello,” I said. 

India opened the passenger door and snatched two cups of ice 

cream from the cup holders, handing one to her dad. When she 

realized she only had one spoon, she rushed inside to grab another, 

her father trailing behind her. 

“Here,” she said. “I hope you like chocolate.” 

“Chocolate’s my favorite,” I said, digging my spoon into the soft 

serve. 

Ten minutes later, we were left with an empty cup and full bellies. I 

thanked India for sharing it with me and stood from the steps, grabbing 

my suitcase. When I reached the end of the sidewalk, India called out, 

“Are you still going to run away?” 

I considered her question. “I don’t think I want to anymore.” 
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She smiled brightly. “Good, because we’re friends now. You and 

me.” 

We said goodnight and I made my way home, where I waved to her 

from my front porch. I opened the door with cautious movements and 

climbed the stairs to my bedroom. In the doorway, I faced my single 

bed and let out a heavy sigh. 

“Eda!” 

The sound originated from my open window. I crossed the room to 

find that the window directly across from my own belonged to India, 

who stood behind the screen. 

That night, we kept our windows open and I didn’t feel so alone. 



 

 

 

 

Thank you for reading, friend! 

If you enjoyed, be sure to sign up to be 

an ARC reader and receive the full 

novel for FREE in exchange for an 

honest review. 

Access the application here: 

https://docs.google.com/forms/d/1Lu_SVsOucNM4B6r-

QSmMVjtl7yqM6bOWxmE_zvqoeWo/edit 
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