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Chapter 1
Brightly colored orange and red leaves float and fall from the branches they once laid, like little swaying boats in the sky. The classic school bell rings, disrupting the silence of suburban New York from the William S. Hackett Middle School. Sounds of children laughing and lockers slamming behind its doors. A minute or two cuts through the crisp winter break air as the three sets of doors from the monumental-looking building slam open as globs of children break free from the grasp of the school. Smiles and waves goodbye to their friends are contagious as they run down the steps to the school, and the piles of brightly colored leaves get swept up into the air again by their shuffles. Parents are lined up in their black and silver muted cars and standing by the curb, waving their children down, acting as if they wouldn’t know where to find them. The air turns brisker and whips around the children as a young woman with dark brown hair makes her way out of the school and amongst the crowd. She twists her scarf around her neck to prevent it from escaping a cold gust of wind, then bundles her jacket collar around her cheeks to keep warm, and then makes her way down the white set of slightly weathered stairs. She reaches the bottom of the steps and looks around for her mother, her hair whisking around her face, blocking her bright blue eyes.
“Harbor!” someone is saying off in the distance,
almost unheard amongst the children. “Harbor over here, sweetie.” Harbor’s mother waves her hand just above the sea of children, parents, and teachers.
Harbor hears her name and turns several times to see who is calling her. Then, the herds of people dissipate, and she connects her eyes with her mother. Her mother smiles at her from a distance; her ruby-red lips and pure white teeth can be seen from any distance. Her mom’s heels make their way up the sidewalk, passing the bare trees, raining brightly colored leaves. Harbor brushes her bangs behind her ear, smiles back at her mom, and weaves her way through the waiting children.
“Let’s get the heck out of this place and start our vacation, shall we?” Harbor’s mother reaches out for her backpack and brushes her bangs back again over her ear. The two started walking in the direction her mother had come from and where she had parked her car.
“So, wait...” Harbor pauses for a second. “...what do you mean, shall weeee, start our vacation?”
Her mom’s heels clack on the sidewalk, and the key chains from Harbor’s backpack clank together as they walk.
“Well, I was able to take a couple of weeks off from work to spend time with you!” She bites the bottom of her lip and gives Harbor a side-eye.
“What! Are you serious? That’s awesome, Mom!”
“Yup, I know how tough it’s been on you, with me working and your father no longer with us.” Her face gets serious as she turns to Harbor, her long bangs flying away in the wind again. Harbor’s face looks equally severe, and her eyes show a distant, faded memory of her father.
The two approach a shiny black BMW SUV as her mom clicks the remote on her keys to unlock the doors to the car. Harbor opens the passenger door and sits inside as her mom props the door open and looks at her. “Look, sweetie. I want to try to make things as much better for us as possible. I know it’s been almost a year since he’s been gone, and it seems it was only yesterday...” She pauses to hold back a tear from catching in the corner of her eye. “...But I love you, and I’m here for you, and you're just growing up so fast.” She catches her breath from rambling. “I’m sorry.” She smiles at Harbor and closes the car door before Harbor can respond.
Her mom walks around the back of the SUV as Harbor watches her fix her makeup around her eyes, and her mom holds the back of her head and then scrunches her hair. Her mom always said she felt her father holding her head, just as he used to. It reminded her of when he would do this and lay his forehead on hers; it was how he showed his love for her. She then goes to the driver’s side, sighs deeply, climbs into the driver’s seat, places Harbor’s backpack in the back seat, and closes the door behind her.
“Mom,” Harbor says sincerely. Harbor’s mom looks at her with a soft smile. “I’ll always be your little girl.” Harbor grabs her mom’s hand and holds it gently.
“You better be, or else!” Her mom smiles and starts the car; the engine is hardly heard as the heat begins to blow from the AC vents, and the lights on the dashboard start to glow. “Besides, we are going to have so much fun!” Her voice overcomes her sadness as she clicks the car in drive and turns the wheel to leave the parking spot. “I have a list of fun things we can do, and I’ve been planning for a month.” Her mom turns the blinker on to turn the Delaware and Madison Avenue corner. A small gold harp hangs from the rearview mirror, reflects the sun, and dances light on Harbor’s forehead. “Do you know what’s number one on the list?” She briefly looks at Harbor and back to her front while she drives.
“Um, I don’t know.” Harbor looks to the corner of her eyes, and her mouth goes crooked while she thinks.
“C’mon,’ guess, it’s your favorite thing to do, and it’s a definite girl must to get this party started!”
“Oh, is it shopping?” Harbor smiles and looks at her mom.
“Heck yeah, it’s shopping; I want to get makeup, nail polish, junk food...”
Harbor interrupts her mom. “Can we get stuff to make my favorite chocolate chip cookie cake that you used to make?”
“Already on the list, but we can’t overeat because we have to look good for these.” As she breaks from the stoplight on Madison Avenue and Pearl Street, she reaches into her purse and hands Harbor an envelope.
She grabs the envelope, opens the flap to reveal two tickets, and passes on lanyards. “OMG! Mom! No Way! Taylor Swift tickets and backstage passes? This is going to be so much fun, Mom!” Harbor squirms in her seat and kisses her mom on her cheek. “You are so freaking awesome!” Harbor takes out her cell phone from her front pocket, takes a picture of the passes to make her friends jealous, and is already posting them on Instagram.
“I know; you don’t have to tell me.” She smiles from the corner of her mouth at Harbor.
While posting on her phone, Harbor looks up at her mom. “Hey, Mom?” Harbor’s mother starts to creep forward on her green light as she glances at her.
“I love you.” Harbor smiles at her softly.
“Oh, honey, I love you too.” She glances at Harbor and grabs her hand.
Just in that quick exchange of words and a last glance of her love for Harbor, a delivery truck appears through the driver’s side window as it runs a red light and strikes the driver’s side of their black SUV. The SUV spins like a top in slow motion as the glass explodes from the windows and sparkles in the fall sunlight. Screeching from tires makes a horrible sound that doesn’t keep up with the slow motion of the accident. The look of panic on their faces and their eyes lock as the smell of burnt rubber from the tires taints their minds. The spinning is stopped to a dreaded halt as it slams into the concrete shoulder, and the car crashes on its side, leaving the driver’s side pointed to the sky. Everything then stops. There is no noise, no motion, not even time moves, except the cool, brisk breeze that flows in through the broken windows of the SUV. Harbor’s bangs float with the cool breeze as the golden, orange, and red leaves float inside, hugging her weak body held by the seat belt. Harbor’s chest is shallowly rising up and down as she fights to breathe. Time has ceased ever to exist, as sirens are faintly heard through the city streets, bringing reality to catch up with this lost time. Chatters of people surround the car as the sirens of an ambulance and fire truck grow louder to a deafening tone. Harbor’s eyes open heavily as blurry images and muffled sounds fog her, making her unsure of what happened. Her eyes closed again as she felt a force lift her from her place where she was dangling inside the car.
Chapter 2
Beep, then a brief pause, Beep, and a brief pause yet again, as a heart monitor attached to Harbor makes its steady but dreadful sound no one wants to hear. The silence and the smell of the hospital create an eerie feeling. Its taupe walls, dim lights, and the scent of overused sterile cleaning supplies paint a horror film, no matter if it’s a joyous or a sad moment. A man in a white doctor's coat walks into Harbor’s room, checking the computer beside her bed and typing steadily on the keyboard. Heavy heels clatter down the hall as a brightly dressed woman enters the dimly lit and sterile hospital room. The colorful woman’s dress seems to have four different dresses sewn into one; her hair is multicolored but with a few strands of gray that poke through a tight, messy, short ponytail. She slides into the room with her low, thick heels, white stockings just above her knee, and one scrunching down slightly. A satchel bag made from multiple patches of t-shirts follows her through the door as it hits against her thigh with each stride.
“Excuse me, can I help you?” The lavish Doctor quickly raises his hands at the woman, who looks like she has just escaped the circus.
The middle-aged woman places her hands on her chest as the Doctor almost startles her. “I am Harbor’s aunt; I’m her mother’s sister. I heard what happened, and I rushed here, all the way here!” She whispers loudly as she moves over to Harbor’s bedside, dropping her bag and walking to her without even thinking. The multicolored lady brushes Harbor’s bangs behind her ear with her multicolored, painted nails. “Will she be okay? Look at these terrible, terrible cuts and bruises.” She touches Harbor’s face gently.
“Let’s say she is fortunate. I’m sorry. And your name was?” He looks at Harbor’s aunt up and down as if she were a work of art, but he is unsure if he needs to call security.
“Where are my manners? It’s the situation you must understand.” She quickly makes her way to the Doctor at the foot of the bed and sticks out her right hand for a shake. “My name is Annabell, Annabell Hudson.”
The Doctor reaches out and shakes her hand. She shakes back in a goofy, up-and-down, childish manner. “Ms. Hudson…” The Doctor holds his clipboard firmly to his chest.
“Mrs.” She corrects him and wiggles her index finger in the air.
“I, I’m sorry, Mrs.…”
“My husband passed away a long time ago, but I don’t have his last name. I've always kept mine but still go by Mrs. naturally…” She rambles on as the Doctor interrupts her.
“Mrs. Hudson.” He gently tugs her arm to pull her away from Harbor’s bed so she cannot hear. “Mrs. Hudson, Harbor is very lucky even to be alive. Now, I’m assuming you know the condition of her mother, your Sister?”
“I do, yes.” Mrs. Hudson says softly and with a lump in her throat.
“Okay, it’s best to take this very easy. Harbor is very young…”
“She’s so big to me now. I haven’t seen her since she was a baby, yet she is still fragile.” Tears run from her eyes and down her brightly colored, rosy cheeks as she looks at Harbor. She quickly snags the tissue from her wrist, held by a multicolored charm bracelet made from sea glass.
“So, then you understand, Mrs. Hudson, how we need to take things slow with her. She has no idea that her mother has passed. Now, I know this is already difficult for you, but when the time comes, seeing you are her closest relative, would you like us to tell her about her mother, or would you?”
Still looking at Harbor asleep in the bed, she shakes her head, “I’ll tell her.”
“Okay, I think that would be best. I would also like to keep her here at the hospital for another day or so for observation, and then she’ll be able to go home.” He looks at the eccentric woman, whose somber stare is affixed to his patient, and gives her a brief moment. “Remember to take care of yourself as well, Mrs. Hudson.” He clenches his clipboard to his chest.
Annabell wipes a tear and snaps from her melancholy trance, “I’ll be fine. I’m always fine. We’ll be fine.”
“Okay.” He pauses again. “We are here for you if you need us; in the meantime, can we get you something to eat, water, soda, coffee?”
She turns to the Doctor. “Water would be great, thank you.” She goes over to the chair beside Harbor, sits down, and her dress fluffs to fill the entire space.
“Okay, I’ll have the nurse bring you some water, and Mrs. Hudson?” The Doctor turns to her before he leaves the doorway. “Just let us know if you need anything, anything at all.”
“Thank you, Sir. I, I mean Doctor.” She forces a smile and looks into his eyes.
“You’re welcome.” He leaves the room, leaving the two of them together. Harbor’s aunt slides her hand under Harbor’s limp and pale hand, careful not to rub the IV that sticks out for the saline drip.
“Oh, Samantha, I told you to be careful after Hank died.” Annabell stares at Harbor’s sleeping eyes. “You poor thing, you’ll be safe with me in my home.” She plays with a strand of Harbor’s hair that lies on her shoulder.
The nurse walks in the already cracked door, carrying a tray with a plastic container of ice, another plastic pitcher with water, and two plastic cups wrapped in plastic wrap. Given the circumstances, she looks at Annabell, smiles the best she can, and then places the tray on the hospital bed table opposite where she sits with Harbor.
“You are Mrs. Hudson, correct? Harbor’s aunt?” The nurse asks professionally.
“Yes, I’m Annabell.” She still looks at Harbor and caresses her weak, soft hand.
“I believe there is an Attorney who was asking for you and wanted to know if he can speak to you about you and Harbor. Would you like me to bring him in?”
“Yes, that's fine.” She says softly.
“Okay. Is there anything else I can get for you, ma’am? The nurse smiles with her mouth closed slightly and holds on to her name tag that dangles from her neck.
“I’m okay, thank you.” Annabell smiles back as the nurse stares into her eyes and nods.
“Well, don’t be afraid to ask for anything.” She turns by the door to catch one last glimpse of the brightly colored lady who sits by the gray and sterile bedside.
Annabell gets up from her chair, and a crunching sound of the tulle from under her dress floats the different stitched layers of dresses upwards, giving her hips a ballerina curve. She makes her way to the foot of the bed, bends down, very unladylike, and picks up the bag she dropped on the way in. She swishes back her long bangs that got loose on her way down and then gives them a blow with her bright red lips. Then the skinny, eccentric woman reaches into her bag, elbow-deep, and shuffles things around. Things and whatchamacallits clank together as she pulls out a cup that looks like four melted cups melted together. The handle was made from seashells, and a brightly colored starfish was embedded on one side. From the looks of this cup, it was plastic, metal, and ceramic, all welded together as if she had made it herself. She drops her bag once more, then grasps her creative cup with both hands and moves to the water beside the bed.
“I just love ice.” She says to herself softly as she opens the plastic container and reaches her long fingers and multicolored fingertips into the group of ice. She shuffles the cubes, picks one up, and inspects it; it’s not good enough, so she searches again, finds another, and drops it into her cup. The unique woman searches meticulously for another, then pops it into her cup, another, and just one more. Her fingers dance in the air to search for the last ice cube. She shakes her cup, stirring the ice cubes like a fine wine, and then picks up the water container. Without hesitation, she pours the clear liquid into her cup without inspecting the water first, as with the ice cubes.
The ice starts to crackle as she holds the cup to her ear. “I just love that sound.” She says softly again, lowers the cup to her ruby-red lips, and takes a sip. She smacks the water with her lips as she tastes every mineral. “Not bad.” She takes another sip, then tilts her head high and her cup even higher as she takes multiple gulps. She almost likes to hear the water, even making that gulp sound as it moves down her throat.
A gentleman clears his throat loudly by the doorway so she can hear him, his fist pointed at his lips. Annabell quickly turns towards the sound, her arms flaring out as one of the ice cubes flings out from her cup, lands on the floor, and slides effortlessly across the clean white linoleum tiles to the cleanly dressed man’s leather-pointed shoes.
“Oh my gosh! Oh my gosh!” Annabell rushes over to the man in a brown suit with patched elbows. “I’m so sorry, so sorry.” She reaches into the front of her dress, which seems to have a pocket, and pulls out a handkerchief. “You see, I was just enjoying some very refreshing water, and your uhuhgrrr startled me.” She tries to repeat the sound he made as she wipes the water off his shoe.
“Ms., it’s quite all right; it's just water.” He tries to swat the handkerchief away with his foot and twitches his upper lip, adorned with a thick brown mustache.
“Look, all better. If anything, you don’t need to pay for a shoeshine today.” Annabell giggles and sticks the slightly wet cloth back into her dress pocket.
“Ms.…” The gentleman tries to escape another word before he’s interrupted as he fixes his glasses on his nose.
“That’s Mrs.” She points her lengthy index finger in the air and gives it a wiggle.
“Mrs. Yes, I’m sorry. You wouldn’t happen to be Mrs. Hudson, Samantha Nickel's Sister?”
“I am, yes, Sir. Her maiden name is Hudson, but she changed hers when she married. You see, I didn’t change mine, but my husband has passed, you see.” Annabell’s mood changes from upbeat to gloomy once more.
“I see. Well, I’m very sorry to hear about your husband, and now this tragedy is just terrible.” He moves further into the room and sits down on another chair.
Annabell moves over to Harbor again and sits crisscrossed in the chair she first sat in. “Frank was such a lovely man; you see, he really loved me for who I was.” She elegantly smushed her dress downward as it poofed up from when she sat down.
“Mrs. Hudson, look, I’m very sorry for everything that has happened. I am actually your sister’s attorney and need to go over a few things about Harbor with you.” He picks up his brown leather briefcase from the floor and places it on his lap.
Annabell stares at Harbor again, moving her long fingers across her forehead. The attorney clicks open his briefcase, and the metal clicks capture Annabell’s attention to look at him again. The lawyer pulls out a file from his briefcase and then closes it again, latching the bronze-colored clasps to their matching homes. He places the briefcase on the floor, then crosses his legs, opening the files.
“Now, Mrs. Hudson, Annabell Hudson, correct?”
“Yes, that’s correct.” Annabell watches as his mustache moves with every syllable he says.
“Your sister's Last Will & Testament is very clear that if anything were to happen to her, you would be awarded Harbor as her primary guardian.” The attorney reads from the top of his glasses as Annabell starts to form slow tears from the corner of her eyes. “I know this is very hard, but if you feel you cannot care for Harbor, we can make other arrangements.” He looks up at Annabell, his eyes magnified by his bifocals.
“No, no, no. I’m very capable. I have a nice house and plenty of everything for her.” She stared him straight in the eye.
“Okay, we just need to make sure in cases like this. Your Sister also left you everything else, the house, the other two cars…”
“You can sell all those things; I don’t need them. Like I said, I have everything.” She interrupts.
“I can arrange that, of course. But Mrs. Hudson, your Sister, is leaving you and Harbor 1.7 million dollars she had placed away in a savings account. That’s after funeral expenses and all debts paid.”
“Like I said, I have everything.” She looks and turns to him, wiping her tears away. “Can you put all of this in Harbor’s name so she can have this when she is old enough?”
“I can do that, surely. Are you sure you don’t need anything to help with expenses, food, clothes for Harbor, or anything else?”
“I’m okay; it belongs to Harbor. My husband left me much more than I need, my home is paid off, and everything is fine.” Her voice crackles.
“Okay, I will make the arrangements and will let you know when everything is completed. I do need you to sign a few things and create you as the legal guardianship of Harbor.” He pulls a pen from the inside of his jacket and clicks the top.
Annabell gets up from her chair, fixes her dress, and walks over to her bag on the floor. She bends down ungracefully again, and the lawyer looks away to be polite. Annabell picks up her bag from the ground, reaches in, elbow-deep, and shuffles items around. She pulls out a pen that looks like four pens made into one. It has a silver tip with an encrusted silver and blue sea glass clicker at the other end, with the pen's body covered in blue glitter and sequins. Annabell drops her bag on the floor again, holds her pen to her ear, and clicks it.
“I just love that sound.” She says, looking at the attorney. “No offense, of course; I just like to use my things.” She approaches him as he stands to hold the file out.
“Oh, none taken, and that’s a very nice pen.” He clicks his and places it into his inner jacket pocket.
“Okay, where are we signing?” She brushes her bangs back behind her ear and snuffles the few drips of a sad, runny nose away.
“Everywhere there is one of these red stickers.” He points to them and flips the page.
“Oh, how convenient!” She seems to have never seen them before as she signs away, glitter falling from the pen and mixing in with the ink. The room is silent except for the heart monitor beeping and the soft scribble of her pen. She flips the page to sign another spot marked by a red sticker. “I love the little hands on the stickers, pointing out where to sign. It's charming! Oh, look, this one even says initial here. So, so clever.” She flips through the rest of the document, like a cartoon flip book, searching for more stickers to sign by.
“Yup, that’s it; you signed them all.” He grabs the file from her hand as she looks for more.
“Given the circumstances, that was kind of fun!” She clicks her pen again and tosses it to the ground, aiming at her bag.
“Well, I’m glad I can give you some kind of happiness through these tough times.” He sits back down and reopens his briefcase; the bronze clasps spring open. “You’ll receive copies of all this in the mail, and once I get back to my office, I’ll call you with information regarding a bank account for Harbor and the sale of the estate.”
“Where do you get those great stickers like that?” She turns from looking at Harbor and points to his briefcase with her long index finger, wiggling it in a circle.
“I’m sorry.” He closes his briefcase and closes the bronze clasps as they make a click, click sound.
“Those stickers, with hands on them, where do you get them?” She points again and crosses her arms, hugging herself.
“Oh, the Sign Here stickers, um…” He thinks for a brief moment as he stands up from the chair. “I believe any office supply store should have them.”
“An office supply store got ya!” She snaps her fingers and points at him.
“Well, Mrs. Hudson, it was very nice meeting you.” He reaches into his jacket pocket again and pulls out a business card. “You can call me anytime; my cell phone number is on the card.” He holds it out for her to take, and she accepts. She holds it with two hands and stares at it up close as it almost hits the tip of her nose.
“David Ba-u-man,” She attempts at his name on the business card.
“It’s like Bowman, like a bow and arrow.”
“How clever, Bauman, like a Bowman.” She makes an imaginary bow, stretches, and then releases an imaginary arrow. “Pew,” she said, letting off another arrow.
“It’s okay; it happens all the time.” He smiles, his thick mustache stretching with his grin as he reaches for a handshake. Annabell reaches out, grabs his hand, and shakes it violently and childishly, just as before with the Doctor. They break free, and he heads to the door. “Just call me anytime if you ever need anything; my cell phone number is on the card. I’ll also contact you and Harbor periodically to see how the two of you are doing and for any updates on this case.”
Annabell glances at it again, placing it up to her nose to read the fine print. “Ahh, I see it, thank you.” She lifts the card up above her head, “It was nice to have met you!”
“It was nice meeting you, too.” He waves his hand out from the door, his briefcase at his side, as he has already left.
Annabell turns on one foot, her dress floating with her twirl like a ballerina, and taps the business card in her other hand. Then, she bends down, ungracefully picks up her bag from the floor again, tosses the business card inside, and immediately drops the bag again to the floor. The eccentric woman moves over to Harbor’s bedside again and fixes her eyes on her pale, white, soft face. Aunt Annabell slides the bulky chair as best she can to get it closer to Harbor. She gently climbs back into the chair she once sat in, climbing over the arm, then crisscrosses her legs as her dress poofs up yet again. Annabell grabs an extra blanket that lies by Harbor’s feet, scrunches it into a ball, and sets it near Harbor’s still face. She folds her arms, lays her head down, and stares at Harbor and into her closed eyes; she can't help but think how much she looks like her sister.
“Oh, Harbor, everything will be okay when you wake up. I’m going to take care of you now. I have a nice big house, which is not a house at all, but I’ll leave that as a surprise. I have many arts and crafts and fun things to see and do. You’ll also have friends waiting as well, ones you’ve never met before. Well, you’ve never met me, only once when you were this big.” Annabell smiles and gestures with her hands to show how big Harbor was. She folds her arms again, resting her head on top, then closes her eyes and reaches out to hold onto Harbor’s arms. She caresses her soft skin with the gentle flicks of her lengthy fingers. “I love you, Harbor; I will always love you as your mother and father will always love you.”
The steady beeps from the heart monitor and the beat of the footsteps outside the door seem to lull her to sleep, like a gentle public lullaby of everyday hospital noises.
Chapter 3
The nurse comes into the room, a different one from before, and checks on the two quietly. The nurse smirks at Annabell, who awkwardly fell asleep hunched over Harbor’s bed in the recliner chair. The rainbow-colored woman somehow balanced her criss-crossed arms as a pillow on the bed rail, her open mouth slightly drooling in the crevices of her arms. The nurse returns to the room entrance, where there is a wooden door to a cabinet, and tries to open it quietly. The hinges creek, and the metal handle makes a hard thud on the wall as she opens it. The nurse removes two soft fleece blankets and unfolds them both for Annabell and then for Harbor. Looking at the heart monitor, she proceeds to the computer, where she types a few things and clicks the mouse, almost to accompany the beat of Harbor’s heart blips on the monitor. She slides the keyboard in after typing and makes her way out of the room. Her footsteps are the only ones heard outside. It’s late, and there's not much commotion except the occasional cough from the patient next door and the rolling push of air from the air conditioning vent above.
Harbor’s bed sheets by her toes move slightly, and her restless legs move more as she turns to her side and makes a pillow with one of her hands. The IV in her other arm is kept straight under the blanket; the plastic tube dripping liquid into her weak body snakes out from the top of the sheets and connects to a bag of clear liquid. She opens her eyes; her vision is groggy and blurry. She flutters her eyes to focus on the woman's outline that rests by her bedside.
“Mom?” Her voice cracks, as she hasn’t spoken since the accident. Her eyes focus a little better as she widens and blinks them several times. “Mom?” Harbor sits up slightly, adjusting herself in the hospital bed. Her voice is worried. The sheets move under Annabell’s head, waking her up.
“Harbor, you're awake!” Annabell excitedly throws the blanket off her back as she jumps out of her chair and lunges herself on top of Harbor for a hug. Harbor, unsure whether to hug back, moves her weak arms, careful not to hurt the tube that connects to her veins on the anterior side of her elbow. “Oh, Harbor, dear child, I've been worried sick. I thought you'd never wake up!” Annabell breaks free from the hug and then holds Harbor’s face with both hands. Harbor’s face is pale and cold, her eyes confused and dazed by the kindness of the goofy-looking woman who scrunches her face.
“Where is my mother?” Harbor softly tries to let out her words.
“Oh, dear, oh, dear, um….” Annabell removes herself from the bed and scrunches the front of her dress with nerves.
“Who are you? Where is my mother?” Her voice is worried, and her strength is fueled by panic as she sits up straighter.
Annabell moves back over to Harbor and sits in the chair very softly. She grabs Harbor’s hand and holds it with both of hers. The beeps on the heart monitor start to increase. “Harbor, my dear Harbor. My name is Annabell; I’m your aunt, your mother’s sister.”
“I didn’t know my mother had a sister.” Harbor looked at the woman’s dress, which had fluffed up to her chest when she had sat down.
“I know she probably never talked about me much. We both had separate lives, but we met before, just when you were a little baby. I’m sure you may remember that. I mean, I remember when…”
“Where is my mother?” Harbor interrupts and is worried.
Annabell grips Harbor’s hand slightly harder. “Harbor, you were in a terrible accident and…” Annabell pauses to try to clear the lump of sadness that lay in her throat.
“My mother is dead, isn’t she?” Harbor comes out and says it, but her breathing starts to become heavy. Tears begin forming in her eyes as she blinks them free.
Annabell crawls into the hospital bed with her and hugs her tight. Harbor squeezes her tight and sobs into her shoulder.
“We were going to have a girls’ night.” Her voice shakes and mixes with gasps of pain. “We were going to buy makeup and make my favorite chocolate chip cookies.” Her salty, sorrowful tears soak Annabell’s strap to her multicolored dress.
“I’m so sorry, Harbor, I’m so sorry.” Annabell’s tears mix with Harbor’s as she pets her head.
Harbor’s tears and sobs start to relax as Annabell lifts her forward to look at her heavy, sad eyes. She wipes the tears from her cheeks as she holds her face again.
“There are some things we need to talk about, and I know this is all too much at once for you, but we need to get it out of the way.” Annabell looks into Harbor’s glossy eyes. “You have your mother’s eyes.” She says softly, almost to herself, and gives a sad smile. They are so blue, just like your mom’s.”
“So, you’re my aunt.” Harbor wipes the tears from her face as she sniffles and tries to slow down the sobs.
Annabell slides off the bed, and the crunching sound of her dress breaks the silence between them. “I am indeed your aunt, aunty, or however you would like to call me. You could even call me Annabell if calling me aunt is too weird for you.” Annabell moves to the foot of her bed, where her purse has been lying on the floor since arriving. She bends down very unladylike, just as before, and picks her bag up from the ground. She reaches in elbow-deep and shuffles items around as things clink and clang together. “You know, your mother sent me pictures of you every year so I can see you grow.” Annabell pulls out a tiny photo album from her bag. “Ah, here it is!” She holds it in the air and gives it a wiggle, then drops her bag on the floor in the same spot.
Harbor tries to give a little smirk as tears creep into the corners of her pink, dry lips. Her eyes are sad and tired, showing disbelief.
Annabell moves back to her chair. This time, she climbs in like usual, her dress still puffing up as she fixes the poof with the photo album. She flips through the tiny album to find a picture of her and her sister. “Ah, see, here you go, just to prove I am your aunt.” She turns the album around and hands it to Harbor.
“You guys are so young and so very pretty.” Harbor fixes her eyes on her mother in the picture, then returns the album to her aunt.
“Yup, we were two peas in a pod back in the day. We did everything together back then.” Annabell looks at the album, reminiscing about the preserved time captured by the photographs.
“Aunt Annabell?” Harbor speaks softly, looking down at her hands as her aunt interrupts.
“Now I like the sound of that, Aunt Annabell!” She sits back in her chair and stares at her sister in the photograph.
“What’s going to happen now?” Harbor finishes what she was going to say as a lump forms again in her throat.
Annabell closes the photo album and places it on her lap. “Well, my dear, a very kind gentleman had come in here while you were asleep, who had a very, very distinguished and rather thick mustache…” Annabell trails off. “...and said that your mother had wanted me.” Annabell pauses and leans back in her chair even more, tinkering with the multicolored nail polish on her nails. “Well, this man said your mother wanted me to watch over you now.” She looks up at Harbor, who has tears rolling down her face. “Well, if that’s okay with you. Like, if not, I totally get it. I just might not be cool enough for you, or maybe you're creeped out by me or something.” Annabell shies away from her rambling.
Harbor wipes a tear from her cheek as Annabell impatiently waits for an answer. “Yeah. I, I mean, of course, it’s okay. It’s what my mother wanted, so I’m sure it will be okay; everything will be okay.” The tears pour again, and her lungs gasp for a different reality.
“Of course, it will be okay. I have a nice big house—well, it’s kind of a house, at least I call it my home. O’ and I almost forgot there is Minnow, our dog. She’s just this tiny little pup that loves to lick people up and down.” Annabell scoots closer to her and hugs her trembling body.
“I like dogs,” Harbor says, starting to perk up a bit. “My father never let us have any pets.”
“Who good ole’ Hank? He loved pets, especially dogs!”
“I don’t know about that. I begged and begged for like a month, and my dad always said they were too much responsibility for a little girl like me.”
“Well, I don’t know what had gotten into him then.” Annabell sighs and slumps back into the chair once more.
“What’s up with your dress?” Harbor smiles, her mind gravitating to distractions.
Annabell lifts her dress, tilts her head, and smiles at Harbor. “I made this myself. I make, like, everything by myself.”
“I like it. It’s cool.”
“Thank you!” Annabell breathes the compliment out. “You know, I can make you some dresses if you like. We can pick out the colors and the thread, and I can even teach you everything I know!”
“Maybe.” Harbor starts to come down again and looks out the hospital window.
“Oh, sweetie, your mom is still with you; she will always be with you and me.”
“What do you mean?” Harbor looks up at her aunt.
“Well, have you ever had that feeling where you get the shivers all over your body all at once, and your body just shakes for a split second?”
“Yeah. My mom always said it was an angel that touched me.” Harbor stutters, sniffling her runny nose.
“Exactly! Our mom told us the same thing, and it’s true. So, your mom will always watch and care for you even if she can’t see you. If you feel that shiver, that’s your mom, just letting you know that she’s right there by your side.”
Harbor jerks slightly and moves her hands to her shoulders, rubbing them as if she were cold, as Annabell also jerks a little. Harbor starts to sob from the shiver that just passed her, and her newly found aunt looks at Harbor. “Mom!” She looks up beyond her tears.
“I felt her to Harbor. I think she wants to tell us that she’s okay and loves us.” Annabell looks up as well. “I love you, Sam; I’ll take good care of her for you.” Annabell climbs back into the bed with Harbor and holds her tight under the hospital blankets. Her multicolored dress sneaks out from every corner and smothers the two. Harbor hugs her aunt, sniffling and falling asleep to the sound of her heartbeat and the gentle touches of her Aunt Annabell’s fingertips that twirl through her hair.
Chapter 4
A black, overly waxed Cadillac hogs up the roundabout of the valet entrance to the hospital; steam from its tailpipe fights the cold, showing the nosy security officer nearby that he’s waiting and not parked. Other cars wait or circle the entrance to pick up their loved ones, ready for discharge. Visitors wallow in the sliding glass front doors, their spirits low while visiting hours start for the day. A tall man in a black coat, white collared shirt, and black tie opens the driver’s door to the Cadillac. He lurches around the back of the car to stand by the rear passenger door, his figure towering over the car. He looks warm and unaffected by the weather while everyone else scrambles to bundle up in their winter jackets.
A gust of cold, frosty wind blows inward with every slide from the glass entrance doors. A nurse tech wearing light blue scrubs and a pink long-sleeve undershirt gently pushes Harbor in a wheelchair outside. Harbor’s long brown hair flies backward in a windy dance as she scrunches the hospital blanket under her chin.
“It’s only going to get colder,” the woman in light blue insinuates as she tries to act like the cold isn’t bothering her.
“Brrrrr, it’s colder than a polar bear’s butt out here!” Annabell follows the nurse as she bundles up her patched work jacket, made from 4 other jackets. Her skin-tight, pink leggings are under yet another multidimensional dress that does nothing to keep her warm.
“I swear it wasn’t this cold this morning! I would have brought us both something warmer to wear!” Annabell said.
Harbor laughs, and the nurse tech smiles and scrunches her nose, looking at Harbor. “Did she say colder than a polar bear’s butt!” The nurse tech giggled softly to Harbor.
“I think so,” Harbor says back.
“Ah, here we go now, service at its finest.” Annabell sighs. “I know what you’re thinking. Soooo, not me, and it’s quite a dull color. Black! Yuck!” She looks down at Harbor, who’s more focused on trying not to be cold. “I would much prefer pink or lime green; even a puke green would be better than a black car.” She still rambles about the car's color as they get closer.
The driver already has the door open for them and the heat on so they can keep warm. “May I take your bag, ma’am?” The lovely gentleman asks to take Annabell’s handbag for her.
“No, no, I’m okay, dear. Go right ahead and get in. It's cold; you don’t need to be out here.” She swishes her hand at him. “You too, sweetie; go inside. You're practically wearing nothing!” She wiggles her long pointer finger at the Nurse Tech pushing Harbor. “We’ve got it from here! Go! Stay warm!” Annabell remarks and helps Harbor out of the wheelchair.
“Good luck, Ms. Harbor, and don’t you come back here!” The tech smiles and hurries back in with the wheelchair.
“Thank you for everything!” Harbor smiles back.
“Okay, so now, as I’ve always said, the best way to get into a car is to hop in!” Annabell backs away from the car slightly and hops in headfirst, her dress abruptly bouncing behind her. The crinkling of her dress muffles her laughs. “C’mon, C’mon Harbor, hop in. It's nice and warm inside here.”
Harbor stares at the opening of the car, hesitant to get in. Getting in a car after losing her mom and being in a hospital for a week after a car crash is the last thing she wants to do. She can hear her heart pounding through her chest, the smell of burnt rubber comes across her nose, and every sound from outside becomes deafening. She’s not cold anymore, she’s numb, she can’t move.
“Harbor!” A voice echoes in her intrusive thoughts.
“Harbor!” Annabell’s warm hand grabs Harbor’s icy wrists, shocking her awake. “It’s okay. Everything will be okay. I’ll make sure we get home safely. Trust me.” Annabell holds both of her hands. “It’s okay to be scared, but we must be brave and strong!” Annabell puffs out her chest and raises a fist into the air. “Unless you want to be turned into an icicle or something, then we can sit out here all day!” She shivers and does a keep me warm dance while swaying her head and eyes to get in the car.
Harbor looks at Annabell and notices her multicolored hair floating in the wind, which also seems to be waving at her to get in the car. Harbor looks up at the sky, takes a deep breath, and jumps into the car like Annabell had done in the beginning.
“See! There ya go, kid! Hang around me long enough, and we can accomplish anything!” She yells in the car as Harbor puts on her seat belt. Annabell hops in, her fluffy dress smothering Harbor. “Told ya it’s more fun to hop in!” Aunt Annabell takes her seatbelt and tames her dress with the click of its lock as she slams the car door shut. A small portion of her dress still sticks out from the car door, but she doesn’t notice. The car's heat feels fantastic and only gets warmer as it starts pulling forward.
“Where are we going to your house, right?” Harbor softly asks as she plays with her scarf.
“Yes! But to get there, we go to the Airport!” Annabell excitedly jumps in her seat. “I just love going on a plane ride. You see, we normally travel by boat, so I very rarely ever get to go on a plane, and I’m so excited.” She takes a deep breath and begins again before Harbor can even get out a breath of her own. “Have you ever been on a plane?” She looks at Harbor, who sits with the biggest frown on her face.
“No,” Harbor says, short and sweet, as she plays with her scarf and looks out the window.
“No! Well, you're in for a treat! We will have lots of fun, and I even got you a window seat so you can look out the window, which is just the best part of the whole ride.”
Harbor doesn’t say a word about the plane ride as Annabell slides over to her and yanks Harbor over to her shoulder to hold her, but ends up awkwardly squishing her between her arm and her fluffy dress.
“Sweetie, I know this is rough for you, and I know you’ll need a lot of time, but just know I’m here for you, okay? I’m sure I’m being a pain, telling you every time I see you frown, so I’ll let you be, okay?” Annabell’s stern side switches like a light switch. She then slides back to her side of the car and plays with the tool on her dress. Harbor slides back to her side and rests on the car door window. The cold glass eases her wandering mind and keeps her from falling asleep in the heated car. I’ve never been a parent before. What if I’m not cool enough? What if she doesn't like me? Annabell’s thoughts spiraled into an intertwined mess of what-ifs.
Harbor and her newly found aunt filled the hour to get to the airport with thoughts in each other’s minds, but they spoke not once. They both had their worries, anxieties, and fears, but they each understood that.
Thoughts were soon distracted by the changing scenery and noise from outside their car. Very manicured tree-lined suburban streets seem to magically turn to concrete walls and brick buildings. The sounds of horns honking and jet engines in the sky erased the soothing sounds of the quiet winter suburban streets. The car stops at the airport entrance for United Airlines, where they check in their bags as people race in and out of a pair of sliding automatic doors. The driver exits the car and opens the door for Annabell, who slides out and stretches like a giant multicolored dog that just woke up from a long nap. Harbor slides out from the leather seats behind her and walks to the side, where her aunt swings her arms to stretch even more.
“Hey?” Harbor yells over the jet stream of an airplane taking off, but Annabell doesn’t hear. She walks over to Annabell, and the driver takes several luggage bags out of the trunk. “Where’s all my stuff? You didn’t have him get any of my stuff; I need things from my mother!” She has a bit of an attitude.
The airline's baggage handler grabs the bags from the driver and tags them for departure. “Flight 1122,” the driver tells the attendant as he hands him plane tickets.
“Where’s my stuff?” Harbor asked again.
“Mrs. Hudson, your tickets and your bags are checked.” He holds the tickets out, waiting for Annabell to grab them.
It’s loud. The smell of gas and rubber from the cars makes Harbor’s head spin, and the sounds of the airport traffic outside are overwhelming. Her face is worried, and her breaths are deep. “Annabell, Aunt Annabell!”
“Thank you, kind Sir, and here’s a little somethin’, somethin’, for taking care of us!” She reaches into the pockets of her dress, made from four dresses and custom pockets, and takes out a wad of crumpled money. She pulls out a fifty-dollar bill and hands it to the driver.
“Aunt Annabell,” Harbor’s voice barely heard over the commotion.
“Thank you, Ma'am.” He accepts the money and heads to his side of the car to leave.
“Aunt Annabell!” Harbor has tears running down her face.
“Oh my, oh my! What’s wrong?” Annabell scrunches down to her knees and grabs her by both shoulders.
“I miss my mom!” Harbor sobs and squeezes onto Annabell tightly, tears soaking her makeshift coat.
“My stuff, where are the things that my mom gave me? I, I need them; I need my mom.” Her voice muffled in Annabell's poofy shoulder.
“Oh, don’t mind all that, sweety. I have everything taken care of for you.” Annabell pulls Harbor away and wipes her tears from her pale, cold cheeks. “I have everything already at my house for you. Everything that will remind you of your mother is there. I wanted to surprise you.”
She hugs Harbor again and stands up, grabbing both of her hands. “We have to get through this as we will! We are strong, brave women, and we will do this together! Now close your eyes, take a deep breath in and out.” Harbor follows her exact breathing. She can feel the warmth and feeling enter her face again. “Good! We got this!” They stand, holding hands side by side. “Off we go!” Annabell takes a confident step forward like Mary Poppins, dragging Harbor behind her as she hums: A Spoonful of Sugar. Annabell marches through the automatic doors to enter the airport, Harbor still being dragged by her heels behind her, as the doors finally close them inside from the chaos of traumatic triggers.
Chapter 5
Annabell holds Harbor close as they weave in and out of the busy airport traffic. Harbor’s mind is still in a fog, and everything is happening so fast around her, yet she wonders what song Annabell is singing. Travelers rush, talk mindlessly on their cell phones, and do not pay attention to anything but themselves. Several small children are crying, and parents are frantically trying to calm them down and alleviate any stress that they may be experiencing.
Why would anyone want to travel if it’s like this? Harbor thinks to herself.
They finally make it across the sea of human chaos to security, where the line is not so long for how busy the airport is. They wait in line patiently. Things have slowed down, and the smell of body odor, overly perfumed women, and the occasional person who smells like cigarette smoke lingers with each person passing by. Annabell can’t stop moving, as she’s still humming the same song slightly to herself.
“Aunt Annabell?” She tugs on her arm while still clasping her hand.
“Yes!” She answers very goofily.
“What’s that song you're singing?”
“Oh, it’s a spoonful of sugar from Mary Poppins…why are you looking at me confused?” She glares at Harbor’s clueless face. “Wait? Have you. Come on, you've never seen Mary Poppins?”
“Nope.” Harbor shrugs.
“Oye, gosh, I love your mother, but surely, I can’t believe she never put that on for you. Well, this sounds like we’re going to have a movie night! I even have this movie on VHS still.” Annabell’s excited.
“What’s a VHS?”
“Seriously! Now you're just making me feel old! What do they teach in schools these days?” Annabell fills the gap in the line that steadily moves forward for security check-in. “Girl, I’ll show you when we get home.”
“Next!” A male officer yells.
They move closer to the security scanner and a conveyor belt with gray bins moving across them, and then they disappear into a machine. “What is this thing for?” She tilts up a gray bin with one finger and lets it fall onto the table.
“Take off your shoes and jewelry, and if you have anything in your pockets, put it in the bin,” The TSA worker says in a monotone voice.
“My shoes?” She looks around and sees several other people doing the same thing, so she removes her jacket and throws it into the bin. Then, she bends down to untie her boots. “What are they looking for?” she asks her aunt very curiously as she starts to slide off one shoe and hop on the other foot to take her other shoe off.
“Well, they don’t want you to take sharp objects or other things that can hurt people while you're flying.” Annabell tries to explain as she undresses her coat, scarf, and shoes.
“Why would anyone want to hurt someone on a plane if they are traveling on it too?” She starts to get the process now and holds her bin with all of her stuff inside.
“Yup, that's exactly my question as well! Unfortunately, outside of our little bubble, there are some not-so-nice people. Just whatever you do, don’t say things like gun or bomb too loud! They might think you're one of the bad guys.” Annabell whispers loudly, cupping her hand over her mouth so others don’t hear, and then picks up her bin. They make their way over to more officers, and Annabell places her container on the conveyor belt. She then takes Harbor’s and does the same.
“Wait! What are they going to do with our stuff?” Harbor freaks out as she tries to grab her gray tote between the crowds of people starting to pile up behind her for their turn. The bins disappear inside the X-ray machine as even more officers look at the monitors showing their items' X-ray images. “My stuff?” Harbor is more concerned about her belongings than what’s happening around her.
“Harbor! Harbor!” Annabell calls down the line a bit as Harbor realizes she has held up the line. C’mon, slowpoke. We still have to go through our X-ray machine.”
Harbor turns to the man behind her, “But where is my stuff?” She then runs forward to catch up to Annabell. “Wait, we have to go through one of those things, too!”
“Yup, this one is the fun part. You put your hands up like this over your head, and those guys get to see your entire skeleton or something like that.” She reaches up above her head to demonstrate, but then it turns into a stretch. “C’mon.” She drags her behind her as Harbor stares at the first X-ray machine.
They come to these tall boxes with glass on both sides, as even more officers stand guard; one officer grips a leash connected to a big German Shepherd. A green light turns on at the top of the entrance, and one of the officers waves Annabell inside. “You stay here, okay? I’ll be waiting on the other side for you. Watch what I do.”
Harbor quickly grabs Annabell’s hand. “I’m. I, I don’t want to go in, that thing. What if I get radiation poisoning or something?”
Annabell chuckles, “I think there’s more radiation in front of a microwave rather than this thing. Look, I’ll go first, and if I don’t grow an extra arm coming out of my forehead, you’ll know it’s safe!” Annabell smiles forcefully and darts into the machine, her feet going faster than the rest of her body.
Harbor watches as she sees her aunt goofily enter the booth. Her big, poofy dress squeezes through the narrow opening, and she raises her arms above her head and then waddles out seconds later.
“C’mon, Harbor, there are no extra limbs here! Oh, wait, ha, nope, it's just some lady’s umbrella sticking me in the side!”
The TSA agent at the other end looks Annabell up and down like she’s crazy.
“Ms.? Hello, Ms.?” A female officer from her podium tries to get her attention and waves to her to go through the machine.
“Ms., you can go through now.” She points to the entrance to the X-ray scanner.
Harbor shakes her head at her aunt’s comment, takes one last deep breath, and moves forward in the black room. “Please stand on the circle on the floor and face the green light.” A crackled voice over a speaker instructs Harbor. Harbor finds the circle that surrounds her feet and turns towards the green lights. “Okay, good! Raise your arms and hands above your head and hold still, please,” the voice commands her again.
Harbor’s heart starts to pound as the X-ray machine clicks on, the green light switches to yellow, and a loud humming sound surrounds the room. Just a couple of seconds feel like an hour as a loud ding is heard, and the yellow light turns back to green, illuminating the sweat that builds up on her nervous forehead. “Please exit!” The static voice commands once more.
Harbor emerges from the X-ray scanner with a huge smile, knowing Annabell is waiting for her on the other side. “I don’t know what happened, but that was kind of cool!”
“Yeah, it’s like an alien scanning device. It's a piece of cake once you get used to it.” Annabell put her arm around her as the two made their way to the other side of the conveyor belt to pick up their bins. They quickly grabbed their things and stood off to the side as Harbor plopped down on the floor to put her shoes back on. “I’m proud of ya, kid! You’ve been through a heck of a lot, and then I will drag you to a crazy airport! Annabell ruffles her hair, “Good job!”.
“Okay, so now what?” She loops her arm with Annabell’s as she fixes her messy hair.
More people stare as Annabell tries to cover her crazy circus-like dress with her coat and then helps Harbor with her scarf, which she wraps around her face one too many times, making Harbor look like a multicolored gray and pink swirl of ice cream. They go to their terminal, and Harbor sees the enormous windows that reveal huge planes. They look so tiny up in the sky. She thought to herself and never really thought how big they actually were. They approach their Gate B7, where rows of plastic stadium seat chairs line the corridor. Several people are on their laptops, others are sitting and swiping on their cell phones, and some have decided to squeeze uncomfortably into their seats to nap. A few decide they can’t help but glance up at Annabell’s uniqueness, but then they get bored and go back to the zombified lives of their electronic devices.
“Hi, welcome to United Airlines. Can I please see your tickets?” a bubbly young woman in a neatly pressed uniform asks politely and professionally. Her ruby red lipstick and blonde hair remind Annabell of Samantha from the old show Bewitched. She and her sister loved the old movies and shows that would play on TV Land. She always had a thing for witches and Halloween, which was always her mother’s favorite holiday. This woman even scrunched her nose like Samantha.
“Already ahead of you, already ahead!” Annabell searches for the tickets in her bag, elbow-deep as things are clanking and clinging together.
“Excuse me, Ma’am. Can you step over so we can let other guests board while you look?” she politely asks.
Annabell whips the tickets out with a quick swish sound and almost hits the poor girl collecting tickets square in her Bewitched nose. “You see, I have them right here!” She blows a quick breath to blow her bangs back. “C’mon Harbor.” She swishes the tickets at Harbor to come closer and hands them over to the girl at the podium. Harbor approaches the terminal's entrance as the woman tears the stubs from the bottom of the plane tickets and scans them with her laser.
“You look like that girl from Bewitched.” Annabell smiles at the girl who is observing her tickets.
“I’m not a witch, sweety; I’m a Christian,” the young woman answers, surprised and confused in her country accent. She clearly didn’t understand where Annabell was going with her comment as Harbor’s aunt gave her a very expressive, confused look.
“Does no one watch any classic shows and movies anymore?” She looks at Harbor, smirks, and rolls her eyes.
“Martha’s Vineyard, Massachusetts?” Harbor reads the electronic sign with uncertainty above the girl’s head. “Is that where we’re going?”
“We indeed are!” Annabell grabs the tickets back from the girl as they go through a tunnel to board the much smaller plane than the ones Harbor saw in the window. “I live just by the main center of town, more towards the water though, but still close enough to have plenty of things to do.” Annabell looks down at Harbor and brushes her bangs behind her ear.
“Oh… so…” Harbor tries to get out some of her uncertainty before she is interrupted.
“You’ll love it there. Right now, it’s cold, but in the spring and summer, we can go to the beach and build sandcastles, and we can do my favorite: hunt for seashells and buried treasure!”
“Really! You live like right on the beach?” That’s all Harbor had to hear to not even think about being nervous about boarding the plane. Cold gusts of air conditioning blow her bangs free again as they make their way through the terminal tunnel and into the plane. “I’ve never been to the beach before, but Cynthia Adams in my class would go all the time, and she has like the nicest tan.”
“My goodness, you haven’t done anything!” Annabell stops and throws up her hands in the air. She finds where they are supposed to be seated and steps aside for Harbor so she can sit by the window. “There you go, hop in. I told you I got you a window seat.”
Harbor slides between the tight spaces, plops down into her seat, and looks out the window. “I thought we were going to go on those big planes?” She points to the other planes out the window, her finger touching the glass.
“Oh, those big planes, we don’t need one of those. It’s only a short ride to where I live, and it’s only a tiny airport, so it's a little plane.” She giggles as she adjusts her dress and plops down into her seat. Her dress squishes and overflows over to Harbor’s seat. “You know, I just can’t believe your mother! I don’t mean to bring it up, but she never took you anywhere or showed you all these awesome shows!” She shakes her head and smashes her dress to make it more comfortable. Harbor looks out the window, her expressionless face reliving her thoughts like in the car before. “Oh, sweetie, I didn’t mean to bring it up again. Look, we are going to do all kinds of stuff together. Maybe your mom wanted you to live with me so that you can have fun! She knew you would experience the world with me!”
“Maybe?” Harbor says, unsure.
“You know, when I was married to Chris, we traveled the world together, and we even tried to get your mother and father to go along, but they always said no.” Bing, the sound of the seatbelt light turns on as Annabell searches for her seatbelt hidden in her dress. “Seatbelt Harbor.” Annabell nudges Harbor with her elbow as she still tries to search for the other half of her seatbelt. “You little devil, where are you!” Harbor had already found hers and buckled herself tightly in place. “Ah, there you finally are!” Annabell’s arm was elbow-deep in the seat, and she pulled out the other half of the thick nylon belt.
Bing, another bell, and then some static briefly followed the pilot with a deep, scratchy voice. “Good morning, ladies and gentlemen. We will be departing to Martha’s Vineyard, Massachusetts, and we should be having a very smooth flight…” an uncomfortable and typical pause. " Uhhhh, the weather is clear and perfect. It is currently around forty-five degrees, and there is not a cloud in the sky.”
“Ladies and gentlemen, please turn off all electronics, such as cell phones, laptops, and video games,” the pretty stewardess announces as she walks up the cramped aisle. Her perfectly placed blonde hair is bobby pinned underneath their uniformed hat, which lightly touches the overhead compartments.
The plane's engine grows louder as it gently moves to the runway, its long wings stretching out and touching the other planes. Harbor reaches over and grabs her aunt’s hand and squeezes it hard in fear. Annabell squeezes back and looks at Harbor, who has her eyes fixed out the window as the plane slowly moves forward. As does Harbor's grip, the plane arrives on the runway and stops briefly. The plane’s engines get louder as it gradually moves forward again. Faster and faster, the big metal bird moves; as the aircraft's engine grows louder and louder, the hatched runway lines blend into one straight white line.
“This is my favorite part!” Annabell yells out above the sounds of the engine.
The plane tilts upward as it leaves the ground. The ground starts to disappear from Harbor’s window as she releases her tight grasp from Annabell’s hand and places both hands on the window. Harbor is in disbelief as she sees everything that used to be so big on the ground get smaller and smaller.
“Pretty awesome, huh?” Annabell looks at Harbor.
“I never thought I’d ever fly before!” Harbor said, astonished, as she continued to look out the window. The plane leveled out as the engine’s roar slowed to a gentle hum, like in a car.
“Well, kiddo, I don’t know about you, but I’m beat.” Annabell stretches her arms up in the air.
Bing, the seatbelt signs chime again, and the sign’s light turns off.
“Perfect timing. You can take your seatbelt off now if you’d like.” She unclasps her seatbelt and throws it to the side. “Well, I’m going to hit the hay for a bit. I hope you don’t mind.” She leans her seat back and turns to her side slightly to get comfortable.
“No, I don't mind.” Harbor turns to her aunt, who is already snoring rather loudly but not loud enough to be heard by anyone else. Harbor smiles at her and shakes her head as she places her forehead on the plane window and watches the clouds go by. She can’t help but think her parents are sitting on one of these clouds, watching her zoom by on this plane. Harbor smiles as her watery eyes are reflected in the window. She feels pressure on her forehead, and her mother’s red lipstick, kissed on her forehead, appears in her reflection. Harbor brushes her bangs back behind her ear, imagining her mom does it for her in reflection. “I love you, Mom,” she whispers to herself as the image of her mother and the red lipstick on her forehead slowly disappears. Her eyes grow heavy from the gentle hum of the plane, and the different shades of blue and the occasional passing cloud place her in a soothing, deep sleep.
Chapter 6
Several hours later, the two are in another Black Cadillac, almost an exact carbon copy of the one they had sat in earlier. Harbor looks out the window just as before and sees beautiful rolling hills and tree-lined streets covered with the last of autumn’s leaves. The car whips around the turns and hills, flawlessly maneuvering its precious cargo to its destination. Annabell looks out her window, and from the smile and the look in her eyes, she loves where she lives and wouldn’t want to live anywhere else.
“Isn’t this place just beautiful?” She says in love.
“It’s like those places you see in the movies.” Harbor is quick to reply.
“Do you know we are living on an island?” She turns and looks at Harbor.
“Are you serious? I didn't know that!” she says, looking at Annabell with wide eyes.
The car windows start to dissipate the green trees and windy roads as they approach a beautiful, small wooden sign shaped like a house that says, “Welcome to Oak Bluffs, MA.”
“We’re almost home!” Annabell nudges Harbor with a big smile and bounces up and down in her seat like an excited little kid.
“Oak Bluff,” Harbor says softly as she sits taller in the car to see over the last small hill they go over, which reveals a tiny portion of the ocean with the tips of the masts of sailboats bobbing about.
The car slows down to drive through the streets of the small town, passing perfectly manicured homes of different Victorian and Colonial styles. The smell of salt from the ocean lingered through the car's air vents, as well as the sounds of seagulls flying above. The vehicle makes its way through the town’s center, where adorable shops line the street as people walk about bundled up from the cold. They finally pass a vast grassy plain with a perfectly mowed lawn and a spider web of sidewalks that encase a centered white pavilion. Harbor is affixed to the small-town Hallmark backdrop as it changes again for the last time. The glossy Cadillac pulls through big metal decorative gates and into a harbor full of boats, and it then pulls to a stop in front of a pebble walkway.
“We’re home!” Annabell claps her hands and tugs Harbor’s arm to escape the car. The two slide out of the vehicle as Annabell lifts her head upward, closes her eyes, and takes a deep breath of cold air. “Isn’t it just beautiful here?” She grabs Harbor’s hand, and they start to make their way up the path, the crunching of the rocks between their feet.
“Where is your house? All I see are boats?” Harbor looks at her aunt, confused.
There is no house in sight; just boats lined up in perfect order as they bounce up and down with the slow-moving waves of the ocean. Gusts of wind surround the two, and Harbor’s bangs break free from behind her ear and float like the waves. A gentle ding ding of the buoys is heard in the ocean, along with the squawks of many seagulls as they circle about and perch themselves on the pier.
“You’ll see!” Annabell smiles and raises her eyebrows. They continue walking past different kinds of boats, some small and some more significant, their heels clattering on the wooden pier below them. Harbor had no clue there were so many different kinds of boats; her eyes studied each one until one became so irresistibly noticeable. Her eyes are then drawn to a giant wooden ship that towers over all the other boats. The boat gets larger and larger with every step they take, as do the sounds of waves crashing against its hull. “That’s my house!” Annabell smiles and points to the large wooden ship in front of them.
“You live on a giant boat?” Harbor doesn’t know what to make of everything.
“Ship! Ship, my dear!” Annabell smiles from ear to ear. “Oh, don’t worry! Wait until you see the inside, all the comforts of a typical house.”
Harbor, fixated on the large masts, gets yanked by Annabell as the two cross the steep wooden gangway upward, almost to the deck, but it instead leads to a set of oversized double doors just underneath. All Harbor could think of was that the ship was magnificently huge, mysterious, slightly creepy, yet still fantastic, all bound into one. It was like something that pirates would have used to sail across the seven seas and search for buried treasure. The ship was made from beautiful wood that seemed to have been preserved magically for hundreds of years. Three big giant masts rose high into the sky, and a red flag with a white harp in the center waved furiously on top of each one. Holes lined with glass surround either side of the starboard and portside, as they must have once been for cannons at one point in their life. On the front bow, a beautiful hand-carved mermaid also holds a harp painted in white and gold as she looks out into the horizon. In a delicate script, the boat’s name curves and flows like the cold wind in white and gold paint.
“Harper,” she says aloud as she stares at the beautiful curves of each letter, the gold paint sparkling in the sunlight. A cold gust of wind sweeps around her, and her hair flies freely with each gust. The creeks from the wood and the splashes against the boat almost put her in a trance, and she could practically hear pirates talking about and walking on the top deck.
“Swab the decks, boys; this vessel ain't going to wash itself!” Harbor swears she heard someone yell as she listens harder and tries to stretch her neck to see if she can see anyone above deck. “Put ye backs into it!” The voice yells again in a scratchy, demanding tone.
Harbor stops walking on the gangway with her aunt ahead of her. She backs away and stands on her tiptoes to see if she can see who is speaking. Each step she takes slowly brings her closer to the edge of the steep wooden bridge.
“Scrub boys, scrub!” She hears the voice again.
Harbor slides backward, still standing on her tiptoes to catch a glimpse; she can almost make out a brown leather hat that paces back and forth. Just as she can see clearly who it is, she steps too far back and starts to lose her balance on the edge of the walkway, getting ready to plummet over the roped railing and into the icy waters below. Harbor’s face is in panic as she waves her arms furiously, trying to maintain balance. She screams and starts to fall backward as a filthy, rough hand, surrounded by dirty white ruffled sleeves, reaches out and grabs her wrist, pulling her back to safety. Just as Harbor regains her balance on the wooden gangway and catches her breath, she notices that the hand was her Aunt Annabell’s.
“My dear goodness, are you okay, my love?” Annabell gasps the words out, gripping both her hands in hers. “You know you have to be very careful around here.” She bends to Harbor but looks up at the top of her ship, her hands smooth and gentle, not rough like the one Harbor felt. “C’mon, now let’s go inside, shall we? So, I can give you a grand tour!” Annabell enthusiastically says, waving both hands in the air, showing off her home.
Harbor agrees but is still startled and follows her aunt, who walks across the suspended wooden bridge to enter the ship. Harbor, confused about what happened, looks at her grabbed hand. She can still feel the roughness of whomever that was and the grit of salt that coated its hand.
“Now, be careful crossing; we don't want you to have another spill.” Annabell watches Harbor cross the bridge to their final destination. “There ya go now, matey. Let’s show ya the rest of this ye vessel!” Annabell closes one eye like a pirate and scrunches one side of her mouth to get a raspy pirate voice.
Harbor smiles and grabs her hand as Annabell pulls out a set of old-looking keys, the kind you would expect for a pirate ship, and inserts one of them in an equally old-looking keyhole. She turns the key, and with several loud clunks, a heavy-sounding lever can be heard unlocking the heavy wood and black iron doors. She throws the large old set of keys in her bag and grabs the iron looped handles, swinging the set of double doors open with all of her weight.
“This, my lady, is your grand living room, as you would call it in a house, that is!”
The two walk inside, as Annabell yanks Harbor inside. Harbor thought she was astonished from the outside of the ship, but the inside was even more majestic, and its magical transformation of colors and strange things was chaotic but choreographed to work perfectly. Harbor walks inside slowly and is speechless as she takes in the entire space. A vast metal open fireplace rests in the middle, and everyone can enjoy the fire no matter where they sit. The fireplace, chairs, and couches complemented the shape, so at least ten or more could sit and roast marshmallows. Every chair had pillows; every pillow had some twist of Annabell’s creativity in the stitching, just like her dress.
“Don’t you just love that fireplace?” Annabell walks over to it and grabs a couple of logs placed carelessly beside the round cast iron fire pit. She opens one of the six metal chain screens and tosses several of them into the center of the fireplace. Then, she stomps on a button on the floor to ignite the logs and release the gas. Flames shoot up instantly, and the logs start to smoke and crackle. The smoke circles inside a large metal funnel above its flames and then escapes above their heads.
Harbor instantly feels the warmth from the fire as she continues to inspect the room. She nearly trips over the carpets that were sewn together in patches from other carpets to make an intricate and beautiful design. She moves around the room and discovers that the chandeliers hanging from every corner were also handmade with seashells and parts from hundreds of different lamps and candle holders. Even the side tables, coffee tables, and bookshelves were all lined in seashells, as were their legs. The drawers on the tables even had starfish for handles. The bookshelves left no wall bare as books upon books lined the walls, and various treasures sat next to them, like in a museum.
“This is fantastic!” Harbor spins around in a circle, taking everything in. “Did you make all this stuff?” She slides her hand across one of the sofas and then touches a lampshade made of plastic bottles and a burlap potato sack.
“I did, yes. Do you like it?” Annabell stands and watches Harbor explore with a big smile on her face.
“Do I like it? Of course, I do!” She looks at the room, as no space is left untouched.
“Well, honestly, I didn’t just make all this myself. My husband made some...” She touches one of the chandeliers. “...my mother made others.” She grips the back of one of the chairs. “...and your mom made some.” She looks over at Harbor.
“My mom? She has been here?” Harbor stops looking and turns to Annabell, wanting to know what her mother had contributed to this work of art. “I can’t see my mother creating something as great as this stuff. What did she make?” She says softly as Annabell walks over to her.
“All in time, my love. You will find out on your own?” Annabell places her hand on Harbor’s back, and they move to the door opposite the room.
“But…” Annabell pushes her forward.
“We still have much more of the tour to see; come on now.” Annabell interrupts her and turns the crystal doorknob on the door before them as the hinges creak. “I just love the sound of a good old creaky door,” Annabell says as she examines its hinges.
Harbor follows but looks over her shoulder to see if she can glimpse anything resembling her mother. Just as she turns her head to look in front of her again, the boat rocks gently from the waves as several books from one of the shelves topple over and reveal something that sparkles in the light of the fireplace.
“Come on now. There will be plenty to explore later.” A persistent Annabell tugs at her hand. Harbor turns back around and follows Annabell into another room. “And this is the kitchen!” She waves one hand out, laying out the landscape.
“Whoa!” She looks around at the unique kitchen utensils hanging from the walls and the pot and pan rack above the center kitchen island, made from an old pirate steering wheel.
“That’s my favorite thing in this room.” Annabell points to the pot and pan rack as she sees Harbor look at it. “Well, we have everything you need here: a refrigerator, stove, sinks, plenty of food, and this thing. She points to a square cage with a handle. I just liked it because it looked piratey!” She walks around and touches each of the appliances. “Now you do know how to cook, don’t you?” She looks at Harbor and smiles as she leans up on the countertop made from wood butcher block.
“Well, the microwave.” Harbor giggles.
“The microwave! My goodness, do parents even teach their children anything anymore? Well, we will have to teach you then, but so that you know, we have a microwave right over there.” She points to the other side of the kitchen, where the microwave sits in front of a wallpaper backsplash made from canned soup labels. “Even I get lazy at times. I hope you don’t mind.”
“I don’t mind,” Harbor answers as she touches the shards of glass that outline the cabinets.
“That’s sea glass. I love hunting for those little colorful treasures. Come on, let me show you where I make all this stuff.” She waves for Harbor to follow as they make their way down a narrow corridor. Annabell opens one door and sees a large, long table with many chairs. “That’s the dining room, which I never use. I’m more of a sit in front of a fireplace and eat kinda gal.” She keeps moving and points to an already open door across the hall. “There is the bathroom, and there is one more up top in my room, so you can have this one if you’d like?”
“Okay, that’s fine, thank you.” Harbor peeks her head in at the small bathroom, which is bright but dark blue on the ceiling and floor, making it feel like an underwater cenote. The bathtub is encrusted in sea glass and has a large square shower head that floats just above it. The shower curtain is pulled to one side, but Harbor can make out that it’s like Annabell’s dresses, with four shower curtains sewn into one. The sink has a clear bowl that floats on the top of the vanity with a faucet shaped like an octopus tentacle. There’s also a large round mirror above the sink that sits in a wooden pirate wheel. Harbor imagines how this bathroom would be a perfect match for a mermaid.
“Okay, now watch your step here.” Annabell makes her way down the dark flight of stairs. The sparkles on her dress help Harbor see where she’s going, so she doesn’t trip. “This is the very bottom of the boat. I store lots of stuff down here, so if you need anything, I probably have it down here somewhere, including extra dry foods, paper stuff, and just over here is my little work area.” She reaches around the side of the inner wall by the door and flips a switch as a single light turns on from somewhere. As this single light warms up the room, the entire darkness of the space lights up in multiple colors, from greens, blues, purples, and pinks. It was as if they were in a giant water-reflected kaleidoscope of ever-changing colors that reflected on the walls in the room, but in the center, it was perfectly lit like normal.
“How did you do that?” She looks at her aunt, astonished.
“I thought you would like that; come here, look.” She points to several mirrors around the space reflecting the light, following the visible beams throughout the room. “You see, I took that different colored sea glass, and I put them on these jars of water and then placed the mirrors in a way, so when the light turns on, it reflects off the mirrors and through these jars of water, then lighting up the whole room in different colors. When the ship rocks on the ocean, it helps give it this cool underwater light show effect.”
“That is too cool.” Harbor checks out her long desk with tools, melted candles, and something that forms a mound underneath a sheet. Curious about what's underneath the sheet, she gently lifts a corner to sneak a peek.
“Oh, no, wait, you can’t look at that!” Annabell rushes over and startles Harbor, pushing her hand away from the sheet. “I’m sorry, sweety. It's just not finished yet. I hope you understand.”
Harbor backs away, her face frightened a bit. “I’m sorry. There's nothing to worry about; an artist should never reveal their work until it’s complete.” Annabell lifts her long index finger in the air and gives it a wiggle. “Come on, let's check out your room, okay?” She puts her hand behind Harbor’s back and moves her out of the work area. Harbor, curious, looks back at the mound of something that sits under the sheet once more. Annabell turns off the light on the way out, as the colors instantly disappear, and the room becomes too dark. The two start and make their way up the creaky flight of stairs, and they make their way back to the kitchen. “Alright now, the upper interior deck is just up those stairs.” She points to the other side of the kitchen, to a brightly stained teal set of wooden stairs. “Here you go first; I want you to see.” She pushes Harbor forward to go first.
Harbor smiles a forced smirk and walks up the steps slowly to another door painted the same teal color. Harbor turns the crystal handle; its cold and smoothness feels good in her palm. The door creaks as she opens it and walks up the last step inside. Annabell smiles from ear to ear and claps to herself as she follows Harbor inside. Harbor slowly walks into the center of the room and turns again to take in the entire room. The room is circular, with no corners to be found; she looks up at the tall ceiling vaulted with huge windows, which light up the room with oranges and reds from the setting sun. On the floor to match the ceiling is a giant compass with North, South, East, and West written in a different colored stained inlaid wood with a shard of an oar painted red pointing to the Northwest. A gorgeous bed lies directly on the wall that faces the front of the door and is also curved to flow with the curved walls. The bedposts reach upwards, almost touching the ceiling, as brown, teal, and beige curtains enclose the bed. Harbor moves over to the bed, gripping the bed’s drapery to reveal what’s inside as a small Yorkie with a blue bow in her hair jumps out from the bed and into Harbor’s arms. The pup licks her face, barking. Harbor laughs and shakes her head away from the dog's slobber.
“Oh, Minnow, that's where you’ve been hiding!” Annabell rushes over to Harbor, who is attacked by the dog’s tiny, wet, slobbered tongue. “You just wanted to surprise Harbor, didn’t you?” She grabs the dog from Harbor, looks her right into her eyes, and talks with her lips sticking out like people do when talking about something cute and furry.
Harbor walks over to Annabell, who still holds the dog, and scratches the dog behind her ears. “Aww, Minnow, nice to meet you; I’m Harbor.”
“Well, if you’d like, I can let you be, and you can check out our new room.” Annabell scrunches Minnow’s hair on her head. “Oh, I almost forgot everything is already in your room. If you haven't noticed, your clothes are in your wardrobe, and some things are already set out.”
Harbor sees recognizable things around the room, like her iPad on the desk next to her bed, a musical snow globe with a gold harp in the center, and red roses lying on the ground.
Annabell moves over to the large wooden wardrobe, which was also curved to fit the round room, and opens it with a free hand. “You see here and more boxes; I figured you could find a place for everything and make the room more of your own.” Annabell smiles softly. “Well, I’ll be on the top deck; that's how you get to my room if you need me. I’m going to water my plants, so I may wander the ship with my watering can if you can't find me.”
Harbor sits on her new bed and looks at her aunt as she leaves. “Aunt Annabell?”
Annabell turns to her again. “Yes, dear.”
“Thank you for all of this.”
“Oh, you're welcome, honey; I love you,” Annabell says in the sincerest tone as she smiles delicately and makes her way out of Harbor’s room, Minnow furiously wagging her tail. Annabell continues to talk to the little Yorkie in a baby voice. “Mommy misses you, yes!”.
Harbor smiles, shakes her head, and notices the snow globe her mother gave her on her nightstand. She grabs her snow globe and lies on her stomach on her new bed, getting lost in its reflection. She twists the bottom of the snow globe as it chimes Reverie by Claude Debussy. She turns the snow globe upright and watches the snow and glitter fall and twirl in the water. Her thoughts of her mother are unstoppable, as she remembers when her mother gave her the snow globe.
“I miss you, Mom,” Harbor says softly as she places the snow globe beside her on the bed and folds her hands to form a pillow where she rests her head. Harbor’s eyes grow heavy as she falls asleep to the relaxing and soothing chimes. The song plays a bit more until it slowly rests with the sounds of waves and seagulls in the background.
Chapter 7
The ship is silent; even the seagulls have retired for the night. Bing, bing, the buoy is still heard in the faint distance as the waves gently move it about. A fog also gently rolls in to mark the middle hour of the night as it seeps in through the open windows of the ship. Harbor lies asleep still in her new circular bed. Annabell had gone to check on her earlier and had tucked her in for the night without her knowing. A creek comes from Harbor’s bedroom door as a figure peaks through the tiny crack and peers at Harbor sleeping. The door creaks again as Harbor wakes up and slowly sits up. Footsteps are heard walking down the wooden steps from her room. She gets out of bed and yawns, going over to the door and rubbing her heavy eyes.
“Aunt Annabell?” she says softly, trying to bend her head to see through the crack of the door without getting too close. She rubs her arms to keep them warm from the cold. She scans the room for her button-down wool sweater, which she finds hanging on her newly adopted desk chair. “Hello?” There is no answer as she gets closer and grabs the side of the teal wooden door. “Aunt Annabell? Was that you?” There is no answer again as she opens the door, which creaks a long screech of its hinges. “Minnow?” Her voice is uncertain and a little spooked.
No one is there or at the bottom of the stairs. Her curiosity overcomes her fear as she starts to make her way down the teal staircase. The footsteps are heard further in the ship as she enters the kitchen. No one is there except the sounds of muted waves and gentle clanks of the pots and pans above her head from the slight rocking of the ship. She hears the footsteps again, a little more clearly, but in the living room this time.
“Aunt Annabell?” Harbor whispers, a little more scared this time, and thinks about going upstairs to her room.
She walks over to the door that leads into the living room, her footsteps echoing the ones she hears. The crystal doorknob is cold and smooth as she turns the knob, she can listen to the mechanism inside unclasp to open the door. She pushes the door slowly open, and this door creaks just as every door on the ship does. The footsteps become much louder, scaring her to stop opening the door, as she then peeks her eyes through the small opening. The fireplace still lights the room with a warm glow, but is dim as it devoured the logs Annabell had placed earlier. She hears the footsteps once more, and then they stop. She hears nothing except the crackling and popping of the small fire. Harbor works up the courage and pushes on the door with both hands, very gently opening it.
“Hello?” Her voice is shaky.
She saunters over to the fireplace to be protected by whatever light remains within the room. It’s hard to see; someone could be in the dark corners, she thinks. The dancing fire creates shadows that play with her mind, which lurk and dance in the corners of her eyes. One of the shadows comes eerily close to her, reaching out like a ghostly, dark, misted hand, spooking her to back up quickly from it. She bumps into the pile of firewood and knocks several logs onto the ground, their loud thumps jumping her heartbeat. She stands frozen, her hands clenched to her heart. She turned around the room several times, but there was nothing there. It was her mind playing tricks on her, she thought again. She takes several deep breaths to calm her startled heart and picks up one of the logs with both hands. It’s heavy, but she opens the metal mesh screen with her free hand, tosses the log into the fireplace, and quickly closes the screen with a screech. The fire engulfs the log as it has been starving for more, and the room is lit brighter, engulfing the shadows in the room within seconds.
Now that she can see much better, she tries to stop her hands from shaking from nerves and the cold; she warms them with the much-needed heat from the flames of the fire. She moves over to the circular windows, where cannons were once used, and tries to look outside. The windows are covered with condensation from hot and cold temperature changes, and she begins to take her sleeve to wipe it clear.
“Gosh, it’s foggy out there.” She whispers to herself.
The waves splash up and sprinkle the window with drops of water. She yawns, looking around the room again. Nothing unusual to pique her curiosity, but she becomes lost in the sounds of the ship’s creaks and the faint splashes of the waves outside. She takes a deep breath, breaking away from the trance, and then returns to the way she came and remains dazed from the hypnosis of the ship. The boat rocks a little heavily again, the pots and pans clang together in front of her in the kitchen, as the chandeliers made from seashells rock back and forth and chime together behind her.
Thump, thump, she hears a sound behind her, the hairs on the back of her neck standing on end. A chill runs down her spine as the sound she hears resembles the footsteps that led her into the room. Harbor freezes in the doorway as she slowly turns her head to see if she can see anything. Forced to turn all the way, she surveys the room again. No one is in the room with her. She breathes a heavy breath again; this time, a cold fog exits her mouth, and the air feels colder than before, even with the fire more significant.
Thump, thump, the sound is heard again as her right ear tingles with the sound. She looks to her right and sees the books that had fallen over earlier and several more that have fallen. The light from the fireplace dances and flickers its orange glow on the bookshelf where the books have fallen over and glows a little sparkle, like before, in the corner next to the now-empty spots on the shelf. Harbor, without any hesitation, moves over to the bookshelf, fixated on the shiny glint. Her soft steps barely make a sound on the wood floor, the bookshelf becoming taller and taller as she approaches it. The shelf of books towers over her, and the sparkled curiosity is too high on the second-to-top shelf for her to reach. She scouts the room for something she can use to stand on when she comes across a wooden crate covered in different colored paint and seashells. She moves over to the artistically created crate from the other side of the room and picks it up with both hands as a tiny mouse squeaks out from underneath it. Harbor yelps a high-pitched scream and falls backward, the crate tossed just by the fireplace, making a loud thump as it hits the ground. She slides up and fixes the hair that fell on her face, covering her eyes. The mouse scurries past her and disappears into one of the dark corners.
“Stupid little mouse! You didn’t have to jump out and scare me!” She whispers, glaring at the rodent. Harbor gets to her feet, composing herself, and moves towards the crate by the fireplace. She picks the wooden box up again and returns to the bookshelf. She quietly places the crate on the floor and climbs up on top of it, using the bookshelf as a grip. Harbor stands on the tips of her toes as the crate wiggles slightly from its uneven, warped wood beneath her bare feet. She stretches with everything she has, her fingers sorting through the thick dust. She could feel the thing, that shiny metallic thing, that was shining in the distance with her fingertips. “Come on!” She grunts softly. The object moves slightly with the rustles of her fingers, as it almost feels metallic. She stands even more on her toes, pulling slightly with her other hand on the other shelves. She gains just the little extra she needs as the object twirls around her fingertips, the crate tilting on its edge and flipping out from underneath her. Harbor scrambles for something to grip onto as she grabs a book, which comes flying off the bookshelf with her fall. She slams on the ground, making a colossal thud on the wood floor. This time, the noise was heard echoing throughout the ship's walls. She quickly scrambles to her feet again, takes the books that had fallen to the ground, and climbs onto the crate again, throwing the books onto the shelf. On her way down, she spots a necklace with a small silver canister connected to it. “That’s what was on the shelf.” She bends down, scoops the necklace up, and inspects it in the fireplace's orange and yellow glow.
Creaks from someone walking above her and then down the steps outside echo their way into the living room. Harbor’s fixation on the necklace is interrupted by the sound of footsteps approaching the door on the opposite side of the room from where she is. She grips the necklace tightly and hurries out of the room, closing the door softly behind her, careful not to squeak the hinges. She hurries her way through the kitchen, her heart jumping beats. She swiftly climbs the teal steps up to her room, careful not to make too much noise.
“Harbor? Is that you?” She hears her aunt in the living room. She makes her way up to her door, and just when she does, the kitchen light flickers on, and her aunt stands at the foot of the stairs looking up at Harbor. “Harbor, are you okay? I heard a sound and just wanted to make sure you were okay.” Aunt Annabell stands at the foot of the steps wearing a patchwork nightgown that she had created.
“I’m fine. Sorry for waking you up. I was just trying to get a drink of water and tripped.” Harbor stutters to come up with a good story.
“Oh, okay. I just wanted to check and make sure. This old ship makes all kinds of sounds, and nowadays, I usually sleep through most of them.”
“I’m fine, thank you, Aunt Annabell.” Harbor tightly clasps the necklace in her hand, hoping her aunt hasn’t seen anything.
“Alright, goodnight. If you need anything, just knock on my door. It’s on the top deck of the ship, okay?”
“Thanks, goodnight.” Harbor turns quickly around and goes through her door, closing it closely behind her—the glow around her door from the kitchen light flickers off as Annabell leaves the kitchen.
Harbor walks over to her bed and lies on her stomach, inspecting the necklace she had found. The long silver cylindrical charm had been beautifully engraved with an intricate wave pattern and the initials S.H. on one side. Harbor looks over the necklace more carefully as she notices that the top of the cylindrical charm can be unscrewed. She carefully twists the silver cylinder, and it unscrews entirely off with ease, revealing a piece of paper rolled up on the inside. She shakes the cylinder upside down to slide the paper out just enough where she can grab it with the tips of her fingernails. She takes the delicate, small scroll and unravels the yellow-tinged paper, which reveals a set of musical notes written in blank ink.
“Music notes?” She says, confused. “I wonder what song this is?” She says softly as she flips the paper to inspect the back; it’s blank. She looks again inside the charm to see if there’s anything else inside. Not seeing anything, she looks at the paper, trying to understand the notes. Her mother had played in an orchestra, mainly as a violinist, but the harp was always her favorite and Harbor’s favorite. Harbor was even learning music at school, and her mother was trying to teach her, so she knew some of the notes on the paper, but not all. She forgot what time it was at night, but her body reminded her. She yawns, giving up on the musical notes on the tiny piece of paper. Harbor rolls it back into a little scroll and sticks it into the silver charm. She screws the cylinder back tight and places the necklace around her neck. She lies down, gripping the necklace, and closes her eyes, and can almost hear her mother playing her harp as she whimsically whips her arms up and down, plucking the strings. She loved her mother but hated that she traveled so much with the orchestra she was with. She can see her mother’s ruby red lipstick through the strings of the harp as her mother’s lullabies continue to play, especially Reverie, which she taught Harbor how to play, as well as much of what Harbor could remember. She cries herself to sleep, her sobs echoing through the ship, and then are washed away by the crashing of the waves from outside the ship.
Chapter 8
Sounds of seagulls hover outside and fight over their breakfast as the sun rises, waking them up and alerting them that it’s time to eat. The sunrise's multitude of oranges and yellows glow Annabell’s pirate ship home, making it as if it were sailing on the sun and its edges were on fire. Annabell’s already awake at this early hour and is tinkering downstairs in the kitchen; her little clinks and clanks can be heard throughout the silent ship. As the morning grows, the sun shines into Harbor’s large domed skylight window, lighting up the entire room. The sun gleams on her pale skin, hitting her eyes and waking her up briefly so she can flip her comforter over her face to block out the sun. The steps creak by Harbor’s door as Aunt Annabell opens the door, squeaking the hinges quickly.
“Rise and shine, Harbor!” Annabell waltzes into the room, gracefully wearing an outrageous dress. Her sleeves are made from bubble wrap, and a corset is woven from strips of tin foil. Annabell then created the bottom of the dress with more bubble wrap and random pieces of colored plastic wrap. She moves over to Harbor’s bed and yanks on the sheets. Harbor can’t tell which is more annoying: her pulling the sheets from her or the crinkling, rubbing plastic sound her dress is making. “Come on, the day is already leaving us.” She’s persistent with waking her up.
Harbor groans and sits up slowly, her hair a mess. She combs her hair with her hand and wipes the drool that has escaped from the corners of her mouth.
“We have lots to do today!” Annabell sits by her bed.
“Lots to do, what do you mean?” Harbor says, still groggy.
“Well, we have a bit of chores to do, then I would like to go shopping. We can get some food you would like to eat.”
“Chores?” Harbor makes a scrunched, disappointed face.
“Oh, they won't be that bad. There are just some things we have to do to keep the boat looking nice. If we don’t, this thing can fall apart!” She gets up from the bed and opens Harbor’s wardrobe. “Get dressed; I’ll be in the kitchen. I already have breakfast cooking.” Annabell leaves the room, sounding like a balloon animal being twisted into its shape.
Harbor slams back down into the bed, the soft mattress and fluffy sheets swallowing her again. She can’t help but pop back out of bed from the irresistible smell of bacon that fills her room, coaxing her to get out of bed. Annabell whips a bowl of pancake mix and prepares them to pour into a frying pan. The stairs creak behind her as Harbor slowly makes her way down the stairs, her hair still a mess.
“I hope you like a big breakfast,” Annabell says without even turning around to ensure it was Harbor. “We have eggs, bacon, toast, and I’m making pancakes right now.” Harbor stumbles over to the kitchen island and plops down on one of the stools made from old oil containers. Annabell turns around and passes her a plate already made with eggs, bacon, and toast.
“I always have a big breakfast on Sunday, even if it’s just me eating.” She turns back around to flip the pancakes over.
Minnow comes running in, her little dog nails tip-tapping on the wood floor, and hops on two feet, grunting at Harbor to give her a piece of bacon.
“Minnow, leave Harbor alone!” Annabell throws a small piece of bacon on the floor next to her, and the dog runs over and grabs the savory strip, picking a corner, and then doesn’t waste any time eating. “How’s your eggs? Are they cooked the way you like them? I thought you were a sunny-side-up kinda girl.”
“Yes, thank you, they’re perfect.” Harbor’s mouth is full of eggs and toast.
“Oh, here is some orange juice.” She slides a glass over to Harbor.
“I’m going to look forward to Sundays now.” Harbor clears her throat with a sip of her orange juice.
“Well, good; I always dreaded Sundays because you have to go to work the next day. So, a good breakfast and a fun time are what I like to do every Sunday.” She lifts her spatula into the air, twirls it about, and then flips the pancakes onto a plate. “So, how did you sleep? I hope I didn’t freak you out or anything.” Annabell leans against the corner of her cabinets as she holds her plate and scoops some pancakes into her mouth.
“No, you didn’t freak me out.” Harbor smiles and giggles a bit.
“Okay, good. Like I said, this ship has all kinds of noises and creaks. The waves sometimes don’t help because they just knock things clear off the walls!” She flings her hand with her fork sideways, spilling orange juice all over the floor. “Ha, you see!” She and Harbor laugh as she grabs a dishcloth and cleans up her mess. “You can’t take me anywhere; I’m such a klutz.” She scoops some more pancakes into her mouth.
“Me too! My mom always made fun of me because I would trip no matter where I went.”
“Like last night? Are you okay by the way?”
“I’m fine,” she finishes and chews. So, what kind of boat chores do we have to do?” she asks, trying to change the subject.
“Well, we have to swab the deck for their matey.” She closes one eye and makes a pirate face again. “I know it sounds silly, but it helps maintain the boat's wood, so we have to do it every day. There is that, and I always go around to see if anything has fallen from the waves last night. Is that okay with you? I don’t mean to push chores on you on your first day with me.”
“No, it’s okay. It will get my mind off of things, I guess.” She soaks up the rest of the egg yolk with a piece of toast and pops it into her mouth.
“Well, good! I’ll clean up here real quick, and if you want to throw something on that you don’t mind getting dirty,” she turns around and turns on the kitchen sink.
“Okay, I’ll be right back then.” Harbor hops off the stools and quickly reaches her room and the wardrobe. She searches through her clothes and grabs an old, long-sleeved blue shirt. She then bends down and opens one of the drawers of the wardrobe to look for some old pants; she shuffles through the clothes and can’t find anything in there, so she slides open the last drawer. She tosses a few pants onto the floor, looking for a pair she had in mind already. She finds a pair that will do and holds them up to ensure they still fit. She closes the bottom drawer as it makes a thud, stopping her from closing it entirely. She tries to close it again, another thud, and then another, but another thud.
“Are you okay up there?” Annabell yells from the bottom of the steps.
“Yeah, I’m okay!” Harbor yells back. She sits down, pulls the drawer out again, and wiggles it until it plops onto the floor. She slides the large drawer off to the side and gets down on her belly to see if she can see anything blocking it. She looks, squinting her eyes to see in the dark space where the drawer sat, and notices something round. “I swear if that mouse from last night pops out from underneath here,” she mumbles. She lies on the floor and sticks her arm to her shoulder into the dark, dusty, open space. “A doorknob?” She questions the dusty, shiny object. She places the doorknob to the side and slides her drawer back over and into place with a good shove. She walks over to her door and compares the knob she had found, and it's completely different from the crystal one that she has on her door and throughout the house. This doorknob was all metal, but instead of a crystal handle, it had a round wooden handle with a small silver ball that sat on the top.
“Are you ready?” Annabell yells at the bottom of the steps again.
“Coming!” Harbor yells as she moves to her bed and hides the doorknob under her pillow. She quickly changes her shirt and picks up her pants from the floor that she will wear. She rushes to place them on and makes her way out of her room and back into the kitchen.
The kitchen is already clean, but Aunt Annabell is nowhere to be found. “Aunt Annabell?” Harbor shouts.
Annabell peeks her head out from the front door. “I’m over here, dear.”
Harbor hears her aunt’s voice coming from the living room, so she quickly makes her way through the living room and looks at the area where she found the necklace. She grabs the necklace through her shirt to make sure it is still there and continues to go outside. Annabell waits in the space right outside the front door with two mops and buckets filled with fresh water and soap.
“Ah, there you are. Let’s swab these decks, shall we?” She hands Harbor a broom and a bucket. The two go up the stairs to the ship's uppermost deck. The sunshine beats down on their faces as the cold winter winds surround them with coldness. Harbor’s hair flies with the gusts as Annabell takes a pink bandanna from her pocket, just like the one she has wrapped around her head to keep her hair back. “Here, try that. It’s both practical and stylish.” She giggles and shrugs her shoulders. Harbor sets her bucket and mop down on the floor and ties the bandanna around her head to hold back her wild hair while she works. “Okay, now, what we do is start at one end and just mop. Just make sure you get like all the seagull poop.” She laughs and points to Harbor’s shoe, where a seagull had just made its business.
“Eww, stupid bird.” She lifts her foot off the ground as if it’s too dirty to even place on the ground. She then hops over to her mop and mops her shoes clean.
“Hey, in many countries, when a bird poops on you, that means good luck.” Annabell dips her mop into the bucket, splashing water everywhere.
Harbor does the same, slapping her wet mop onto the floor, spreading the soapy mixture around. “So… why the heck do you live in this boat and not a house?” Harbor blurts out without even thinking.
“Well, this boat is very special to me.” Annabell focused on her mopping.
“What do you mean by that?”
“Well, it’s actually very special to you, too, but I’m sure you are finding that out.” She looks at Harbor and smirks. Harbor looks down at her mop to ensure she doesn’t give away her secret of finding the necklace. “This ship belonged to my great-grandparents, so that would make them your great, great, great-grandparents, I believe. So, this ship is actually your ship as well.” She swirls her mop around on the wood deck.
“Really? That’s pretty cool. Were they pirates or something?” She dips her mop into the bucket.
“They were more traders who brought things back and forth from Europe and Africa, and eventually all the way over here to America. The ship had gone through some awesome battles, trying to outrun pirates from stealing what was on the ship.”
“What does the name mean that I saw on the back of the ship?” Harbor lifts her bucket of water and slides it over the wooden deck to continue washing. “It’s Harper, right? Doesn't it kinda sound like my name?”
Annabell stops mopping. “Let’s take a quick break, huh?” The two make their way to the side of the boat and rest their arms. Annabell stares out into the ocean as she looks over to the Harbor and smiles. “You remember asking me if your mother had been on this ship?” She turns around and leans on the side of the ship as Harbor does the same and nods. “Well, your mom and I grew up on this ship. Your room, Harbor, is your mother’s room.” She looks over at Harbor.
“I’m in my mother’s room?” A tear starts to form, then rolls down her face as its water trail leaves a streak of coldness.
“And your name, Harbor.” Annabell pauses.
“What about my name?” Harbor’s lip quivers as more tears stream down.
“I used to watch your mother when she was little, being the older sister and all, as she used to try to say the name of the ship, Harper, but when your mother tried to say the ship's name, it always came out as Harbor.” She smiles with kind eyes at Harbor. “She was such a cute baby. Now that I think about it, I don’t think she could ever pronounce Harper, even when she got older.”
“So that’s how my mother named me?” She wipes her tears dry.
Annabell turns to Harbor and grabs her hands. “Your Mom loved this ship, sweetie. She only left it because she wanted better for herself and for you. She always wanted to come back but couldn’t. Your name, Harbor, is very special. Your name is your mother; your name is a memory of her.”
Harbor grabs Annabell as tears roll across her face and onto Annabell’s bubble-wrapped shoulders as several of them pop. Harbor laughs as Annabell follows from the unexpected pops.
“You see, people think my dresses aren’t practical.” She looks at Harbor and then stands up, holding her hands. C’mon, forget this stuff. Let's do what girls do best! Shopping!” She wiggles her long finger in the air.
“Okay, but can I take a shower? I stink!” She smiles and wipes her tears away, sniffling.
“Yup, I’m going to do the same, off to the showers!” Annabell points into the air, wiggling her index finger again. She makes her way to the ship's stern and what would have been the captain’s quarters.
“I’ll see you in about an hour. You know I must put on my face and everything.”
“Okay, perfect!” Harbor smiles as her aunt slams her door shut.
The door rushes open again. “Oh yeah, this is my room! Just give me a little knock if you need anything! Ha!” She slams the door closed again. “SHHHHOPPPPPPING!” Annabell sings loudly behind the heavy wooden door.
Harbor shakes her head and smiles. She starts to make her way to the stairway to go downstairs. She looks up at the tall masts of the ship, feeling the cold breeze and the scent of her mother’s perfume across her nose. She moves to the stairs to the lower deck and down to her room when she sees something brown fluttering in the corner of her eye. It was a brown leathery hat floating like a freshly blown bubble in the wind. It hovered and danced in the air, then got stuck on the corner of Harbor’s domed bedroom windows that peered into her room. Harbor hurries over to the brown curiosity and glances inside her room as she circles over to the side where the brown hat lies. The hat that had made its landing was stuck on the corner molding of one of the windows and was waving furiously in the wind as it tried to break free. Her eyes widened as she quickly grabbed the hat before the breeze whisked it away again; the leather-like material felt soft on her fingertips, and its brown stitching was rough.
“How could that be?” she softly says, turning the hat over and looking inside. “Captain Monroe James Hudson.” She reads the leather patch sewn inside the hat out loud. “I wonder if this is my great, great, great, relative’s or something.” She grips the hat tightly, but her thoughts are interrupted by barking from underneath her. Minnow is in her room barking furiously at the wardrobe, where she found that old doorknob. “Minnow! What is it?” She yells and tries to get the dog to hear her through the thick glass. Continuing to hold the hat tight, she quickly makes her way down to the living room and through the kitchen, Minnow’s barking growing louder and louder, the hat following behind her. “What is it, Minnow?” She bursts through her bedroom door, breathless, and looks at the wardrobe. “There’s nothing there, you silly dog.” Harbor throws the hat she found on her bed, gathers the clothes she wants to wear from the wardrobe, and then closes the two large doors behind her. She goes to the bathroom and turns on the shower to the uniquely created bathtub encrusted with sea glass. She closes the door as the steam from the hot water escapes from underneath the door. While in the shower, Minnow still stands confident that something or someone is still in the wardrobe in Harbor’s room. The tiny dog stops barking and stares at the heavy wooden wardrobe doors with its black eyes. Rusty metal clanks behind the doors as Minnow tilts her head to the side to listen; the doors slowly creek back open, making the small rodent of a dog whimper in fear and run away.
Chapter 9
People sporadically are zigzagging through the tent-lined pathways up and down Waban Park for the weekly Farmer’s Market. Fresh vegetables, fruits, breads, and all kinds of trinkets fill each of the tents. The ferry is heard in the distance, and its echoing horn indicates they are bringing more people to join the fresh market. Christmas is also filling the air, as it’s only a month away, with the smell of fireplaces and the sounds of Christmas carols sung on different radios playing throughout the various booths. The smell of freshly cut Douglas and Fraser Fir trees runs across the noses of Annabell and Harbor as they scour the tents for good food to eat. Annabell holds her bag full of vegetables, and Harbor holds another bag with an antique Santa Claus sticking out from the top.
“You know we should get a Christmas tree; it’s been a long time since I’ve had one.” Annabell gets a hint of the Christmas tree smell again across her nose.
“Really, that would be so awesome!” Harbor’s eyes light up in excitement.
“Ya, come on, I think they are this way.” Annabell tugs on Harbor’s jacket, pulling her along sharply, turning the corner. “I think I even have a ton of decorations at home from when your mom and I were kids.”
“Okay, ya, that would be nice.” Harbor looks up at Annabell and smiles softly.
The two make their way down to the Christmas trees, weaving along the mounds of people buying presents and unique items for their loved ones. The two approach a white picket fence towards the street, and hundreds of trees are waiting to be adopted beyond the fence. Decorated wreaths hang from the fence posts, and twinkling Christmas lights drape over their heads, making it feel even more Hallmark Christmas than it already had.
“Can I help you two lovely ladies?” a polite bearded man asks. His green apron flows tightly onto his red plaid long-sleeve shirt with the name Ralph’s Trees embroidered in the middle of the apron.
“Why yes, Sir, we need the best tree you have here, like this high!” Annabell jumps into the air and holds her hand as high as possible, still not reaching the man’s height.
“Okay, sure, follow me. I’ll have you look at a couple.” He swooshes his hand to follow him as the two follow behind. The tall, athletic man leads them down a narrow pathway lined with trees; the smell reminds them of every Christmas memory. Harbor finds peace as she holds her hands out, touching each tree, the soft limbs intertwining between her fingers. “We keep the best and the biggest trees back here.” They make their way to the back of the tent, weaving in and out of the tight walkways paved with pine needles and lined with Christmas trees. Looking like he just came out of a Hallmark Christmas special, the worker grabs one of the trees leaning on the white fence and stands it up tall. “This is an 8-foot Fraser Fir. Nice and full, no bare spots.” He turns the tree around and slams the trunk on the ground, causing a bunch of needles to fall to the ground.
“Um, what do you think, Harbor?” They both look at the tree, puzzled, at the now bare tree after he slammed it on the ground.
“Mmmm, nah!” Harbor curls her lip and shakes her head no.
“Okay, that's not a problem. Let's see what we have here.” The man shuffles through a bunch of trees and pulls one out from the very back of the pile. “Now, this one is a good one!” He grunts, trying to lift it from the pile to show the girls. He slams the tree down on the ground again; barely any needles come out this time. “Another Fraser Fir, this one is…” He thinks for a bit, looking the tree up and down. Well, I’m six foot tall, so this guy has to be about nine and a half feet. Is that too big?” The tree towers over him.
“Oh, that’s perfect; I have a good spot for that one! What do you think, Harbor?” She looks down at Harbor and back up to the enormous tree.
“That thing is huge, I love it!” She reaches out and gives it a real quick feel, her fingertips now covered in sap.
“Alright, good, I’ll wrap it up for you, and if you can pull your car around to the back over there, I’ll tie it to your car for ya.” He points to the spot where all the other cars are, with trees that seem to be growing on their rooftops. “Here is the tag, so you can pay the girls up front, okay?” He rips off a paper tag tied to the tree and hands it to Annabell.
“Thank you, Sir! Would it be okay if we shopped around a little more?” Annabell takes the ticket from the gentleman.
“Oh, sure, I’ll keep my eye out for ya, not like I can’t miss you.” He points to Annabell’s multicolored hair.
“Ha, I love to stand out from the crowd.” She smiles and gives him a wink as she and Harbor go down the tight path lined with trees to the cashiers.
“This is going to be so much fun! Thank you so much for getting a Christmas tree for us.” Harbor says excitedly.
“No problem, dear; I’m glad I get to spend Christmas with some family this time, even given the circumstances.” She smiles at Harbor and hugs her.
“Do you think I should change my hair? People always look at me funny?” She twists a strand down by her eyes to take a look.
“Well, it’s either your hair or your dresses, but I like your hair. It makes you unique.” She smiles at Annabell. Annabell shrugs and lets go of the strand of hair wrapped around her finger as the curl bounces just above her brow.
“Next, please!” One of the cashiers yells for her next customer.
Annabell and Harbor approach the woman wearing the same green apron, who accepts the ticket. Annabell pulls her handbag off her shoulder, already elbow-deep inside, and starts looking for her wallet.
“That will be $175.83.” The woman politely says as she waits patiently and looks Annabell up and down.
“It’s in here. I’m sorry, but this darn purse is just so darn big!” She almost sticks her head inside to see if she can see where her wallet is, as Harbor giggles at her aunt’s silliness and rolls her eyes at the cashier. She pulls out a notebook covered in glitter and sequins as well as her cup that she had made with a seashell handle, a few wads of tissues, a spool of purple thread, and a rather large hairbrush that was also decorated with seashells and, of course, glitter. Then, she passes it all to Harbor one by one, mindlessly, to free up space within her handbag. “Aha, here it is, so sorry.” She opens her wallet and hands the woman her debit card.
The woman smiles as she swipes the card, and a receipt begins printing. “Here is your card. Can you sign it here, please?” She hands Annabell her card back and the receipt with a pen.
Annabell starts to dig in her purse again and pulls out her pen, the one she had imaginatively created. “So sorry. I just like to use my own things, you understand?”
“Oh, it’s okay.” The woman takes the signed receipt from Annabell. “Merry Christmas!” She smiles back at them and stuffs the receipt in her cash register drawer.
“Merry Christmas to you, too!” Harbor and Annabell say at the same time, smiling at each other. “Jinx, you owe me a Coke!” Annabell punches Harbor’s shoulder softly. “Hey, I was going to say that.” The sting on her shoulder from her knuckles imprinted in her flesh as she wiggled it around, still holding the globs of trinkets Annabell was passing to her. “Oh, I’m sorry, dear, give me all those things.” Annabell scoops up all her things, tossing them in her bag.
The two make their way through the market to Annabell’s car, picking up a few things on the way out, like some fresh cheeses and homemade chocolate fudge from Mrs. Freeburg’s tent. Several people pass by, knowing Annabell and saying a quick “Hello, Ms. Annabell” as they zoom by.
“Gee, you’re popular around here.” Harbor looks at one of the recent passersby who recognized her aunt.
“Well, how can you not want to know someone like me?” She places her fingertips to her chest and bats her eyes at Harbor, smiling.
“True, very true!” Harbor giggles and smirks.
“Okay, let's get our tree.” They approach Annabell’s car, a light pink Ford Thunderbird with white leather seats and a Massachusetts license plate that says “Harper2.”
The two slide into the car, the leather making a smudging sound as they slide in. Annabell swings her bag of fruits and vegetables to the back seat, and Harbor does the same with her bag of market finds. Annabell starts the engine, turns on the heat, removes her gloves, and feels the warm air with her fingertips, wiggling them like she is doing a little finger magic trick to her car.
“I cannot wait to get this tree home! Remember seat belts!” She fastens hers, as does Harbor. She then puts the car in reverse and drives to where they can pick up their Christmas tree. The small golden harp hanging from her review mirror sways with the car’s motions and sparks in the sun.
“Hey, Aunt Annabell?” Staring at the harp.
“Yes, sweetie.” She looks over to Harbor in the passenger seat.
“Did you use to play the harp, too? Is that why they are all over the place?” She touches the gold harp that sways back and forth in the rearview mirror.
“Well, yes! I used to play the harp, yes…” She pulls up to the loading area for the Christmas trees. The man who helped them before notices them, picks up their tree, and moves it to the car. Annabell gets out of the car and smiles at the gentleman. “Right on top will do perfectly!” She points to the roof of her car, then sticks her hands in her coat pockets and shivers the chill off.
The man tosses the tree up on the car with a loud grunt and pulls out twine from his pocket as he wraps the tree tightly on the roof and two strands on the front and back bumper. “All right, there you go; she ain’t going anywhere.” He wiggles the tree back and forth on the car's roof as the entire car rocks with it. “Okay, Merry…”
“Oh, wait now, Sir.” Annabell interrupts the man just before he leaves and grabs her purse from inside the car as she searches for her wallet again. She pulls it out much easier this time, takes a five-dollar bill from her purse, and hands it to the lovely gentleman. “Here you go, you were very nice for helping us!” She smiles at him, looking into his eyes.
“Thank you, ma’am. Thank you very much, and you two have a Merry Christmas.” He smiles, bends down to look inside the car at Harbor, and waves goodbye.
“Merry Christmas!” Annabell sings back loudly. Others looking at Christmas trees stop to hear who yelled so loudly. She smiles, returns to her car, and then buckles her seat belt. “What a nice man.” Annabell pops the clutch into drive as she slowly makes her way out from the traffic of the Farmer’s Market and onwards to the other side of town. “Ahhhhh!” Annabell suddenly screams, startling Harbor.
“What! What’s the matter?” Harbor’s eyes were wide, clutching her chest to catch her breath.
“I almost forgot I have to drop off this dress I had made for a play that is being put on right before Christmas.” She holds her forehead in disbelief. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”
“You make dresses for plays? I thought you only did them for yourself.” Harbor looks surprised.
“Yup, that's what I mainly do nowadays; it gives me some spending cash. Actually, just before I got you, I had made the entire wardrobe for this Christmas play that will be going on, except this one dress that I have to deliver.”
“That’s so cool; I didn’t know this. What play is it?” Harbor sits tall in her seat, ready to hear.
“It’s the play A Christmas Carol. Have you ever heard of it?” Annabell makes her turn gracefully in the car, careful not to lose the Christmas tree on the roof.
“I’ve heard of it; that is so cool.” Harbor looks out the window and tries to see if the tree is still on the roof.
“It’s a fun job; I get to do what I love, so it makes it so much better! If you want, we can go to it; I’ll ask him for tickets when I drop off the dress.” She looks at Harbor and then in front of her so she can watch where she is going.
“That would be great! I’m so excited; I’ve been in a play at school; it wasn’t anything great, but I played a tree.” She laughs at herself.
“A tree? Well, that’s something. I’m sure your mom still liked watching you in the play, though.” She looks back at Harbor and laughs with her, and Harbor’s smile turns when she mentions her mother.
“My mother never made it to the play.” She looks down at her hands and plays with the fringe on her scarf. “She never made it to anything at my school; I was on the Honor Roll, but she didn’t make it to that; I was in an art show; she never made it to that.”
“I’m sorry, sweetie. Your mother was always swamped with practicing and trying to be the best at everything when we were little. Her career as a musician was tough because they made her do lots of practice, and she had to travel.” Annabell places her hand on Harbor’s knee.
“I know. I wish she were around more. I was so excited when she said we would have girl time and that she wouldn’t work. Maria did more with me than my mother, actually.”
“Maria, who’s Maria?” Annabell is confused as she looks at Harbor again.
“The nanny who watched me and took me places. She was very nice. We would do all kinds of things together that I wish I had done with my mom, but it was whatever, I guess.”
“I think I remember your mother saying something about her once or twice.” She looks at the road ahead as they go to a downtown area filled with unique shops and restaurants. “We’re almost to the playhouse. Do you want to come in and meet everyone? They are all very nice?”
Harbor shrugs her shoulders as Annabell pulls into an empty parking spot next to the playhouse. Posters of “Christmas Carol” line the entrance to the building, and the name of the play is lit up on the block-lettered sign above the building.
“C’mon inside, check the place out.” Annabell opens the car door and looks at Harbor.
Harbor opens her side of the door and slides out from the leather seats. She wraps her scarf around her neck, slams the car door shut, and walks over to the sidewalk. Annabell is fishing in the trunk as she pulls out a big plastic bag with a hanger. She slams the trunk shut as several pine needles from the tree on the roof shake off.
“Here, this way.” She waves Harbor to make her way up a small flight of brick steps and into the large white double front doors of the playhouse. Harbor follows as the dress Annabell holds blows slightly in the wind and almost gets caught in the doors as they slam shut. Its bang echoes inside the empty lobby. The building is warm, and the bright red carpet below their feet makes Harbor feel like she is walking on the red carpet, waiting to accept her Academy Award. “Harbor?” Annabell says, whispering loudly as Harbor is lost in her imagination. “Harbor!” Annabell shouts this time as it echoes through the empty corridor. “Harbor this way, you have to be kind of quiet. I think I hear them rehearsing.” She puts her finger to her ruby red lips as she waves Harbor to come closer, as she emerges from her stare.
The actor’s voices are heard in the distance and echo throughout the seats and stage. The two sit down, watch the actors dressed in regular clothing rehearse their lines, and move about the stage in a choreographed walking waltz. The director at the bottom catches a glimpse of Annabell sitting up at the very top of the seats, and Annabell sees and waves vigorously to him. The director smiles at Annabell and gives her a limp-wristed wave with his fingertips.
“Okay, everyone, I say we take a ten-minute break, and we’ll pick up at the top of Act Two.” He claps and interrupts the performers on stage as they suddenly stop and part ways through either side of the stage. “Annabell! Come on down here!” The director graciously waves them to the stage with his limp wrists and whimsical lisp.
“Got your last dress!” Annabell almost sings to him as her voice echoes throughout the theater. She makes her way down the flight of steps, with Harbor trailing behind her, looking around at all the lights illuminating the stage.
“Fantastic, let me see, let me see.” He kisses Annabell's cheek to cheek and then helps take the plastic off the dress with Annabell.
“Uh, this is perfect, like always!” He takes the dress from Annabell and swings it around, inspecting it front and back. His perfectly manicured, navy-blue, polished nails wave about, matching his rolled-up, long-sleeve button-down shirt and tight jeans.
“Wow, you made that; it’s beautiful!” She grips the bottom of the dress by the director’s leg and gives it a feel.
“And who is this?” Marcus turns to Annabell and smiles.
“This is Harbor, my sister’s daughter. She’s living with me now.” Annabell pats her on the head as Harbor’s beanie slides over her eyes.
“Oh my goodness, it's very nice to meet you. I’ve heard so much about you!” He sticks out his hand and shakes her fingertips. “I’m so sorry about what happened, but you’re in great hands now.” He stares her in the eyes and smiles softly. “My, you have your mother’s eyes, and you’re so beautiful, with such soft skin.” He looks at her once more, then at Annabell. “Have you ever thought about being in a play? There is always room for more actresses.”
“You knew my mother?” She looks up at him and then at Annabell.
“I did; I was working here just as a stagehand when your mother and aunt performed on this stage.” He looks over to the stage and points with an open hand.
“Oh, well now, that was a long time ago.” Annabell looks at Harbor.
“You guys played such beautiful music together. The dual harps were breathtaking. People would actually be crying in the audience.” He holds his hand by his heart, reminiscing about the two on stage.
“So, you did play the harp?” She looks at her aunt.
“I did, but like I said, that was a very long time ago, and we actually must get going. We have a giant tree on top of our car!” She looks at Marcus as some of the actors start to come back from their break.
“Okay, well, it’s been fantastic, and it was nice meeting you, Harbor. Oh, before I forget, did you guys want tickets to see the play?” Marcus is already going to the front of the stage, where his Louis Vuitton satchel sits.
“Thank you for reminding me. I told her I would ask you, but I completely forgot!” Annabell touches her head in forgetfulness again, Marcus’ heels already clunking back up to the girls.
“Well, we look forward to seeing you there. You have front-row tickets, so don’t be shy; wave to me if you see me.” He hands the tickets to Annabell, brushes Harbor’s nose quickly, and then grabs her cheeks with one hand. “So beautiful, I’m serious; let me know if you want to be in a play.” He winks at Harbor.
“Okay, I will.” Harbor smiles at him, showing all her teeth.
“Bye, my love!” He snaps up and kisses Annabell again on both cheeks. He quickly turns back to the stage and claps. “Okay, okay! Where is everyone? This play isn’t about me! It would be a gorgeous play if it were! But come! Chop, chop! The stage awaits us!” He yells flamboyantly. The two start to climb the steps, and Marcus claps his hands together. “Alright, people. Where is everyone? Let’s go!”
Annabell and Harbor make their way outside to their car as the gloomy weather outside turns cheery, with tiny snowflakes beginning to fall from the sky. “It’s snowing!” Harbor looks up at the sky as several snowflakes fall on her nose and cheeks.
“Yes, we'd better get home quickly and put this tree inside.” Annabell scurries to the driver’s side of the car and hops in.
Harbor gets in the car, takes her pink beanie off the crown of her head, and shakes it clean from the snow. “So you did play the harp like my mom, and you played with her.”
“We did, yes, we played several concerts together. In fact, they wanted both of us to travel and play together in concerts.” Annabell drives through the winding streets, trying to make it back home.
“Well, what happened? You didn’t want to do it?”
“I wanted to, really badly, but I wanted to stay here more. I took care of our mother, who also played the harp and taught us both. Samantha, your mom, went off and traveled with many orchestras; she was much better than I was anyway. Our mother insisted that I go with her, but I stayed instead and started making costumes for plays, which has always been my hobby since I was a little girl.”
“S.H. It’s my mother’s,” Harper whispers out loud and grips the necklace she found through her shirt.
“I’m sorry, did you say something?” Annabell asks.
“Oh, nothing, I was just thinking.” Harbor tries to cover up what she said. “So, you just stopped playing the harp?”
“Well, I got preoccupied with the ship and trying to care for our mother, your grandma. Your mom always visited, but I guess you can say I stopped playing, especially after your grandma passed.” She looks over at Harbor. “Then your mom started to come around less after she met your father, of course, which there was nothing wrong with, but she had her own life, as I was starting to form mine as well.”
“Well, do you think you would ever play again?” Harbor continues with the questions.
“Possibly, but enough about me, what about you? Did Samantha, I mean your mom, teach you how to play the harp?” They start to get closer to home as Annabell can see the boats bouncing with the waves in the Harbor at a distance.
“She kind of did. I guess I know some notes and how to play a little bit.” She shrugs her shoulders and brushes back her bangs behind her ear.
“Well, it’s in your blood; your great, great, great grandma Abigail Hudson used to play, and almost all the women in our family have played the harp since then. Why do you think the ship's name is Harper? That’s his nickname for Abigail. Then, when he sailed away from her, he had his ship named after her so she would always be with him. I have a journal by Captain Monroe somewhere; if we can find it, that would be your great, great, great grandpa. She looks upward, thinking, and bobs her head to count the number of greats in her mind to ensure it is the correct amount. He was the one who named the ship and sailed the trade routes. When you read the journal, he writes about how he loved listening to Abigail’s music as she played the harp.”
The car pulls up to the gravel parking spaces to the spot where Annabell’s ship rests, and Harbor’s face is stunned by her family and the things she’s never known. She can’t help but look at the pieces starting to come together, first, the necklace and the hat from the captain. She couldn’t help but think that someone was trying to help her find who she was, or was her aunt just trying to be clever?
“If you want, you can take the bags inside. I’m going to stop by the Harbormaster’s office to see if he can help us with this giant tree!” Her eyebrows raise in shock at how big this tree really is. Harbor grabs both large grocery bags, which almost drag on the ground, and attempts to carry them down the dock and up to the gangway. The bags become heavier and heavier as she makes her way up the steep ramp and to what would be those heavy wooden front doors.
“Oh, I don’t have the key.” Harbor tugs at the cold door handle to see if maybe, by luck, it would be unlocked. “Hmph.” She sets down the bags and looks behind her to see if her aunt is nearby, but when she does, a loud metal clunk and clank startles Harbor, making her jump. She turns slowly around and tugs at the door handle again, and the heavy wood door creaks open. A cold gust blows past her, followed by warm, dry air. She peeks inside, her heart pounding; there’s no one there. “It must have been stuck from the cold or something?” she says to herself, very unsure, as she grabs the bags from the floor and heads inside. Several snowflakes follow her inside when another gust, large enough to rock the ship, slams the door shut behind her, leaving a cloud of broken snowflakes and dust.
Chapter 10
Reusable shopping bags and a mix of paper and plastic bags lay scattered on the kitchen island. Harbor starts to place some of the groceries away in the refrigerator and the pantry, but feels someone is with her. It was probably just the wind and the cold weather, she thinks to herself, but the hairs on her arms and neck stand on end. She puts groceries away slowly and quietly so she can hear every sound, just in case something pops out to frighten her when the front door slams open again with a loud crash. She can feel the chilly winter winds blow right through the ship and into the kitchen, and she becomes frozen in fear and stares out of the kitchen door. Her heart pounds, but she decides to know if it was the wind blowing open that door like earlier or something else. She approaches the kitchen doorway and looks inside the living room to see a massive dancing tree with two boots hobbling in the doorway.
“Oh, Harbor, good; help me move this table to the side so we can put the tree here.” Annabell squeezes through the doorway, nearly knocking the man over, and carries the Christmas tree.
Harbor relaxes and, without thinking, rushes over and lifts the other side of the table with her aunt as they lift it across the floor. Just when they have set the table down, a tiny book plops on the ground in a cloud of dust. Annabell is so busy she doesn’t hear or see the book that falls.
“Hold on, John, I have to get the tree stand!” She says while quickly walking to the stairs that lead to the bottom of the ship, her voice disappearing like a race car passing its audience on a track. Annabell races back to the living room in just a split second and attempts to screw the tree stand on the Christmas tree with the Harbormaster holding the tree in the air. Harbor quickly picks up the book that had fallen from its hiding spot and tucks it into the back pocket of her jeans.
“Aye, ma’am, do you at least almost have it?” The Harbormaster grunts in his Irish accent as Annabell screws on the tree stand quickly. “This darn tree is getting a bit heavy.”
“Almost there, almost, okay, you can put it down!” Annabell tightens the last bolt to the stand and backs away.
With a grunt, the short, stocky man gently lowers the tree, revealing his long, black, and gray beard, now with tree sap and needles woven throughout. “That’s one heavy tree.” He brushes himself clean and notices that Harbor is also in the room. “Well, hello there. My name is John, Harbormaster to this ye harbor.” He chuckles and sticks his hand out for a shake.
“Nice to meet you.” Harbor grips his hand full of sticky sap as she pulls it away, making a face and whipping it on her jeans.
“Aye, sorry! Damn tree sap!” He removes a handkerchief from his back pocket and wipes his hands clean. “So ye must be Harbor; your aunt talks about ya all the time. I helped her bring all ya things to ya room.”
“Oh, thank you!” Harbor nods and gives him a smile.
“Ya about thirteen years old, right?”
Harbor nods, “Yup.”
“I thought so; I have a son about the same age as you…” John is interrupted quickly by Annabell, who waltzed back into the room from the kitchen with a glass of water for John.
“Here you go, Mr. John!” she said excitedly, gracefully moving to where he sat.
John accepts the glass of water, guzzling it down with deep gulps. Droplets of water run down his long beard. “So I hope you guys got to know each other a bit.” Annabell sits down across from John.
“Aye, ma’am, we did a little; I was just tellin’ her about mah son, Alexander.” He drinks whatever is left in his cup and then crunches on a few ice cubes.
“Alex, a nice boy, that one. You would have liked him, Harbor, but Harbor, if you ever need anything, if I’m not here, or if something happens, God forbid…” Annabell looks up to the sky and places her hands together like she’s praying. “...just go over to the office when we first entered, and John can help you, okay!” She moves over to start the fire to warm the ship.
“Aye, let mah get that for ya, ma’am.” He grunts as he gets up and places several logs onto the fireplace. “Aye, don’t be shy. I’m there all the time, practically bored this time of year anyway, so you won't be a pest if you want to stop by.”
“Psh, that’s the truth,” Annabell laughs. “All I see is this guy sleeping and snoring like a giant bear in hibernation for the winter in his office.” The fireplace starts to smoke, and they all feel its warmth instantly from the flames that grow onto the logs.
“It’s true! I sleep a lot, and I mean a lot! It has to be my favorite thing to do.” He pokes the logs with a fire poker to get them burning and yawns. “Well, speaking of sleep, ma’am, I must be off. Let me know if you need help with anything else.” He staggers with a sleeping leg to the front door and waves with one hand up. “Harbor, it was nice to meet ya, and don’t be shy.”
“Bye, it was nice to meet you!” She says, giving him a big, warm wave goodbye.
John slams the door shut behind him as he mumbles something about being “I’m too damn old for this damn cold.”
“Isn’t he a sweet man?” Annabell plops back down on the couch and takes in some of the warmth from the fireplace. “I’ll have to see if I can find those ornaments downstairs.” She unravels her scarf and removes her gloves, throwing them on the couch beside her.
“I’ll help you look for them if you want.” Harbor perks up and takes off her coat and scarf. She’ll at least be able to explore a little more down there without having to sneak around too much.
“Sounds like a plan, let me just go put the groceries away…”
“Already done.” She smiles and interrupts her aunt.
“Wow, you're good! Well, in that case, let me take my coat to my room, and I’ll meet you down there, okay?”
“Okay, I’ll put my stuff away, too.” Harbor moves to her room after Annabell disappears through the front door and practically sprints up the steps. Harbor throws her jacket and scarf on her bed as she takes the book she found from her back pocket. The book was small, about the size of her hand, with a dark brown leather binding but no titles. She opens the tiny book as a hint of that old paper smell crosses her nose. The first page has a beautiful sketch of a mermaid holding a harp, just like the one on the front of the ship, with an inscription. “Property of Captain Monroe James Hudson! No way this is getting way too weird.” She shakes her head and closes the book as she hears Annabell going down the steps to look for the Christmas ornaments. She stuffs the book under her pillow, making sure the doorknob she had found is still there, and races out of her room and down the steps to the kitchen. She quickly opens the refrigerator, grabs a bright green apple, and then runs down the dark flight of steps, taking a chunk of apple in her mouth. Just as Harbor makes it halfway down the steps, the colored lights flicker on in the bottom of the ship, creating a rainbow of colors.
“I’m here!” Harbor jumps the last couple of steps as she tries to catch her breath, but no one is there. She looks around the room; her breath is a frozen puff of fear. She shivers in pure frozen terror, “Aunt Annabell?” She creeps further into the room, but there is no one there. “Aunt Annabell?” Her voice quivers.
“Good, you're already looking around!” Annabell comes rushing down the stairs. “Are you okay? You look like you just saw a ghost!”
“No, it’s okay, I’m fine!” She forces a smile from her horrified face as her cheeks fill with color again.
“Okay, well, let's start looking over in that area first.” She shrugs and points to the left of Harbor.
Harbor tries to rationalize how the lights came on by themselves and the freezing cold air that still stings in her bones, even though her cheeks are now warm again. “Okay, I love doing stuff like this; it's like treasure hunting.” She weaves her way to the back corner, where her aunt pointed, and moves several small boxes around.
“Speaking of treasure hunting, do you want to wake up early with me tomorrow and hunt for sea glass?” Annabell quickly picks up some of the larger and heavier boxes and rummages through them.
“Okay, that seems like it could be cool.” She talks with her mouth full of apples and unfolds the lid of a box.
“Good, I need a bunch for a new sculpture I’m making.” She tears open another box sealed with tape.
“I feel like a pirate right now, hunting for treasure on a ship we just took over.” Harbor plops a box on the ground. A cloud of dust floats in the air around the box. She coughs and waves her hands to clear the air.
“Well, if you want to be a pirate there, matey, you must look the part!” Annabell says in her pirate voice again, and without warning, she runs over and grabs Harbor’s arm. “Come on, follow me!” She pulls her up the steps, back through the living room, and up the steps to the top deck.
Harbor laughs while she tries to talk, “Where are we going?”
“To my room, where we can look like real pirates! Argh!” Annabell whips open the door to her room and rushes inside. Opening these doors allowed Harbor to see an entirely different world in Annabell’s room. The walls were covered in plants, but were delicately placed and grown in a way that made it look like an overgrown, hidden island museum. The living walls even rose to the edges of the ceiling, and then vines delicately draped down to weave into a living canopy over Annabell’s giant bed in the center of the room. Four beautifully wood-carved mermaids rest on the four corners of the headboard. Their tridents point to the center, where a large wooden crest is painted white with gold trim, and a golden harp sits in the center of the crest. Paintings of all kinds were scattered in no particular order on every wall and seemed to be held up and hung by the vegetation surrounding her walls. A vast, convexed window rests in the back behind Annabell’s bed, showing the entire landscape of the ship's stern. Centered in the window is a large claw-foot wooden desk and a golden captain’s chair pushed into the desk. A wooden barrel, filled with rolls of different-colored fabrics and patterns, sits next to the desk. On the desk is a modern and large sewing machine, scissors, scraps of cloth, spools of thread, and a pin cushion with hundreds of pins. On the opposite side of the room, a large wardrobe sat, much like Harbor’s, but this one had thousands of tiny pieces of sea glass glued on its wooden skeleton in blues and greens to resemble the ocean.
Annabell rushes over to her desk, opens one of the desk drawers, and grabs a tiny old metal key from inside. She then moves over to her wardrobe on the other side of her room and effortlessly sticks the antiqued key inside the lock. The lock clicks and clanks and opens the gateway to Annabell’s imagination as dresses, costumes, and all kinds of frills and colors instantly poof out. Annabell shuffles through the clothes hanging inside the wardrobe, the scrapes from the hangers scratching the metal rod on the inside. In a daze, Harbor follows her unknowingly to the wardrobe while she looks at the various paintings and then out through the enormous window.
“Ah, here you go!” She flings one of her costumes off the hanger she had made and tosses it to Harbor, which lands on her head. She then shuffles some more, takes another out, and throws it to the ground, then the same with another, and another, and then another into Harbor’s arms, who’s now paying attention. “Okay, now we need accessories!” She runs over to the other side of her desk, where a large old trunk sits with stickers stuck on it from all over the world. Annabell quickly opens the trunk, and as it squeaks open, she shuffles through the items inside. Several things fall to the ground as she collects what looks like a couple of pirate hats, a spyglass, a compass, and two real-looking pirate swords. “Well, what are you waiting for? Put them on! We have treasure to find!” She tosses a hat to Harbor like a frisbee.
“Aye, captain!” Harbor grunts back in a pirate voice and smiles a little, rolling her eyes.
The two quickly get dressed to look like pirates. Annabell squints at Harbor with one eye, the other covered with a black pirate eye patch. “We’re missing something?” She looks around her room and spots her large jewelry box beside her wardrobe. She rushes back across the room again, opens the box, takes out one oversized hoop earring, and places it into Harbor’s ear. “Aye, now we look more like filthy scallywags. Let’s go get that treasure!”
“Argh,” they growl, raise their swords into the air, and then race outside.
Chapter 11
Annabell approaches the bedroom door first and slams it open with a quick flick of her ruffled wrist. They race outside, swords raised to the sky, the sun blinding their eyes, the air filled with smoke and the smell of gunpowder. Cannons are blasting beneath their feet, as are the cannons from the thieves in the other ship across from theirs. A dozen or two other pirates are already clashing their swords and dancing about to move away from their opponent’s lethal blow.
“They are trying to take over me ship!” Annabell runs out into the battle, sword held high.
Harbor stops in her tracks, drops her raised sword by her side, and stares at the adventure that appears in front of her. “Aunt Annabell?” She says, confused. “This. No? Can it? This, this can’t be real?”
Astonished, she moves over to the starboard side of the ship as plumes of smoke shoot out of the circular windows that once had glass in them. The vessel moves. The waves crash on the hull as the wooden ship cuts through the ocean like a sharp knife. Harbor looks upwards, shielding her eyes from the sun with her hat; the sails are set and flapping in the wind. The clouds zoom by from the intense speed of the ship as Harbor spots Aunt Annabell behind her, spinning the ship's wheel furiously.
“Don’t you just stand there, get up here, and fire the rear cannons; their other ship is about to run us down!” She points her sword at Harbor as a pirate from the other ship swings in on a rope and clashes swords with Annabell. Another pirate swings in from his ship’s rope and lands right behind Harbor while she’s looking up at Annabell. She snarls at her, showing his black teeth and sweaty, salted, bruised brow. Harbor turns quickly, smelling his boozing breath as he, without hesitation, swings his rusty, jagged sword at her. She ducks, and his blade gets stuck in the wood railing, distracting him to allow her a quick getaway. Harbor screams as another pirate swings in on the ship's portside, and she flails her sword and hands in the air, trying to dodge him. They come in fast and fierce as another, and then another comes swinging in their swords, ready for action. “Use your sword first, mate! Argh!” Annabell screams down to Harbor, trying to outrun the never-ending supply of pirates coming at her.
Harbor whips her sword in the air, and just as she does, her blade clanks with a thieving scallywag who gleams at her with his bloodshot eyes. She decides to run for it before he can grab her with his free hand and chases her through the sea of pirates trying to take over Annabell’s ship. She fights each of them off one by one, clanking swords and dodging several blows. The bloodshot-eyed pirate was still on her heels. Just as she reaches the bow of the ship and deadends herself against the rails, she instinctively quickly turns around and, with everything she has, thrusts her fist forward, which catches the bloodshot marauder square in the nose, sending him backward and tumbling over several barrels of gunpowder.
Harbor looks at her fist in disbelief and laughs in excitement when it’s interrupted by Annabell's scream and several gunshots fired by her pistol. As fast as she could, Harbor jolts forward, dashes, dunks, and slides her away through pirates, then back up to Annabell, who’s desperately trying to dodge deathly blows from pirates.
“Nice of you to join me!” Annabell looks back at Harbor as she still drives the ship. The enemy vessel moves closer, slamming into the side of Harper as Annabell loses control of the wheel. “Boys, you know what to do! Get to the ropes and board that ship!” She laughs maniacally.
“Argh!” All the ship's men shout.
More marauders from the other ship start to board, swinging from ropes or jumping over the rails. They rush to reach the steps where Annabell and Harbor stand, but Harbor takes one of the barrels by the steps and pushes it down with a kick. The barrel rolls and knocks several pirates from its path, then crashes at the bottom of the stairs.
“Good job, first mate!” Annabell punches Harbor in the shoulder as Harbor forces a smile and rubs her newly bruised arm.
“Ma’am! Ma’am!” A familiar voice is heard through all the fighting as John races over from the other side of the boat. His beard was singed, smoking, and a massive sword bounced at his side.
“Aye, Harbormaster John!” Annabell looks down at him.
“You best be getting on that ship, madam, and finding that treasure. I’ll handle it from here!” He punches a rabid pirate in the gut as they try to have a go at him.
“Aye, Harbormaster! Well, you heard the man!” Annabell grabs Harbor by the arm as the two make their way to the edge of the starboard side. She untangles a rope and stands up on the edge. “First mate, do as I do!” Annabell grips the rope tightly and jumps off the ship's side, swinging to the thieves’ boat. “Come on, Harbor, don’t be scared now! We have treasure to find!” She cups her hands over her mouth and screams. Annabell starts to get attacked by pirates as she fights them off with her sword.
“I can’t do this; this is crazy!” Harbor looks over the ship's side and sees the water splashing below her.
“Harbor, come on! I need you!” Her aunt yells in desperation as more pirates start to attack her.
Harbor climbs up on the edge and grabs one of the ropes to swing across. “I can’t do this. I can’t do this!” She grips onto the rope with all her might.
Pirates start to come up the stairs after Harbor as John spots the horde from the corner of his eye and climbs up the other set to meet them with his sword.
“Ya better get a move on it!” His sword clanks with the thief’s, and John’s fist meets his foe’s nose, knocking him backward.
Harbor looks at Annabell, who desperately needs help, as she takes her sword and stuffs it into her sheath that hangs from her belt. She grips the rope with both hands tightly, swaying her body back and forth, trying to get herself to jump. A thief moves past a distracted John, and with no choice, Harbor jumps over the attempted blow of his steel and gives him a kick to his head, knocking him back, but then loses her balance, sliding off the edge and gripping tightly onto the rope. Harbor’s eyes fixated on the icy ocean waters below her as the leap seemed to last for hours, but it was only a second until she reached the other ship. Guns and cannons silenced her scream, flying across as she let go with perfect timing and landed on several pirates who were going to attack Annabell.
“Good job, first mate! Follow me; I know where the treasure lies!” The two make a run for it, dodging gunfire and swords, as several bullets hit closely next to them, spraying shards of wood into the sky. Annabell goes down the steps, similar to Harper’s, and into a dark room. The fighting is muffled above them as the drips of the ocean are heard through the hull on either side and below them.
“I can’t see a thing.” Harbor squints to see through the darkness.
“Let me shed some light for ye then.” A raspy and deep voice says as sparks from a match flicker onto a lantern, revealing the ship's captain. His beard was long, almost down to his waist, with braids of seashells intertwined within. His black pirate hat sat just above his eyes as his red, soiled coat swept down to his peg leg, which tapped on the floor with every step.
“Long bead!” Annabell looks at the captain with a sly eye.
“So, do you think you really are going to capture this vessel and my treasure?” He picks his teeth with a small dagger and then throws it to the ground as it sticks in a barrel of whisky.
“Aye!” Annabell yelps out as she elbows Harbor to say it as well.
“Aye!” Harbor yells, scared to death, as she is mesmerized by the size of this man.
Long Beard sets the lantern down on a crate next to him, shining on a treasure chest behind him full of gems and gold coins. “Well, ye have to get past me, and that will be unlikely.” He steps closer to them as the smell of his whisky-soaked coat smothers whatever is left of the air. The cocky captain reaches to his side and slides his giant sword out slowly to scare them with the sound of metal scraping on his leather sheath. “Two against one is no challenge, and I’ll make ya two a deal. Leave now, and I’ll spare ya lives!” His eyes are wide at the two girls half his size, and then he gives a deep pirate chuckle.
“I shall never!” Annabell swiftly takes out her sword and starts to charge the massive man.
Gaining courage from her aunt, Harbor whips out her blade and yelps again, chasing after her aunt. “Argh!” She roars.
The clanks of two swords against one are magnificent as Harbor and Annabell leap around the bulky, slow pirate. Long Beard makes smooth, solid, long strides of his sword to Annabell. She blocks his blow with her sword, and sparks light up the dark corners. Harbor gives a swing of her sword while he’s distracted, but he catches the blow with his free hand and gives her a shove. He’s not even affected by the sharp steel in his hand, and his thick calluses shield him from being cut. Harbor flies violently in the air and slides across the ship's floor as a cannonball breaches the boat's hull and flies just over her head. Shards of wood spray widely, like wooden fireworks, and water instantly starts to pour inside.
“Oh, this is too much fun now!” Long Beard laughs, showing his black, rotted teeth, and throws Harbor’s sword, which sticks to the wooden wall beside him.
“Not for much longer, you swine!” Annabell grunts with another blow of her sword.
Harbor gets up slowly from her blow, spots some rope by her side, and has an idea. She quickly scoops up the wet rope and races over to one of the wooden support posts for the upper decks. She then takes the rope, swings it around the post, and ties a knot the best she can. Her aunt continues clanking swords with the giant pirate as she races over to the fight. She runs around Long Beard several times, wrapping his legs in the rope. “There ya go, Harbor, keep going!” Annabell blocks a swipe of Long Beard’s sword from hitting Harbor.
“What are ya doing, ya filthy rat?” Long Beard tries to swing and cut the rope but loses balance and knocks over the oil lantern, which shatters and spreads a fire on several wooden crates.
Harbor makes one last pass of her rope and pulls as hard as possible to make it tight. The rope cinches just enough to clasp Long Beard's good leg with his peg leg and stumbles him over, knocking his head on a barrel of rum, which shatters and soaks him in a dazed, drunken confusion. The chaos is quiet, but the cannon, guns, and clanking of the swords above still act in the fight.
“Is he dead?” Harbor moves over to him with her sword out, poking him in his gut.
Annabell moves over to his head and slaps him on the face, “Well, if he ain’t dead, he sure is sleeping really good.” She chuckles her pirate laugh.
“The treasure!” Harbor screams as water starts pouring into the boat's bottom.
“Aye, the treasure, hurry before this here boat sinks.” Annabell races over to the chest of treasure that Long Beard was protecting and drags her hands across the gold coins and jewels.
The gold coins and jewels sparkle and shimmer, and a rainbow of colors is on Harbor’s face as they dig in with both hands. The cold coins and jewelry feel smooth and soothing to their fighting hands, their eyes in a trance from the richness of what it's all worth. Another blast knocks them off their feet and into the icy water pouring into the boat, waking them from the treasure’s trance. The salty water starts to pour in faster, and the fire from the lantern spreads.
“We must hurry!” Annabell gets up quickly and then closes the lid to the wooden treasure chest. “C’mon, grab the other side!” She yells over another explosion, this one closer to them, as shards of wood fill the air again.
Harbor, soaked in cold salty water, grabs the other end of the handle with both hands and lifts it with all her might. They slowly climb the steps to the upper deck as Long Beard groans from the cold water, waking him up slightly.
“He’s definitely not dead!” Harbor worried. “We have to go fast before he fully wakes up.” Harbor tugs on the chest up the stairs as Annabell pushes. They can see the blue sky just ahead of them, not even four or five steps into their waddled stride left, as Annabell looks behind her to make sure Long Beard is not on their trail.
“Um, Harbor?” She calmly says.
“Yeah!” She screams down to her aunt, still tugging on the chest.
“Can you go a little faster? I don’t see Long Beard anymore.” Annabell is worried now.
“What? Why?” Harbor screeches and panics and starts to yank on the chest several times, trying to pull it faster and faster.
Just as they reach the last step, Long Beard snags Annabell’s pant leg with his sword, which he uses to crawl up the steps. “You’re not going to be taking my treasure as long as I am alive!” He snarls at Annabell as he tugs on her leg, pulling Harbor and the treasure chest back down the steps.
“I’d rather die with it than have someone else have it!” He laughs and yanks Annabell’s leg.
“Aunt Annabell!” Harbor screams, trying to pull as hard as she can with both hands.
Annabell looks up at Harbor as all the sounds of war seem to have dissipated. “Harbor, go, save yourself before the ship sinks. Harper is yours now,” she says calmly, looking her right in the eyes.
“No, no, no!” Tears run down Harbor’s face as she yanks and pulls on the treasure chest, but Harbor gets hauntingly cold as she does. The hairs on her neck and arms stand on end, and those same hands that saved her last time from falling off the dock scoop her up by her arms and then yank her furiously up on the top deck. Annabell slides down the stairs further to her watery doom, the heavy chest pushing her quickly down. Long Beard’s evil grin and laugh watch her slide down the wooden steps as he’s ready to take her to Davy Jones and regain his prize. “Aunt Annabell!” Harbor cries on her hands and knees as she watches her aunt, but then she feels a gush of wind fly past her, and a burly man quickly slides down the stairs.
“John!” Annabell screams out in relief.
“I got ya, ma’am!” He grunts and gets a firm grip on the chest’s handle. He pulls the hefty weight up the stairs, and Annabell dangles from the other handle. Long Bead yanks back, sliding John down several of his hard-worked steps.
“John, go! Leave!” Annabell is calm, her eyes soft and giving up.
“Not until my last very last breath.” He grips onto one of the wooden stairs, stopping Long Beard’s pull. The water of the sinking ship is now to the filthy captain’s knees, and the fire has spread to the wooden ceiling above his head.
“I have to do something.” Harbor wipes her tears with her tattered sleeve and gets up from her bruised knees. She searches around and finds a small barrel of gunpowder and lifts it with all her strength up to her chest, then weakly runs to the opening where John hangs onto his and Annabell’s lives. Her muscles ache, but Harbor hurls the small barrel down the stairs, missing John and Annabell. The barrel hits Long Beard square in the nose, making him lose his grip and plunge into the icy water. John quickly lifts the chest with both hands and carries it to the deck as Annabell falters behind him, then lies on her back on the top deck.
“Good job, first mate!” Annabell breathes heavily, looking up at the tattered sails above.
“I need a pint.” John sits on the chest, trying to catch his breath, but an explosion from the gunpowder barrel interrupts his rest, making everyone jump to their feet.
“Break’s over; we need to go! Now!” Annabell runs past them and to the edge of the ship, where several ropes hang. There are several more explosions, one after another. Smoke pours out of Black Beard’s shattering ship’s grave. The ship starts to shake and turn slightly upward.
John ties the chest onto one of the ropes and swings it over to the crew, who wave them on. The three do the same and stand on the edge of the sinking ship as they grip tightly onto what’s left of any rope. Annabell jumps first, then John shortly after. The ropes stretch and start to fall apart while they swing through the air. Smells of smoke, salt, and sweat whip through their noses, and then the ropes fray and break as they reach Harper’s top deck. First John, then Annabell slam onto the wooden deck with a loud thud. Long Bear’s ship starts to explode in pockets from under the ship's hull as Harbor stands on the edge of the vessel, holding on to her rope in fear.
“Harbor!” John screams as loud as he can.
“Harbor! Please!” Annabell cups her mouth with her hands, screaming.
She’s frozen in fear, and a fire forms on the sinking ship's dry parts. Harbor gets extremely cold again, and her hairs stand on end. Goosebumps send a shiver down her spine as her hands grip the rope so hard she can feel the fibers stabbing her in her palm. Harbor feels ice hands on her shoulders, and then a violent shove on her back pushes her forward, swinging her outward towards Annabell and John, who are nervously watching.
John stands on the railing, balancing himself with one of the ropes, and stretches his hand as far as possible. It feels like slow motion to Harbor as she hugs the frayed rope, her hair flowing behind her; all sounds stop, but explosions happen all around her. Harbor can feel the burn of the fire and the cold saltwater spraying and stinging her skin and wounds. She looks upward towards the sky; her rope is on fire. Realization becomes faster as her eyes are worried, and she stares at John, reaching out for her. The rope breaks and coils like a snake above her, and her eyes become wide and scared. Then, Harbor’s stomach turns, but John catches her fear before she falls beyond his reach.
Harbor sobs on John’s shoulder as he cradles her down from the railing. “I gotcha, my dear.” John holds her tight, and Annabell kisses her forehead and brushes her hair behind her ear.
“Let’s bring her inside and get her warm.” Annabell moves John around to face the other direction.
“Aye,” He nods.
Chapter 12
“I believe I know what’s wrong, but it’s beyond my expertise.” A muffled man’s voice is heard outside Harbor’s closed door. Harbor’s room is quiet and dark; only tiny sunbeams from the day’s end shine through her domed window on the ceiling. Harbor wakes up groggy from the echoes of a voice she’s never heard before.
“What do you think is wrong?” Annabell’s voice was muffled. “I don’t understand what happened. We were playing on the deck, and everything was fine, and then she was standing on the railing, mumbling fire, fire, and wanted to swing from the ropes!” Annabell’s tears can be heard in her voice. “Thank God John was nearby to help me…I just don’t understand what happened.”
“Well, she is okay, but it's a good thing it didn’t end worse. I believe because of the traumatic event that has happened in her life at such a young…” The man’s voice gets more challenging to hear. Harbor gets out of bed to sneak closer to the door to listen more clearly, but at this point, she can only hear her aunt’s tears.
“That can happen? Can something like this be treated or cured?” Annabell asks with deep breaths.
“I’m not sure; like I said, I’m not an expert in this field, but the symptoms are there. Here, take this…” Harbor presses her forehead on her bedroom door, trying to focus all her other senses on her ears. “He’s a good friend of mine and a fantastic psychologist. Tell him I spoke with you, and he’ll help you.”
“A psychologist!” Harbor says with a loud whisper.
“Okay, I will first thing in the morning.” Annabell sniffles through the tears. Harbor unglues her ears from her door as footsteps are heard further away from where they were, and some mumbles of take care and goodbyes are exchanged in the distance. She looks at the clock on her end table, which reads 6:30 P.M. “Gosh, I must have been out for hours; what the heck happened?”
Annabell’s footsteps become louder again as Harbor quickly shuffles back into bed and under the covers. Annabell’s footsteps are closer as her bedroom door handle clanks, and the door creaks open. Annabell is standing in the doorway holding a box. “Harbor, you awake, my love? You and I found some awesome treasure; take a look!” She pulls out a couple of circular ornaments made of glass and smiles in Harbor’s direction. Harbor slowly turns in bed to look at her aunt and then yawns.
“They're beautiful,” Harbor says through her yawn. She sits up in bed and stretches high to the ceiling.
“Well. I can go for some hot chocolate after all that hard work.” Annabell puts the two ornaments back into the box as they clang against each other.
“Oh, yeah, that would be good right now. I’m sorry I fell asleep; I have no idea what happened to me.” Harbor starts to crawl out of bed and yawns once more.
“I don’t know either. We were having so much fun, and we found the box of ornaments, but then you passed out on the floor. It's a good thing you fell onto some boxes, so you didn’t hit your head, but it scared the living daylights out of me. So I called for John to help me. He scooped you right up and brought you to bed.” She smiles passively at Harbor and starts to head towards the doorway. “You did say something to me, I think it was “Long Beard?”
“I did?” Harbor smirks.
“Yeah, I don’t know, maybe you were just thinking pretty hard about those pirates and treasure.” Annabell closes an eye and does a hook with her hand. “Argh!” She says awkwardly. “Well, anywho, come on down, let’s drink hot chocolate and eat junk food for dinner while we decorate this tree!” She gets excited and wiggles her long finger in the air.
“Okay, I’ll be right there!” Harbor leaves bed to change but realizes she’s in different clothes. “Aunt Annabell?” Harbor confusedly looks down at her shirt, which smells like fabric softener, but Annabell has already disappeared down the stairs. Tugging on her shirt, she realizes her necklace is missing.
“Crap, where’d it go?” She frantically searches in and under her bed, then crawls on the floor, looking in all the nooks and crannies of her room. “I remember being downstairs searching through the boxes and…Oh no, I must have lost it downstairs.” Harbor returns to her stairs but steps on her wet clothes, sitting outside her door. The ice-cold wet clothes send a shiver down her spine as she bends and carefully picks up the clothes. It was her t-shirt, the white ruffled pirate shirt, and the black pants she wore the day before they searched for the ornaments. “That wasn’t real? Was it?”
Annabell emerges from the kitchen and runs into Harbor, staring at her clothes. They both let out a small gasp of unknowing shock. “Oh, my dear, you scared me.” Annabell breathes heavily, saving the chocolate chip cookies on her tray.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t know what to do with my wet clothes and lost something downstairs.” Harbor stutters as a gold hoop earring falls to the ground with a rounding clank.
“I’ll take care of the wet clothes. I have to dry mine as well. What did you lose?” The two start walking over to the kitchen as Annabell slides the tray of cookies onto the kitchen countertop.
“Um, um, my necklace.” She wasn’t sure whether to lie or tell the truth.
“Oh… I didn’t know you wore a necklace. Well, you'd better see if you can find it then. Just let me know if you need any help.” She gathers the wet pirate costume from Harbor and one of the fallen gold hoop earrings.
Harbor smiles and runs to the other side of the kitchen and down the stairs, where they find the box of ornaments. The multicolored lights were still on as Harbor frantically searched the entire room for her necklace. Her eyes were fixated on the floor as she accidentally kicked something metal with her toes. A silver streak and a flash of reflecting color from the lanterns create a light show across the room, zooming fast until it hits the wall on the other side. Harbor runs over to see if it is her necklace. “Yes! Thank you!” She scoops up her necklace and inspects it in the light to ensure it’s okay. She wraps the silver chain around her neck, clasping the latch. She tucks the charm into her shirt but notices a door in front of her with no handle. She looks up and down the walls lined with boxes and then traces over the edging of the door with her fingertips, feeling every knot and splinter within the wood.
“I thought it was really tiny down here. There’s a whole other room!” She whispers out loud as her fingertips go over a metal plate. The rust-covered plate on the door reveals a small hole where a doorknob would go and another for a key. She bends down and presses her forehead to the cold wood door to see if she can see anything through either hole, but she can’t see anything through the darkness.
“Harbor, did you find your necklace? Hot chocolate is done!” Annabell yells down from the top of the steps; her shadow casts an elongated version of herself onto the floor behind Harbor.
“I found it; I’ll be right up!” Harbor yells up at Annabell, who makes her way to the stairs and looks back at the door to remember where she had found it. Harbor can smell the hot chocolate in the kitchen and a lingering trail of chocolate chip cookies leading to the living room. Annabell puts more logs into the fire and gives them a poke with the fire poker.
“Ah, here you go.” Annabell turns and hands Harbor a custom-made cup made from several different cups, with a handle made from pink coral.
Harbor sips the hot chocolate as the steam feels good on her cold nose. “Mmmm… I love marshmallows.” Harbor holds her mug with both hands and returns to the ornaments box. Annabell has already hung several ornaments, so Harbor places her mug down and grabs a chocolate chip cookie from the tray beside her. Harbor reaches in to grab another ornament while munching on her cookie, and she pulls out a square gold-framed ornament with a picture of a little boy in the center. “Hey, Aunt Annabell, who is this?” Harbor softly says, swallowing the last of her cookie.
Annabell’s always happy face melts when she sees the picture of the boy. She moves over to Harbor and sits beside her, grabbing the ornament. She stares at the photograph and then gives a sad smile. “This…this Harbor…” She tries to finish her sentence as a lump forms in her throat, and tears start to dribble down her pink cheeks. Annabell deeply breathes, “This Harbor is your cousin, Nate.”
“What do you mean, my cousin?” Harbor’s confused as Annabell doesn’t answer and continues to look at the picture. “Aunt Annabell, what’s wrong?”
“Nate was my son Harbor. It was a miracle that I had him when doctors said I couldn’t have children.” Annabell’s teary blue eyes look up at Harbor.
“What happened?” Harbor moves closer to her and grabs her hand.
“My husband was cleaning downstairs, which also used to be our music room, and Nate liked to help. He was only six when it happened.” Annabell covers her mouth as she looks into the fireplace, and the flames dance into the distant memory of what happened that day. “Nate went into the music room. He loved all the instruments.” She smiles, trying to push a good memory onto a memory about to overcome her. “My husband didn’t see him. He didn’t see him go inside this time by himself. When he entered the room, he must have closed the door behind him so no one would hear him. We searched the entire ship until we realized he was in the music room. That one place we didn’t look. That one place we didn’t allow him to go by himself.” Annabell pauses and wipes tears from her eyes, “He was so little, and the weight of it was too much for him.” She pauses again as her eyes show the memory like a projection movie.
“What happened to him?” Harbor moves closer to her aunt and lays her head on her arm.
“He had tried to play the harp our family had used for decades. It was his favorite when I played it for him. But, but he must have tried to climb on it, or he pulled on it and…” She looks at Harbor, her eyes glossy with tears. “…it fell on him, Harbor.” She starts to sob, and Harbor squeezes her hand until her knuckles are white. “If only we had looked in that room first, or I don’t know, something, anything, he’d be alive. It, it was just too heavy for him and…”
Harbor covers her mouth with her hand as a tear rolls down her smooth, white cheek.
“The weight was just too much for him, and we never thought to look in that room, or we could have saved him. We could have saved him, and I could have saved my husband.”
“You could have saved your husband?” Harbor has never seen Annabell like this and is afraid to ask about her uncle.
“My husband, my Christopher, just couldn’t take what had happened Harbor. He couldn’t deal with losing our only child.” Annabell takes a deep breath. “He left me; he left and took one of the small lifeboats with our son out into the water, where he never came back. He left me and left to be with our son!”
Harbor gets up and hugs her aunt from behind as Annabell grips Harbor’s arms. “I’m so sorry, Harbor, you’re much too young for me to have told you this.”
“It’s okay, I’m okay. I’m here for you like you are for me.” Harbor rests her head on Annabell’s shoulder as Harbor’s tears fall on Annabell’s shoulder.
Annabell takes a deep breath and wipes her tears. “Let’s finish this tree, huh? You have to keep on living, and you can’t dwell on the past, as I always say.”
Harbor takes the ornament with Annabell’s son’s picture and moves to the Christmas tree. “But that doesn’t mean you can’t remember the good times.” Harbor hangs the ornament in the tree's center and smiles at Annabell.
Annabell hugs Harbor tight, “I love you, Harbor.”
“I love you, Aunt Annabell.”
“Okay, let’s decorate this tree.” Annabell reaches in and grabs several ornaments to hang on the tree. “I say we find some photos of my Christopher and your mom and dad and make ornaments. They deserve to be on this tree as well.”
“I love it!” Harbor gives her a soft smile back.
“Are we still going to look for sea glass in the morning?” Harbor reaches into the box and pulls out a metal key ornament.
“Why, of course, if you’re still up for it.”
“Sounds good to me; I think we need to go to the beach after this day.” Harbor takes a deep breath in and sighs.
“That’s for sure! Wait until you get older and experience wine. It’s like a beach in a bottle.” Annabell laughs.
“Eww, no thanks!” Harbor makes a disgusted face.
Annabell takes a deep breath in and then out. “Well, I’m going to go get a glass, well, maybe the bottle.” She wiggles her finger in the air. “I’ll be right back; you keep on decorating.”
“Okay, hurry!” Harbor hangs the key-shaped ornament on the tree.
Chapter 13
The cloudy, chilly winter sky veils the morning's sunrise. Seagulls are already awake, floating like white kites, screeching their call for food. The waters by the dock are calm and sway the ship slightly with their delicate waves. Inside, Annabell’s footsteps creak the wood beneath her toes as she makes her way into the kitchen. She places some bread into the toaster oven and opens a jar of peanut butter; the red lid spins and wobbles to an eventual stop on the countertop. The toaster dings and pops the toast into the air as creaks from Harbor’s footsteps and little pitter-patters from Minnow’s paws move down the steps and into the kitchen.
“Well, I didn’t think you were going to wake up on your own this early and already dressed.” Annabell spreads peanut butter onto a slice of toast. The scratching of the butter knife against the toasted bread fills the early morning silence as she yawns.
“Minnow heard you and woke me.” Her yawn takes over her sentence.
“She’s excited, aren’t you, girl? I always take her along; she can sniff and dig up some of the best sea glass.” The baby voice excites Minnow. The little furry dog scratches at Annabell’s legs, begging for a piece of toast.
“Would you like some toast?” Annabell holds up hers like a dead fish but then rips off a piece, tossing it to Minnow.
“Na, that’s okay. I’m going to grab an apple. It’s too early to eat.” Harbor walks over to the refrigerator and looks for the apples.
“Alright, well, if you're ready, I am.” She finishes the last of her toast, her mouth stuck with peanut butter. “Hey, can you pass me the milk while you're in there?” She opens one of the cabinets above her head and pulls out a glass.
Harbor hands her the cold, half-empty gallon of milk, the kind with the light blue cap, and then takes a big bite from her red delicious. Annabell flicks the lid off the milk with her thumb, then pours milk into her glass. She guzzles the milk down as if she hasn’t ever had milk before and slams the glass on the counter like she was taking a shot in a saloon in the Wild West. She screws the cap back on, opens the fridge quickly, tosses the milk back, then slams the door shut. Several things sound like they could have broken, with glass and metal clanging together, making Harbor’s eyes squint and teeth grit with the possibility of the disaster. Harbor shrugs, takes another bite of her apple, and heads to the front door, where they both put on their coats and scarves. Minnow follows as she barks and twirls, her tiny tail waving furiously back and forth, waiting for Annabell to put on her little dog sweater over her head.
“You want to get dressed to go outside!” Annabell says in a baby voice again and grabs a hot pink and neon green sweater hanging in a tiny wardrobe on the wall. Minnow barks and spins around several times, her tail wagging furiously as Annabell bends down, slips the pink sweater over her head, and paws through the only two arm holes.
“Oh my gosh, that is too cute!” Harbor bends down and pets Minnow.
“Like that, huh? I made that for her. She has her own little wardrobe right here.” Annabell opens up a little closet that she had also made, resembling almost the one they had in The Lion, The Witch, and The Wardrobe. It was ornate and had carved animals on its doors, and then the dog had more custom clothes than Annabell, which were hung inside neatly on small wooden hangers. “Okay, well, take one of these and maybe a little shovel.” She hands Harbor a small satchel and a tiny shovel as she grabs one for herself from another compartment underneath Minnow’s wardrobe. “Alright, everyone ready?” Annabell looks over at Harbor and Minnow.
“Yup, let’s go.” Harbor smiles as Minnow barks and twirls yet again in excitement.
“Alright, then follow me!” Annabell marches out of the boat, across the suspended bridge, and down the long dock. The sun starts to peek out from the horizon, and hints of dark yellows and oranges shine through the dark gray, gloomy clouds. They finally make their way over to the white, fluffy sand. The sounds of waves crashing onto the shore muffle the seagulls and their conversations. “Okay, now this is where you look for the sea glass.” Annabell walks over to the edge, where the water starts to recede from the shore. Tiny crabs crawl up the slippery sand and then get pulled back by the tide. Seashells and seaweed cover most of the shore, as Harbor spots something see-through and blue that sticks out barely from the sand.
“Is this one?” She scoops it from the wet sand before the tide washes it away.
Annabell gently picks the piece from Harbor’s palm and rinses the sand off with the oncoming tide so she can see. “Yup, that’s one. Good eye! Pretty color, too!” She hands it back to Harbor to place it in her bag.
“Really? This is fun. I want to make something, too.” She looks at the piece she found and then puts it in her bag.
“Do you know how sea glass is made?” Annabell bends down and picks a clear piece that she finds.
“Um…Mermaids?” Harbor answers and smiles innocently.
“Well, that would be cool if they did; I guess it’s possible. But, it’s actually from people who litter.”
“Huh?” Harbor scrunches her nose.
“People, unfortunately, throw their garbage into the water, and then the ocean breaks it apart. After a long time, it looks like this.” She scoops up several from her bag.
Harbor bends down and spots a green piece of sea glass. “So, this could have been like one of those glass soda bottles?”
“Yup, it could have been.”
“Well, I still say mermaids make them; I can’t see people throwing their trash in the ocean.”
Annabell smiles as they continue to scour the beach. Minnow even digs up some pieces of glass, which sparkle like a small stained-glass work of art on the beach, as the sunrise makes them sparkle. They walk hunting for sea glass for hours, the waves crashing and the cold winter sea breeze placing them into a relaxing trance, but Harbor’s mind wanders.
“Aunt Annabell?” Harbor breaks the silence between the two.
“Yes, dear?”
“Is that the reason you don’t play the harp anymore?” Harbor looks up at Annabell, brushes another piece of sea glass off, and places it in her bag.
Annabell looks to see how far away they are from the dock and then down at the Harbor. “We better turn around; we don’t want to get too far away from home.”
They turn around as the morning has fully risen, with the sounds of seagulls and the warm-colored glow trying to peek through the overcast winter clouds. Annabell’s wild hair floats and flutters in the wind, her heart heavy, and this time, her mind starts to wander. She closes her eyes, takes a deep breath, smiles, and then looks at Harbor.
“None of that matters; I have to look after you.” She nudges Harbor as they continue to walk. “So…, what are you thinking about making? I think I’m going to make some jewelry with mine. Girls can’t ever have too much jewelry!”
“Yeah, that’s a good idea.” She knows she’s avoiding her question, but it’s nice not to talk about something serious.
“I can show you how to make some easy rings or maybe a necklace.” Their voices carry on down the beach and are washed away by each wave. Their footprints in the sand trace where they came from as they both stroll casually back home, stepping in their past footprints and occasionally stopping to pick up a new piece of sea glass that either of them found.
Chapter 14
“Aye, I’m getting too old to wake up this early.” John walks out of his office and stretches. Several things pop and crack as he grunts to relax the nagging aches. He picks up a pile of coiled rope on the ground and throws it onto his shoulder as a seagull that flies overhead does its business on John’s shoulder. “Ya damn birds, if it were up to me, I’d make ya extinct and eat ya all for me breakfast.” He yells into the air at the gulls flying around, searching for something to get into.
John walks back into his small office, dressed with what some would say are manly decorations, but still a type of cozy anyone could appreciate. Centered on the back wall is an old stone fireplace roaring with a fire. On its mantle were several 5x7 photos in frames, and a wooden model ship between them. One of the photos was of a boy about Harbor’s age, and the other was of John hugging the same boy, squishing him to his side, with the biggest grins on both. A comfy, overstuffed red and green plaid sofa sat in front of the fireplace, and then towards the back of the room was a slightly raised platform, which took two steps to climb, and sat his neatly cluttered desk. A wooden railing stretches on either side of the room, leaving just a big enough gap in the center for him to sluggishly make his way up the short flight of stairs to his desk. Just on the side of his desk, against the wall, he opens a creaky, long wooden storage chest where he tosses the loosely wound rope from his shoulder into the messy wooden box and quickly slams the door shut.
“Damn birds!” He mumbles as he grabs a rag from his back pocket and wipes his shoulder clean; fibers from the rag dance in the rays of sunlight that are trying to enter his small window. He fumbles through several things on his desk, finds a television remote, and points it at the medium-sized flat screen on the wall. The room lights up when he clicks it on, and he throws the remote back on his desk, not caring what’s on. He shoves the rag he used to clean his shoulder back into his pocket and sluggishly heads off the raised platform in another door that leads to the kitchen. He opens a cupboard door above the sink, pulls out a red can of coffee, and pops open the lid as he sprinkles some into his coffee machine. Yawning, he dumps the coffee pot with old coffee into the sink and fills it with water, pouring a fresh pot into the machine to start brewing.
John grunts to the refrigerator, staring into it as if something he wants will appear. He takes out a pizza box with a few slices of leftover pizza when nothing manifests. Loud, serious music plays on the television, followed by a typical, serious female news anchor voice: “This is a Channel 7 Weather Alert!”
John pummels the cold pepperoni pizza in his mouth as he hears the weatherwoman on the television. He thought he heard her say a major storm was coming. He quickly walks over to his desk in the other room and turns the TV volume up.
“We have a lot of low pressure from the south pushing all these clouds north along the coastline. Up into inland Maine, we will be experiencing heavy snowfalls, as those of you on the coast look out for a messy couple of days with snow, lots of cold rain, and possible hail. We also anticipate strong winds of up to 30 miles an hour with gusts up into the 50s in some parts.” The weatherwoman paints the picture of the lovely week they will have with her waving arms flailing all over her maps, filled with moving colors and blobs showing rain.
“Aye, great, I need to warn Annabell.” He heads back into the kitchen to grab the last slice of pizza quickly and shoves it in his mouth, his beard bouncing up and down with every chew. He goes outside, bundling up in his thick windbreaker and a long scarf, which starts to dance behind him in the wind. He begins to make his way down the dock to Harper as he spots Annabell and Harbor on the beach, making their way back from searching for sea glass.
John returns to the beach and waves them back to the dock. “Ma’am! Ma’am!” John screams, cupping his hands over his mouth so that his screams will amplify over the crashing waves.
“Hey, is that John?” Harbor points over to a small man in the distance, walking the beach towards them and yelling.
“It is. Yes. What is he yelling about?” Annabell squints at him in the distance, then waves back.
Minnow also sees him in the distance, sprints down the beach, and then jumps at John’s feet. “Hello there, girl. We have a lot of work to do.” He picks Minnow up and scrunches her hair at the top of her head. Harbor and Annabell start to walk much more quickly now to meet John, their bags full of sea glass clanking with them.
“What’s wrong, John? Annabell held her hair back from flying into her eyes.
“Ma'am, a big storm is coming that looks to be here in the next 3 hours or so.” Minnow nestles her head in his beard.
“Damn, I really didn’t feel like doing that today!” Annabell takes off her scarf, which is starting to choke her with the now-added stress.
“What’s wrong? It’s just a storm, right?” Harbor looks up at the two.
“Aye, it’s just a storm, but when it’s a big enough one like this one, we must prepare Harper to be okay in the waters. Ya see, she ain’t like those fancy yachts where they are built out of plastic and fiberglass. Harper is hundreds of years old, so we need to make sure she’s sound.” He looks down at Harbor and puts Minnow back down on the floor.
“Okay, I’ll pay you double the time to help me get her ready, okay?” Annabell sounds worried and rushed.
“Aye, ma’am, it’s appreciated but not necessary, but we better get started.” John leads the way in the ship’s direction.
They return to the ship as Annabell grabs Harbor’s bag full of sea glass and places them on the kitchen countertop. “Harbor, John will tell you what you could do to help. I’m going to do a couple of things inside to make sure things don’t fly off the walls and shelves.”
“Okay, no problem.” Harbor shakes her head as she starts to worry a bit.
“Oh, don’t ye be worrying now. We need to do a few things so the ship's hull doesn’t get hurt. We have to go upstairs, and I’ll show ya what to do.” He goes to the front door with Harbor to go up on the deck.
“Alright, I need you to look for anything that is loose and could be thrown off when the ship bounces up and down from the waves and put it in Annabell’s room, okay.” He points to several barrels, ropes, and tools.
“Aye, aye!” Harbor gives him a salute.
“Aye, turning into a squash buckling deckhand, are we? While you do that, I will run to my office to get more rope to tie more lines to the dock and then double-tie everything down to keep her steady.”
Harbor already found a small crate that she could lift and started to waddle it towards Annabell’s bedroom in the captain’s quarters. Harbor slams the crate onto the floor and opens Annabell’s door. A gust of wind rips it from her hand and slams it open. She picks the crate up again, continues to waddle it inside, and then turns back to get more. The sky turns black quickly in the distance, and the wind begins to pick up. Harbor scurries around the deck, picking up ropes and twirls several barrels on their edges, rolling them inside Annabell’s room. Small snowflurries form in the sky as John swings ropes over to the ship and ties them aboard.
“How’s everything coming?” Annabell looks up into the sky as Harbor slides the last crates she can lift into Annabell’s room.
“I think it’s going good. Do you see anything I missed?” She looks around and then at her aunt.
“Looks good to me. John will get that bigger stuff, but it looks as if I’m going to be sleeping in the living room tonight.” She looks over at John, who is fighting the ropes to secure Harper at the dock.
“You can sleep with me if you want.” Harbor smiles at her aunt.
“Thank you, dear. I like sleeping in the living room sometimes; the fire feels nice. Besides, I’ll be able to keep a better ear on things if the storm starts to dislike us.”
“Alright, girls. The ship’s tied down pretty well. The last thing to do is drop the second anchor, and we’ll be good.” He wipes the sweat from his brow, which forms even in the freezing weather.
“Sounds good to me. We can’t lift these things if you don’t mind, John.” Annabell points to some larger crates.
“Of course, not a problem.” He looks up at the sky; a mix of snow and rain forms and falls on his sweaty forehead.
“Harbor, would you like to drop the anchor?” Annabell looks to Harbor.
“Sure, if it's not too hard.” She smiles up at her.
They go to the ship's bow as John checks and tugs on the ropes that tie some larger crates to the masts. Heavier sprinkles of rain started to drop down on the ship, leaving watermarked stains on the wood in a speckled pattern across the boat, and the wind became noticeably more substantial and stronger.
“Alright there, kiddo. Dropping the anchor is easy.” He shows her a wheel with wooden spokes and a lever to release the wheel. “All you have to do is pull this lever, and it will release the wheel, and the anchor will fall into the water.” He grips the lever to show her where it is.
“Sounds easy enough.” Harbor moves over to the lever and grips it with both hands at the top. She pulls with all her might and yanks her arms as the lever falls towards her, and the wheel spins furiously. The chain wrapped around the wheel clanks and grinds loudly, leading to a huge splash of the anchor in the ocean.
“See, easy!” John gives her a firm pat on the back, jerks her forward, and starts to make his way to the stairs.
“Easy for you to say.” Harbor follows and inspects her red hands.
“Good job, kiddo!” Annabell extends her fist towards Harbor, who squints and smiles, giving Annabell’s knuckles a pound with her own, and then they both do the explosion.
“Pew,” they say together, then chuckle.
The wind picks up, and the rain turns to sleet, with small ice pellets clinking and bouncing on the wood deck. “Ouch!” Harbor rubs her head.
“We better get inside.” John takes the lead to go back inside.
“Indeed!” Annabell points her finger in the sky and wiggles it.
They all make their way inside to the warmth of the fireplace, which surrounds them like a warm, heated blanket. John plops down on one of the couches and enjoys the warm fire with both hands.
“Thank you, John. Would you like to stay the night on the ship with us to make sure everything is okay?” She wipes her hands on her apron, which she made from several potato sack bags.
“Well, I do have to operate the phones and…”
“I’ll pay you overtime all night, and you can have peace of mind that we are both safe.” She winks at Harbor.
“Well, I hate taking your money…” He grunts softly.
“Well, you could do it for free, but I insist!” Her voice was high and shaky.
“Ya, come on, and maybe we can play like a board game or something!” Harbor blurts out.
“Ooo, ya… board games! C’mon there, Johnny boy.” Annabell claps her hands together.
John laughs, “Alright, alright. Let me go get my stuff and make sure everyone else is secure. I think I have Monopoly if ye want to play that?”
“Ya, that’s a good one!” Harbor smiles and then tugs on John’s arm to get up and get his things.
“While you do that, I’ll fix lunch; I say… some nice big sandwiches, perhaps?” Annabell twirls about and starts to head into the kitchen.
“Alright, then, I’ll be right back.” He gets up, grunting from his chair, and heads for the door. The cold wind rushes in as a seagull screeches at him angrily, resting by the door for refuge away from the wind. “Bloody damn gulls! Get outta here…” He continues to mumble to himself as he slams the door behind him.
“I’ve never met a person who hates seagulls so much!” Annabell and Harbor laugh together at John.
Chapter 15
“Would you like any help?” Harbor asks, following Annabell into the kitchen.
“Sure, do you think you can slice tomatoes and onions?” Annabell points over with her long index finger and gives it a wiggle to where they sit on the counter.
Harbor grabs a knife from the knife block and then the cutting board in the drawer below the knives. She slides over a tomato and slices it into thin pieces, then grabs another and does the same.
“Don’t cut yourself.” Annabell looks over her shoulder as she slices several pieces of French bread.
Harbor smiles, “I won’t.” She then grabs the onions and slices them thinly. “These onions are making me cry.” She wipes away her tears and then grabs a plate from the cabinet, stretching on her tippy toes to get it.
“They’ll do that to ya. Do you like black olives?” Annabell asks and holds up a jar. The black glossy olives dance around in the glass jar as she twirls it around.
“Yeah, I like them.” Harbor grabs Annabell's jar and unscrews the metal lid. Then, she fishes an olive from the jar, popping one into her mouth, and hands it back to her aunt. Harbor takes her tomato and onion slices and places them neatly on the plate that she has just gotten.
“You know your mother, and I would devour jars of black olives. Our mother used to get so mad at us, and then we used to drink the olive juice.” She stares at the jar, the little black orbs putting her into a reminiscing trance, as she subconsciously takes a sip from the jar.
“Ewww,” Harbor watches her in disgust and then giggles. “I like them, but I would never drink the juice. That’s gross. I had a friend, Emma Carmichael, who used to drink the green pickle juice.” Harbor makes a disgusted face again and sticks out her tongue.
“Mmm, tasty!” Annabell takes another big gulp of olive juice and then licks her lips. She shoves the jar almost into Harbor’s face. “Come on, you know you want to try it!” She wiggles the open jar under her nose.
“I’ll pass this time.” Harbor gently pushes the jar away.
“Okay, more olive juice for me!” Annabell goes to the fridge and puts the olives back, but removes mayo, mustard, and a head of lettuce.
“Hey, chop like half of this up for me.” She tosses it to Harbor, who catches it.
“Yes, chef!” Harbor slams the lettuce down on her cutting board, takes her knife, and slides the blade into the thin lettuce. Tiny shards of lettuce fall as she flips them onto the plate with the tomatoes and onions. “Chef, think fast!” Harbor tosses the leftover head of lettuce to Annabell and laughs.
Annabell spins around and catches it right before it hits her forehead. “Oh, you're pretty quick and good with that knife, I see.” Annabell flattens her hands in a karate chop sort of way and stances to fight.
“That’s because I am really a ninja disguised as an innocent little girl, waaa!” Harbor puts down her knife and holds up her Karate chop-ready hands, giving a ninja yelp.
“You are, huh? Well, let's test your skills as a mighty ninja.” Annabell places her hands by her side, and Harbor does the same. They bow at each other and quickly get into their fight stances again. Annabell gleams in Harbor’s eyes as the kitchen turns into a karate-fighting arena, with people cheering for Harbor and then the other side cheering for Annabell. A bell rings, and the two dance around the circular area, waiting for someone to make their move. “Waaa!” Annabell takes the head of lettuce and throws it at Harbor, who Karate chops it with her bare hands.
“Is that all you've got? Lettuce?” Harbor and Annabell continue to circle the arena.
“Is that all I got? Psh!” Annabell turns around slowly and grabs a handful of tomatoes, onions, cheese, and French bread from the kitchen counter. The audience in the stands cheers louder. Annabell lets loose several tomatoes in slow motion as they fly towards Harbor, whose eyes widen. Harbor dodges one that flies by her head and then chops the other down with a slow-motion quick swipe of her hand. Annabell then throws the slices of cheese like ninja throwing stars at Harbor, who dodges one to the left, then to the right, but then gets smacked in the face by a slice. The crowd goes crazy for Annabell as she raises her arms so they can cheer louder. Harbor peels the slice of cheese from her forehead and takes a quick bite.
“Mmm, cheddar, but you have to do better than that!” She chews the cheese and talks with her mouth full.
“Okay, so take this!” Annabell throws a stinky onion and another tomato at her, and Harbor chops them both as they fly through the air.
“Your food skills are no match for mine!” Harbor grabs some tomatoes from the counter and tosses them up in the air at Annabell, who follows where they are going. While she’s distracted, Harbor quickly races to the fridge, grabs the jar of olives, and pours several of them into the palm of her hand. As the tomatoes miss Annabell, Harbor follows them with several quick bursts of olives, which strike Annabell in the face. Annabell then takes the loaf of French bread, swinging at more flying olives and hitting them across the kitchen like she was in the World Series. Several olives fly by Harbor as Annabell then jumps in the air and hurls the loaf of bread across the kitchen like a spear. The cameras in the stands take pictures as the loaf slides from her fingertips towards Harbor in slow motion. Harbor also jumps, catches the loaf with both hands, and bites its center, ripping it into two pieces.
Just as Harbor lands back on her feet, John clears his throat and stands there, stunned at what he sees. “Umm…” A piece of cheese slides off the cabinet behind Harbor and plops onto the floor, and the two start laughing. “Am I missing something?” he asks, confused.
Annabell walks over and hands him a sandwich already placed on a plate. “How long were you standing there?” Annabell, trying to catch her breath from laughing so hard.
“I’m afraid long enough.” He takes a bite of his sandwich and sits on one of the stools by the center island. “Hey! That’s a good sandwich; keep doin’ whatever ya two are doing to make a sandwich like this.” He takes another bite.
“Here ya go, Harbor.” She hands Harbor a plate with a cut piece of French Bread. Harbor opens the soon-to-be-filled sandwich to put tomatoes and black olives inside, which lie randomly on the counter from their food fight. Then she slaps some mayo and mustard onto the top half slice of her sandwich and puts turkey and ham lunchmeat inside.
“We secured Harper just in time, ma’am; it’s getting really bad out there.” He says, with his mouth full of food.
“Those weathermen are never right; they say one thing like it will be here in three hours, and it’s here in one.” She points the mustard bottle at Harbor, who sits on the countertop eating her sandwich. “You know I can smell the rain coming; I should have been a weatherman.” She continues to ramble on as she places tomatoes and onions on her sandwich.
“Weathergirl!” Harbor shouts out with her mouth full.
“There ya go, weathergirl!” She points her mayo knife at Harbor.
The ship rocks violently from side to side as Harbor’s plate, which was sitting on her lap, slides off onto the floor and shatters into thousands of tiny pieces. The jerk even startles John, who grips onto the table to keep himself from falling off the stool. Minnow runs into the living room and starts to bark at one of the circular cannon windows.
“Sorry about your plate, Aunt Annabell.” Harbor apologizes with her mouth full.
“Oh, it’s just a plate, but what the heck is going on out there?” She continues to chew her food. Minnow is still barking at the windows in the living room.
They all take their sandwiches and rush into the other room, their mouths full. They all take a circular window like Minnow and inspect the storm. The sky outside was dark, as if the sun had never risen today. Tiny flecks of snow and rain flood the rest of the sky as the wind whips up large waves, making the smaller boats tied to the dock bob up and down like a fish nibbling at its bait. Water from the waves splashes on the windows, scaring the tiny dog, making her bark and run away behind John.
“Man, it’s bad out there.” Harbor leans over a chair and looks out of another cannon window.
“Aye, it does; good thing we secured her well!” John looks out the same window as Harbor and then does a big yawn, then devours what’s left of his sandwich.
“Good food, bad weather, a good time for a nap!” He stretches, lies down on one of the long couches by the fireplace, and folds his hands behind his head.
“Sounds like a good idea to me.” Annabell yawns and gets tired just from the sight of John.
“Yeah, I got up way too early.” Harbor finishes the last bite of her sandwich.
“Harbor, will you help me quickly clean the kitchen so we can all take a nice nap?” Annabell smiles.
“Aye, aye, captain.” Harbor marches inside the kitchen, surveys their mess, and scrunches her nose.
“Spittin’ image ain’t she, ma’am?” With his eyes already closed, John grunts out of his beard with his Irish accent and crumbs of bread scattered throughout.
“That she is. It’s scary sometimes when I look into her eyes.” Annabell looks at the kitchen door like she can see through it to Harbor. “I love that little girl, John; I’m all she has left. I have to be there for her as long as I can.”
John snores over Annabell as she goes to another sofa with a quilt made from potholders. Like a magical carpet ride, she wisps the quilt off that couch and settles it on John, whose top lip hairs flitter with every snore. Annabell enters the kitchen and finds Harbor picking up all the food from the ground.
"Well, I’m going to eat and clean.” Annabell moves over to her sandwich and snags a bite, then screws on the lid to the mayo jar.
Harbor tosses chopped veggies and breadcrumbs in the wastebasket by the refrigerator. She then moves over the plate that had accidentally broken and starts to pick up the larger pieces.
“Be careful. I don’t want you to cut yourself. Go get the broom and dustpan out of the cupboard right there.” Annabell points as she places the condiments into the refrigerator, but before she can close the refrigerator door, Harbor cuts her finger on a piece of the broken plate.
“Ouch, stupid plate!” She stares at the small cut that starts to pool blood and then drips down her finger and around her wrist like a red river.
“Oh, I spoke too soon.” Annabell rushes over, grabs a kitchen cloth hanging on the stove, and places it on Harbor’s finger.
“Here, come rinse it off; it will help to clean it and stop the bleeding.” She pulls Harbor over, turns on the cold water from the sink, and places Harbor’s bloody finger underneath.
Blood drops out of Harbor’s finger and swirls in the water like a finger painting that got caught in the rain. “I’m okay, Aunt Annabell. Really!”
“No, no. Just keep your finger there and let me go get a Band-Aid from your bathroom.” Annabell wipes her wet hands on her apron and quickly walks down the hall and into Harbor’s bathroom. The ship rocks again. This time, some cabinet doors pop open as Harbor pushes them closed with her free hand and her feet for the lower cabinets.
“Okay, here we go!” Annabell rushes back, already unwrapping the bandage. “Let me dry that finger off, and then we’ll put this on. Now, here we go. Done!” Annabell’s face flushed, and sweat had started to bead on her forehead.
“Are you okay?” Harbor turns off the sink, reaching it with her tippy toes, and then feels her Band-Aid.
“Ya, I’m fine; I’m just not a big fan of blood; I kinda freak out!” She takes a deep breath in and out as her bangs blow with her breath.
“Oh, my mom was like that. She freaked out about every little, small cut I would get. I’m okay, Aunt Annabell, don't worry!” Harbor gives Annabell a tight hug. “You should finish your sandwich; you’ll feel better.” Harbor hands her the half-eaten sandwich.
“Who's supposed to be taking care of who here?” Annabell smiles down at Harbor, who still hugs her tight. “I’ll finish up here. Why don’t you take your nap, which I’m going to do, too?”
“Okay, you sure?” Harbor’s eyebrows raise.
“Yeah, don’t worry about it; you already cleaned up most of the mess anyway.”
“Okay, but please eat and then relax.” Harbor moves towards her steps and glares at Annabell.
“I will; I will. Mom!” Annabell grabs her sandwich and takes a bite in front of Harbor with wide eyes.
Harbor walks up her teal steps as the boat sways and knocks her against the wall. She gets her balance back and makes her way to the center of her room, looking up through the skylight windows at the dark clouds and the big chunks of rain that slam onto the slanted glass. Harbor yawns and plops down on her bed stomach first as she sinks into her covers like a wanted quicksand. She stretches in her bed and turns to her back, placing her head on her pillow. She feels something hard underneath and then reaches under her pillow, forgetting that she had put all the items she had found there. She feels the book she had seen and pulls it out from its pillowy cave.
“Captain Monroe James Hudson”. She says softly after inspecting the gold inlaid lettering on its cover. Harbor flips through the tiny book, which reveals the coordinates of where he has been and descriptions of all his trade routes. There was even a map drawn on several pages that looked like a map to find his buried treasure, but Harbor wasn’t quite sure. That was not what intrigued her the most. It was what she saw on the page after the map: a torn page of familiar musical notes. The page was ripped down the center in a perfect line, matching something she had seen before. Harbor immediately removes the necklace from around her neck and unscrews the cap on the cylindrical charm. “It couldn’t have come from this?” She unravels the piece of paper from her necklace and lines it up with the torn page of the journal. “It fits! But why would they split the page up?” Just as she inspects the notes on both pieces of paper, the ship rocks violently, and the lights flicker out.
Harbor’s eyes widen, and her heart beats faster as the ship continues to rock up and down. She can hear Annabell shuffling downstairs and knocking on things. Harbor scrambles to find the journal and the piece of paper with the notes in the dark. The sounds of heavy rain slam against the windows of her vaulted ceiling as whatever light from outside is left lights up her room. The wind whips around the ship and into tiny cracks, whistling its way into Harbor’s room. Cries of the wind sound like ghosts that were able to finally escape their graves as she grips the journal and her covers tight to her chest. Nervous about what is happening around her, she sees a soft blue glow that brightens underneath her bedroom door. It grabs her attention and locks her eyes on nothing else.
“Aunt Annabell?” she says softly, scared, as no one answers. The blue light sits outside her door and doesn’t move. Harbor sinks into her bed from fear. A loud thump slams on her vaulted windows above her as something of a cloth-like material covers the windows. The rain can’t see in, and Harbor can’t see out as the cloth flaps in the wind. Just as Harbor looks back at the door, the blue light starts to seep in under the door, with a mist of smoke floating around like Harbor’s hair in the wind.
“Aunt Annabell?” She whispers loudly.
“Aunt Annabell.” The light echoes her voice in a creepy, hollow tone and glows to the beat of every echoed syllable. The light floats gracefully into the room as it hovers towards Harbor’s snow globe that her mother had given her. Light and smoke surround the orbed hollow glass, magnifying the color of the light and lighting up Harbor’s room.
“What do you want? Go Away!” Harbor whispers again, but at the light.
“What do you want? Go Away!” It mocks Harbor again with its pulsing, mimicking light, but then the snow globe begins to play.
“Mom?” Harbor uncovers her mouth from the blanket
“Mom?” The blue mist mocks again but turns rapidly to Harbor, forming a smoky, misted human figure, and looks directly at her.
Harbor’s eyes light up and become glossy from the blue light as she crawls across her bed toward the light. A female face appears slightly within the smoke as she reaches the edge of her bed. “Mom?” Harbor’s voice cracks.
“Mom?” It repeats, and its light pulse glows Harbor’s pale face in the dark.
Just as Harbor places a foot on the ground, John and Annabell consume the room with a bright yellow glow from several candlesticks. The blue quickly disappears, and the snow globe stops playing.
“Did you guys see that?” She points to her snow globe.
“Harbor, are you okay?” Annabell sits beside her bed and gives her a strong bear hug. “The wind knocked the ship so hard that our electricity went out.” She explains.
“Aye, can’t fix um until this whole thing passes, either.” John clears his throat as he holds the lantern up and looks around the room and up to the windows in the ceiling.
“The cloth is gone.” Harbor also looks up, and whatever had blocked her window must have blown away in the wind.
“Are you okay?” Annabell asks again.
“Ya, yes, I’m fine; I just freaked out for a second when the lights went out.”
“Okay, good; why don’t you come downstairs with us, and we’ll all bundle up in front of the fire and be together?” She smiles softly at Harbor.
“I’m okay; I kinda still want to take that nap anyway.” Harbor tries to make her lie sound good. She really wants to look more into the captain’s journal and what the blue light was.
“You sure? I want to make sure you're safe.” She makes a pouty face.
“Oh, leave the girl alone; she wants some privacy.” John waves his candles so Annabell can follow him to the door.
“Oh, you shush!” Annabell points her long finger at John as he gives her a growl.
“I’m fine, really. I’m just going to go back to sleep.” Harbor smiles at both of them.
“Well, that's all right. You know where to find us if you get scared, lonely, bored, or something.” She sighs, gets up from the bed, and goes to the door.
“I will, don’t worry about me.” Harbor starts to tuck herself into her bed.
“Well, alright, come on, John.” Annabell walks out of the room as the room gets a little darker from her candle, leaving behind her.
“Here, kiddo, I’ll put this right over here.” John places a set of lit candles next to the snow globe on her desk.
“Thank you,” Harbor smiles back.
“You're welcome, love. Let us know if ya need anything.” He walks out of Harbor’s room and closes the door behind him.
The room gets much darker, as only Harbor’s two candles flicker in the room with an orange glow. Harbor flings her covers off and then begins searching her sheets for the journal and piece of paper with the music notes. She moves over to her desk and slides her chair out, laying the journal and piece of paper on her desk so she can see them in the light.
“I wonder?” She glares at the musical notes, then returns from the torn paper to her snow globe. “Was it trying to tell me something?” She flips her snow globe over and winds the base, setting it back on her desk as it spins slowly, playing Reverie. “That’s it! I'm sure that’s definitely the notes, and that was my mom; I know it was her!” She flips through the rest of the journal, inspecting each page for more hidden treasures. “Why would someone split these notes up and put half in my mother’s locket?” A folded piece of paper comes loose and falls onto the desk as she flips towards the back of the journal. Harbor slides the piece of paper from the desk, unfolding its creased secrets. “It’s a letter from the captain.” She’s excited and begins to read the letter out loud.
June 17th 1882
My dearest Harper,
My travels have brought me to many great places, but my journeys have never brought me to a place where you have taken me. My heart and soul have loved the ocean, but until now, I have not known what love is. Your passion and music have captivated my heart into an orchestra of angels, leaving me hopeless and lost without you. I left this letter to you in prayer that it reaches you and for my safe return to you. I am also writing this letter to ask for your hand in marriage and to become part of my forever journey as soon as I return. Your music and love ring in my ears, brightening even the darkest of my thoughts of never having you again. Please wait for my return and for my love, as I will give anything I have to be by your side.
Pray for me and love me, as I will do the same for eternity.
Love,
Monroe
P.S. I am also bringing you a golden surprise from France.
“He loved her so much.” Harbor folded the delicately old piece of paper back into a square when she noticed on the back of the paper, there was something written that was barely readable. She unfolds the paper again and holds it to the candlelight to make out the faded writing. “What does this say? I can barely read it. Caves. Ah, caverns. Cavern’s way makes a pathway to fans? No, I think fangs? Fangs of stone, where waterways flow below a hole to find a pathway to. Oh, come on, what is that? G-o-l, errrr, gold? Yeah, that’s it, gold!” She struggles to read the faded writing as she takes a piece of paper out of her desk drawer and a sharpened pencil and scribbles the words on the paper. “Cavern’s way makes a pathway to fangs of stone, where waterways flow, below a hole to find a pathway to gold.” She repeats what she has written down on the paper. “This is getting too weird with all of this stuff. Cool, but weird. I wonder if the pathway to gold is the golden surprise he brought back for her.” She folds the letter back into the square once more and tucks it into the journal.
She crawls into her bed and under the covers as the cold seeps through the ship's wood walls. The boat doesn’t thrash in the sea from the storm as much, but the heavy rain slams on the windows above her. She turns on her side and stares at the dancing yellow flames on the shrinking candles. She thinks of her mother and how she knows it was her who came to her tonight. She can hear snoring from John in the living room as she closes her eyes to get some rest and gently fades into a deep sleep.
Chapter 16
Harbor’s room fills with rays of golden sunbeams. Her candle in her room has shrunk to its base, the wax spilling and forming over its metal base. Annabell creaks open the door as the smell of bacon creeps in behind her. Harbor wakes up from the sounds of Annabell’s heels and the strong smell of bacon as she yawns and sits up in bed.
“Well, good morning, sunshine!” Annabell says chipperly with comprehensive, fully rested eyes. Her bright green dress and dark green half jacket help brighten the room and her confidence.
“Good morning?” Harbor asks as she stretches in bed. “I like your dress.” She yawns mid-sentence again.
“Good morning!” Annabell sings. “And thanks for my dress.” She gives it a twirl, showing it off. “You slept all through dinner and then all through the night. I was going to wake you up, but you seemed so peaceful and beautiful that I couldn't get myself to do it.” Annabell does a little sway from side to side as the bottom of the dress flows with her motions.
Seagulls screech outside with the sound of a hammer, and John yelling at the birds to stay away. “What is he doing out there?” Harbor gets out of bed and fixes her hair.
“Well, the storm knocked a few things loose, so John’s banging them back together!” She knocks into the air with an imaginary hammer. “So, come on, go eat breakfast, or should I say brunch.” She rolls her R’s into a vibration of fun. Annabell marches out of the room and down the teal steps with excess energy as Harbor follows, groggy from oversleeping. Harbor sits on one of the stools in the kitchen and grabs a couple of slices of bacon on a plate in front of her.
“So, I guess he got the power back on?” Harbor looks at the lights foolishly and squints at them.
“He did; he’s such an awesome guy; he can fix anything!” She picks up a piece of bacon and waves it at Harbor. “One egg or two?” Annabell blissfully says.
“I’ll take one egg, Aunt Annabell. The harp that you used to play was it…”
“I smelt the bacon and couldn’t resist!” John bursts through the door, interrupting Harbor, and a young man walks in behind him.
“And look who decides to drop by, or should I say his no-good mother dropped him off without warning.” He shoves a couple of pieces of bacon in his mouth.
“O, Alex!” Annabell drops everything, even Harbor’s egg, which cracks into the frying pan and starts to cook even with the shell. “I just love this boy!” She bear-hugs him tight and lifts him slightly into the air.
“You better watch it, boy; she’ll squeeze ya to death, then use your skin to make a dress after you’re gone.” John laughs as he grabs a biscuit and slaps it sloppily with butter.
“Oh, you shut it!” Annabell lets go of the boy and slaps John on the back of the head as his buttery biscuit flies over to Harbor’s plate. “Well, come on, don’t be shy. Grab a plate and sit down!” Annabell hands Alex a plate and pushes him to sit next to Harbor, who frantically fixes her hair and straightens her clothes.
“Alex, meet Harbor; she will be living with Annabell now.” John talks with his mouth full, his bottom beard catching the residual crumbs.
“I’m sorry that was rude of me, Harbor.” Annabell turns to Harbor as she apologizes and cleans the broken egg in the frying pan.
“It’s okay.” Harbor smiles and sticks out her hand for a shake.
“Nice to meet you!” Alex shakes her hand and gives her a little smirk that resembles John.
“Figures out of all the days this woman drops him off for me to watch, right after a huge storm and a ton of work to do.” John pours himself a glass of orange juice and gobbles it down.
“Well, it’s not like you have to watch me; I’m old enough.” Alex grabs a couple of strips of bacon and places them on his plate.
“Actually, Alex, why don’t you take Harbor and explore for a little while your dad and I clean the ship up? She’s been practically cooped up in this place since she got here, anyway.” Annabell slides a sunny-side-up egg on Harbor’s plate and then two eggs the same on Alex’s. “I hope sunny-side up is okay! I’d rather be sunny than scrambled, as I always say!” She waves and points the plastic spatula at Harbor.
Harbor giggles, “That’s perfect, actually!”
“Good, I think you can tell a lot about a person, with how they like their eggs cooked!” She raises her eyebrows and nudges her head towards John. “Watch.” Annabell nods towards John and gives a sly look. “John, how would you like your eggs?” She smiles and grabs several fresh eggs from the carton for John.
“I’ll take over hard if ya don’t mind.” John grabs more bacon off the plate.
Harbor, Annabell, and Alex all make eye contact before busting out in laughter. “What did I tell you? Hard and rubbery, like his personality.”
“What I miss?” John stops chewing and looks around, confused.
“So, what do ya say, Alex? Do you mind chillin’ with Harbor or whatever you cool kids say nowadays!” She grunts and tries to sound hip.
“Of course, sounds fun! I’ll show you Lucy’s Cave.” He says excitedly, his mouth full of toast and eggs.
“Oh, no, you will not, that’s on the other side of the island!” John stops chewing his bacon and glares at Alex.
“Oh, come on, Dad, I go there all the time by myself!”
“Oh, come on, John, it’s not that far. You can drive across the island in under twenty minutes.” Annabell scoops up some eggs on a piece of biscuit.
“Well, how would you get there? Not like they can drive!”
“When did you become such a grumpy old man?” She picks up a biscuit from the basket and throws it at him as it lands directly in his bushy beard.
“I have a bike, and there’s like four others in the shed that Harbor could use.” Alex pleads with his dad.
“Well, we don’t even know if she wants to go.” He plucks the biscuit from his beard and takes a bite.
“Yeah, I think that would be fun, I love stuff like that!” Harbor stands up from the stool and smiles.
“Come on, please?” Alex begs.
“Come on, John. Let them have some adventure, you old grumpy Viking!” Annabell smiles and throws another biscuit at him, which smacks him in the face.
“Will you stop throwing bread at me, women!” He slams his hands down on the table. “Alright. Alright…” He says, disappointed, as the three cheer. “But you need to be careful, stay on sidewalks, wear helmets, and Alex, you better watch her so nothing happens, or I’ll make sure something happens to you!” He glares at Alex and points a piece of bacon at him.
“Yes! Let me get ready!” Harbor leaves her half-eaten egg and runs down the hall and into her bathroom, slamming the door shut.
“Viking, humph, I’m not even close, I’m Irish!” He mumbles to himself and shovels food into his mouth.
“Oh, hush, you Viking!” Annabell throws another biscuit at him as she and Alex laugh.
“Woman…” He’s interrupted by Annabell.
“Woman, what?” She smiles and places her hands on her hips.
“Please pass me the butter for all the damn biscuits you threw at me.” He changes his tone and asks nicely.
“Alex, why don’t you go ahead and get the bicycles ready? I’ll tell Harbor to meet you over by the office,” John says calmly, giving Annabell an annoyed squint.
“Okay, good idea.” Alex grabs a couple more slices of bacon and another biscuit and heads for the door.
“Be careful!” John yells at him.
“You need to relax a little there, buddy.” Annabell raises her eyebrows.
“Oh, shush. I’ll go help him with the bikes.” He gets up from the table and makes his way over to the kitchen door. He turns back around and grabs a handful of bacon, and Annabell throws him another biscuit, which he catches this time.
“Have fun, you Viking!” She cups her hands over her mouth and yells. “Now, maybe I can get some work done today too.” She takes a bite out of a strip of bacon and then a big gulp of orange juice. The bathroom door slams open as steam pours from Harbor’s hot shower. She rushes out with a towel wrapped around her, passes Annabell as if she weren’t there, and races up the stairs.
“Alex is waiting for you at John’s office or house, or whatever he calls what he lives in.” She yells up the steps to Harbor’s room.
“Okay!” Harbor peeks her head from her doorway.
“I’m going to be in my room making some new costumes if you need me!” Annabell shouts again.
“Okay!” Harbor peeks her head from the doorway again.
“Harbor, one last thing!” She yells up the steps at her doorway.
“Yes, Aunt Annabell?” Harbor wraps her scarf around her neck and stands in the doorway.
“Be careful, okay, sweetie.” Annabell gets severe and sincere.
“I will. Promise!” Harbor smiles back at her and then disappears back into her room.
“Good, this didn’t take her long,” Annabell says softly as she disappears into the living room.
Still shuffling through her things, Harbor finds an old school satchel she used to use as she shoves the journal, the doorknob, and the newly discovered poem in the bag. She checks her necklace through her shirt to make sure it’s still there, then kisses her hand and taps the snow globe her mother gave her as she races out of her room.
Chapter 17
Alex pulls two bicycles from the shed next to his dad’s house. One is a new mountain bike painted glossy red, and the other is an older-style cruiser painted blue with a white wicker basket in the front. Alex cleans them off with his bare hand, removing any cobwebs and dusting them as best he can.
“C’mere ya little bloody eejit dose!” John grumbles in the shed as things fall, clank, and clatter around him. Empty glass bottles of wine roll out of the shed, and a fishing pole flops out as he comes out, brushes his beard from cobwebs and dust, tripping on several cluttered items now on the gravel floor. “Found the tire pump, lad.” He lifts it into the air like it was an outstanding achievement to find it.
Harbor’s footsteps in the gravel go up to the shed, where Alex cleans off the bikes while his dad furiously pumps air into the tires. “Hey guys, almost ready?” Harbor says.
“Almost, my dad is just putting air in the tires. You can have the one with the basket if that’s okay?” Alex points to the dusty blue cruiser with the white wicker woven basket on the front.
“That’s perfect!” Harbor smiles excitedly.
“Just about done,” John grunts, getting up from kneeling and squeezing the tires to ensure enough air in each one.
“Great! Thanks, Mr. John.” Harbor’s enthusiasm echoes through the parking lot.
“Not a problem, there, dear. Here, Alex, take this, and you guys stop at the general store and pick up some snacks and bottles of water.” John reaches into his pocket, unfolds a wad of money, and hands Alex a twenty-dollar bill.
“Sweet, thanks, Dad!” Alex hops on his bike and shoves the twenty in his front pocket.
“Yeah, well, bring me the change, and be safe, you two.” He shoves both hands in his pockets and wishes he could go with them to keep an eye out.
“We will, Mr. John, don’t worry.” Harbor climbs up on her bicycle and looks back at him.
“See ya later, Dad.” Alex pedals off and yells back at him as Harbor follows.
“You better come back before dinner!” John cups his mouth with one hand and yells at the two in the distance.
The cool breeze from the winter winds races between the two; it’s cold but tolerable. Harbor’s hair and scarf fly backward in the wind like a superhero’s cape. They reach the outskirts of the harbor as gray gravel turns into black asphalt, then to brick-paved streets. After a few minutes of pedaling and weaving their way down the sidewalk, they approach the corner store, which Harbor had seen before when they went to the Farmer’s Market.
“C’mon over here.” Alex looks back at her as they pedal to the side of the store where they can park their bikes. Alex doesn’t say a word as he leads the way directly through the shop's front doors. Bells that hang on the handle ring upon the glass, and then it closes.
“Hey Alex, is that you?” The clerk at the cash register blurts out.
“Hey, Mr. Tunley,” Alex smiles back at him.
“Becoming a man, I see. Venturing out by yourself again. Who’s your friend?” He looks at the top of his bifocals to Harbor.
“This is Harbor; she’s living with Annabell.”
“Nice to meet you, Sir.” Harbor sticks up her hand and waves hello awkwardly.
“Samantha’s girl, aren’t you?” He squints at her.
“Yes, Sir, how did you know?” She looks confused as she notices two older ladies holding their groceries, who stare at her and talk to each other in secret.
“Well, it's a small town, and you look so much like her.” His raspy voice pauses and inspects her likeness. “Those eyes can't ever forget them. I remember telling her the same thing when she came through these doors when she was about your age. It’s a shame what happened, dear, and I’m very sorry.” He stands up straight and adjusts his glasses as Alex wanders off to the rack of comic books by the counter.
“My mother came in here?” She smiles back at him and then catches a smile from the two older ladies waiting to pay.
“She sure did all the time; with your aunt, they used to buy ingredients to make their famous chocolate chip cookies. I miss those delicious treats. They were very articulate at that age, and I can also see that with you.” He points at her with his shaky, wrinkled finger. “I loved when she would make me those.” He pauses and thinks about the cookies.
“Well, I’ll tell my aunt, and maybe we can make some and bring you some!” Harbor says with a big smile.
“That would be lovely.” He gives her a kind smile.
Well, it was nice meeting you.” She smiles at him once again.
“The pleasure was all mine, dear. Let me know if you need help finding anything.” He adjusts his glasses again and turns to the two ladies waiting to pay. “Sorry, ladies. I was talking to some dear friends. It's a small town, you know.” He waves them over to his register.
Harbor admires how cute Mr. Tunley is with a smirk. She then goes over to Alex and tugs on his jacket sleeve. “Sorry, that took a little bit.”
“It’s okay, small town.” He puts the comic back in the rack and smiles.
“Okay, so what are we going to get?” Harbor grabs a plastic shopping basket by the front door.
“Here, follow me; the chips are this way.” Alex leads the way down the cramped aisles of the tiny store.
They scour the aisles and fill the basket with salt and vinegar chips, sour gummy worms, two bottles of water, a loaf of bread, peanut butter, and strawberry jam. They then return to Mr. Tunley and place their basket full of snacks on the counter.
“Hmm, peanut butter and jelly, gummy worm sandwiches with salt and vinegar chips on the side. Now that's a lunch.” He pulls the items from the basket and hand types the prices in his register as he peers through his bifocals.
“I wasn’t going to put the gummy worms in the sandwich, but I think I will now!” Harbor giggles as she takes the items. After he scans them, she places them in her satchel.
“Well, you let me know how that is, and maybe I’ll try it. That will be $12.78, Sir.” He looks at Alex for the money, as he is already digging in his front pocket for the twenty-dollar bill his dad gave him.
“Here you go.” He hands him the twenty from his pocket, crinkled into a small ball.
“Ahh, someone needs a wallet.” He chuckles, unravels the crumpled twenty-dollar bill, slowly pushes several buttons with his shaky hands, and then presses the total key on the register. A huge and heavy drawer dings open, and the sounds of coins clank together upon its immediate halt.
“Boys,” Harbor giggles at Alex.
“Ya, whatever.” Alex sticks out his hand for his change.
“Indeed, boys. Where are you two off to, anyway?” Mr. Tunley slowly brings the change over to Alex’s open palm.
“I’m taking her to Lucy’s Cave.” Alex grips the change and shoves it into his front pocket.
“Well, now that is a mysterious place, especially for two youngsters like yourselves. Be careful now, will you?” He smiles at them both and peers through the tops of his bifocals.
“I’ll take care of her.” Alex looks at Harbor sincerely. Harbor bashfully glances at Alex with a look of lust, and her cheeks and nose turn red.
“Nice to have met you again, Harbor.” Mr. Tunely sticks his right palm in the air in an unwaved goodbye.
“Nice to have met you too!” She smiles back at him.
“Oh! And Harbor?” The frail man catches them before they leave.
“I look forward to those cookies.” He smiles with kind eyes over his glasses.
“I’m on it!” Harbor nods and gives him a thumbs-up. The door closes behind her, and the bells on the handle jingle again. They go around the corner to where they parked their bikes, and Harbor takes some of the items from her bag and places them in the basket on her bike.
“Hey, let me get one of those bottles of water; I’m kinda thirsty,” Alex says as he sits on his bicycle.
“Mr. Tunley is pretty nice.” She hands him a water bottle as he cracks open the twist-top lid and takes a big gulp.
“Yeah, he’s pretty cool, but we better get going if we want to make it there. I’ll take you through the walking trails so you can see everything here.”
“Okay, let’s go then.” She reaches for his water, which he hands back to her, and places it in her front basket.
The two peddle out of the tiny town towards a thick patch of woods. There is a small pathway opened between two trees, and it looks like people have worn a path themselves to create the walking trail. The sounds of seagulls, cars, and boat horns disappear with the rustling of the orange and red leaves that are left on the trees. Their bicycle tires bounce with every bump from a tree root or rock as a cool breeze rushes furiously past them, knocking Harbor’s bangs loose from behind her ear. It’s eerily quiet being in the woods alone, just the two of them and the echoes of their rubber tires and the rustling of the leaves on the dirt path.
“Look over there!” Alex yells back at Harbor and points while they continue to ride. The trees diminish as another pathway opens, revealing a beautiful small stream that cuts through the forest. The stream slips slightly into a tiny waterfall, landing in a crystal-clear lake. Icicles hang from the rocks as patches of melting snow line their edges.
“It’s beautiful!” She cups her hand over her mouth and yells at Alex ahead of her. The cold wind kept her lustful nose and cheeks red from the thoughtful gesture from inside that tiny store.
The picture-perfect landscape disappears with every rotation of their pedals; the trees thicken as the blue sky turns into branches and leaves. They continue on the path, a little slower than before, as they get to know each other by asking questions and throwing gummy worms into each other’s mouths. The trail becomes more of an effort to pedal through as the hard surface turns to mushy, wet sand. Harbor closes her eyes as the incredible smell of salt passes her nose.
“Are we almost there? I hear the ocean.” Harbor breathes heavily, pushing through the path that has now turned to thick, moist sand.
“Yup!” Alex’s frosty breath echoes as he slows his bike and immediately hops off. He then starts to walk his bike to the breakaway in the trees that reveal the beach and the horizontal line of the ocean.
Harbor jumps off her bicycle clumsily and quickly catches hers next to his. A crooked, raggedy white beach fence lies at the entrance, with Sawgrass intertwining between its slats. Alex lays his bike against the wobbly fence, and Harbor parks hers beside his. The cool breeze rushes across the two as they catch their breath, their icy exhales forming into one.
“Where’s the cave?” Harbor asks while she gathers her supplies from her bike’s basket.
“It’s just around the corner by the water.” Alex points and looks at her through the wind that waters his eyes. “Cmon, I can’t wait to show you; it’s like my favorite place ever!” Alex takes Harbor’s hand and yanks her forward. The two trek through the white powdered sand, making their way to the shoreline as Alex leads her to the cliff that starts to form on the horizon.
“Is that it?” Harbor yells above the waves that crash on the jagged rocks.
“That’s Lucy!” Alex smiles at her.
The cave does not look inviting as Harbor’s imagination takes her to what dark horrors could be living inside. Her scarf flutters behind her as a stray strand of hair breaks free from behind her ear and tickles her nose. She grabs Alex’s arm, clutching him close as if walking to her own cold, shivering doom. Alex smiles at her again and stares at her without her knowing. “Don’t worry, Harbor, you’ll be fine, I promise.”
Their feet touch solid ground again at the base of the dark cavern. The mouth of the cave seems much larger than it was when it was further away. A howling from the winter winds whips through the cave and echoes a sound like a howling ghost. “Some say that’s Lucy who cries in the cave…”
“Shut up! Don’t tell me that!” Harbor interrupts Alex as she breaks free from him and slaps him on the shoulder, but quickly grips tightly back on his arm.
“It’s just an old local spooky story. It isn’t her crying; it's just the wind.” He looks back down at Harbor as he continues forward.
“It better be, or I swear, I’ll kill you!” She gets a little temper in her tone as the sounds of water drips get louder as they enter the cave.
The sounds of the ocean start to fade and get hollow, as does the light that has turned the colors into a pale blue and gray. Drip, drip, plop, the water droplets seem to repeat their rhythm of footsteps into an oceanic beat.
“How far in the cave are we going?” Harbor whispers as if someone or something in the cave would hear her.
“Just around the corner.” Alex gives her a short answer.
“You always say everything is just around the corner.” Harbor gives him a sly eye.
“No, this time, I mean just around that corner, and I think you’re really going to like what is around this corner.” As Harbor sees a warm yellow light ahead, Alex points to where they must go.
Alex leads her around the corner, where the yellow light shines from nowhere. Astonished at what she sees, Harbor releases her scared grip from his arm and holds his hand loosely. The yellow light glows on Harbor’s face like a newly risen sunrise as it reveals an opening created by two stalagmites, which look like the fangs of a sleeping beast.
“It can’t be?” Harbor’s eyes are wide.
“It can’t be what?” Alex looks back at her and smiles, puzzled.
“Nothing, it’s nothing.” Harbor shakes her disbelief and presses forward into the golden light and through the entrance made from fangs of stone.
“If you like this, you haven’t seen anything yet!” Alex pulls her inward to a beautifully lit round room where treasures from people who have ever been inside the cave lie. There are musical instruments, photos in ornate frames, and memorial treasures. There’s a small hole in the middle of the cavern just at the top where the yellow sunlight shines down, but then reflects down on another larger hole with water from the ocean splashing and rippling inside. The inside of the rocky hole was surrounded by mirrors, which reflected the light off more mirrors that someone had strategically placed around the room. Harbor peaks over the edge of the watery insert, gripping Alex’s hand only by her fingertips.
“These are like the lights Aunt Annabell made on the ship!” Harbor explains.
“Uh huh! Who do you think made these?” Alex looks at Harbor, who is completely captivated by the cave.
“Where waterways flow, right below a hole to find a pathway to gold.” She whispers softly, staring at the water that flows like a steady stream under her feet. “The captain’s been here!” Harbor’s eyes widened as her imagination painted a picture of the captain writing his love letter to Harper.
“Captain? Do you mean Captain Monroe?” Alex looks down into the water with Harbor.
“How? Wait? You know about Captain Monroe?” Harbor turns and faces him.
“Sure, everyone knows about him in this town. He’s a legend! Didn’t you know?” He looks at her, confused.
“You didn’t know? Why do you think people know who you are, Harbor? You’re a relative of the Great Captain Monroe!” He looks into her eyes as the golden yellow light makes Harbor glow.
“I…I just found this out, like literally a couple of days ago, but I didn’t have this much of a clue.” Harbor is in disbelief as she lets go of Alex’s hand and circles the room, looking at all the trinkets and treasures that line the walls.
“This is all yours, Harbor; this cave, Lucy’s cave, is pretty much yours.” Alex watches her as she continues to inspect the items in the room.
“Why is it called Lucy’s Cave?” Harbor stops at a wooden chest with a blanket that seems to creep out of the chest’s lid.
“That’s Lucy’s treasure chest.” Alex looks at Harbor as she opens the chest and looks inside. “Lucy was the daughter of the captain and Harper. The captain used to take his daughter here all the time and tell her his adventure stories of his pirating days, then how he hid and became a trader.” Alex moves closer to Harbor as he tells the story.
Harbor’s eyes pass through the different items in the chest as she comes across an old doll. She picks up the stuffed doll with blonde yarned hair and stares into its blue sewn eyes.
“Lucy loved this cave so much and would come here with her dad to listen to his stories from the sea and keep the treasures that he would bring back from his adventures here in this cave. She was excited when her father told her he wouldn’t go away anymore, but that quickly changed when she overheard him speaking to her mother that he received orders to sail one last time. Lucy was so upset that she ran away to this cave right before a major storm was about to come on shore. She never told anyone where she was going, and it was too late by the time the captain figured out where she had gone.” Alex walks around the cave, telling the story, and the cave echoes his voice with the waves. Harbor’s eyes move from the doll to Alex, her eyes welling up with tears as she hugs the doll tightly.
“Rain from the storm started to creep in, so she entered deeper and deeper into the cave until she got to where we were standing.” He points to the floor, his story flowing with the sounds of the sea. “The storm was bad; then there was a loud lightning strike, which must have scared her and made her slip on the wet rocks. The captain tried everything to save her, but by the time he reached the cave, he was too late. Lucy died in this cave, and it was such a horrible accident that could have never happened if she had been just a little patient. She didn’t know that what she heard about her dad telling her mother wasn’t the full story. Her father was actually going to surprise her by telling her that he wasn’t going to set sail, that he told his superiors no because her mom was pregnant, and she was going to have a baby brother or sister.”
“My great-grandmother.” Harbor’s eyes water as tears roll down her cold cheeks.
“I’m sorry, Harbor, I… I didn’t mean this to be a sad adventure; I thought we could have some fun.” Alex moves closer to her.
“No, I'm glad you brought me here and told me this story. It’s who I am.” She wipes her tears, looks at him with watery eyes, and smiles.
Alex smiles back and, instinctively, places his forehead onto hers as he closes his eyes with her and hugs her tight. Harbor’s wet, cold eyelashes brush up against his cold cheeks and nose as their two soft, innocent lips meet for each other’s very first kiss. The kiss is long and warm, like the glowing warmth of the light surrounding them both. They unlock their lips, and Harbor blushes and lays her head on his shoulder.
“I liked that.” She says shyly.
“I did, too.” He smiles back at her as he combs through her hair and tucks it back behind her ear. The two giggle momentarily, their laughter echoing through the cave as it once did when they first entered.
“Wait, I almost forgot; I wanted to show you this!” Alex grips Harbor’s hand and pulls her to another area of the room where a small jewelry box lies with the initials “S & H” inlaid in pearl on the lid.
“Oh my gosh, Alex, is this my mother and father’s?” Her fingertips brush her parents’ initials.
“Open it, and you’ll see!” He smiles at her and watches her soft hands open the lid.
Harbor pulls out a picture of her as a baby and then another of her Aunt Annabell holding her. She then pulls out another photo of her mother and father holding her for the first time. “I miss them, Alex; I miss them so much!” Harbor tears up again.
“Keep looking inside; you’ll find something else.” He tilts the box forward for her to look inside.
Harbor looks through her teary eyes and notices a piece of paper folded inside. She reaches inside and unfolds the paper to find a letter written to her from her mother. Harbor’s throat gains a throbbing lump of sadness, and she doesn’t want to read the letter, but she swallows hard and reads it aloud.
“To My Dearest Harbor,
I want first to say that I knew you would eventually be led to Lucy’s cave and that you would get this letter eventually as well. If you’re reading this, your father and I have probably passed on, and we unfortunately have left you in this world not alone, but hurt that we couldn’t be there for you. I want to let you know that we left you a present, but it’s hidden under what would be a northwest star, and it could unlock an even greater gift once you understand. Look under the star, Harbor, and you’ll find it there, and try to remember Harbor! Remember us! Remember memories! And Remember Love! We will always be there for you, my little Harbor, and one day, we will be together again.
We love you with everything we have!
Love
Mom & Dad”
“How? How did you know?” She still stares at the letter.
“I came here a lot when I came to live with my dad. I… I’m sorry that I went through your things. I honestly didn’t even know who you were until my dad said I was going to meet a girl my age named Harbor,” he says nervously, putting his hands in his pockets.
Harbor lunges at him and gives him a long embrace, “It’s okay. Thank you so, so, much for bringing me here!” She releases her hug and wipes the tears from her cheeks. “Hold on!” Harbor rushes to her satchel, which she had dropped at the room's opening. She carries her bag over to Alex and reaches inside frantically to pull out a pen and a notebook. She starts to scribble inside.
“What are you doing?” Alex smiles.
“Here, write your name.” She hands him the notebook and pen. The paper has a big heart with her name towards the bottom and the “&” sign in the middle. Without hesitation, he writes him in the top half of the heart and hands the notebook back to Harbor, who immediately rips the page from the notebook. She folds the paper in four and then writes their initials and the date on the front.
“This is going to stay in the cave forever.” She holds the paper to her heart and then places it inside the jewelry box along with the letter from her mother and father. She closes the box and lays it next to the rest of the treasure in the cave.
“Okay! How about those peanut butter and jelly with gummy worm sandwiches?” She pops up and smiles at Alex, her voice still shaky from the roller coaster of emotions.
“I thought you’d never ask; I’ve been starving since we got here!” He smiles back.
Chapter 18
Harbor notices the air becoming colder with the setting sun. Her exposed knuckles burn with the whipping wind as she clutches her bicycle handles. The crackling of gravel beneath four sets of bicycle tires breaks through the dinging buoy's silence and the seagull's occasional cry. The gray sky finally has a hint of color before its darkness falls for the night. Harbor and Alex pedal their way across the Harbor to the ramp of the enormous ship. They hop off their bikes and let them drop to the graveled floor with a careless plop.
“I can’t feel my butt.” Alex rubs his backside to get the feeling back.
“I know! I feel like I’m still pedaling, and I’m definitely bringing gloves next time.” Harbor slings her satchel over her shoulder, and the two make their way up the ramp to the ship. Their shadows become engorged into each other from the setting sun, just as their first love’s kiss in that cave. Harbor is still thinking about his lips on hers and can still feel them there, even after the cold air has made them almost numb. “Wait, did you hear that?” Harbor pulls on Alex’s jacket.
“Is that music?” Alex stretches his ears beyond the sounds of the waves.
“Yeah, and it’s loud.” Harbor giggles.
“What are they doing in there?” Alex gives a puzzled look.
“Shhh, let's see if we can see,” Harbor whispers and quietly leads the way up the ramp to ensure the wood doesn’t creak under their feet. It’s extra cold the higher they go, and the wind swirls around, pushing them towards the ship. Harbor grabs the latch to the ship's entrance and starts squeezing the handle to open the latch, which clanks a metallic warning to whoever is on the inside.
“Shhh!” Alex whispers loudly.
Harbor grits her teeth and squints one eye as she pushes the door open slowly. The fireplace in the center is roaring, and they immediately feel the warmth seeping out of the crack. “What the heck? Are they dancing?” Alex says in disbelief.
“That’s so cute!” Harbor puts her hands to her mouth and smiles.
“I didn’t know he could dance!” Alex is shocked as he pushes Harbor closer to the door to see more, their faces pressed together cheek to cheek.
Harbor can’t help but gaze at Alex’s pale skin and how she likes his slender nose. She admires how it turns slightly up at the tip and then swoops upward to his forehead, where it meets strands of his brown hair that fall across his forehead. The slow electronic and classical combination of Coldplay’s, Yellow that they are listening to inside makes Harbor glance into a trance as her lust takes over from her task. This moment, this memory she is creating, seems to last forever, and she doesn’t want it to end.
Alex smirked at his dad and caught Harbor looking at him, but instead of Harbor becoming instantly embarrassed, she stared at him, wanting him to notice. His big, brown doe eyes connect with her as they touch foreheads again, and then their cold noses.
“Well, hello, you two!” The door quickly opens, and they fall to John’s big feet on the hardwood, laughing while they hit the ground.
“How long have you been standing there?” Annabell’s cheeks are red with embarrassment.
“Oh, long enough!” Harbor giggles as John helps her up from the floor, then Alex, who fixes his jacket.
“Yeah, good footwork, Dad! And nice choice of music!”
“Yeah, well, what were you two doin’? You weren’t up to any funny business, were you?” John glares mainly at Alex.
“I, uh, uh, we.” He doesn’t know what to say.
“He was just keeping me warm!” Harbor interrupts. “It’s getting so cold!”
“Oh dear, yes, get it in and close that door. It’s already becoming frosty in here!” Annabell pushes John out of the way with her hip and waves the kids in with a limp wrist. John grunts and grips the door to close it, but as he does, he stops and opens it again, peering into the sunsetting gloom as if he saw or heard something. “Close the door, Johnny Boy, it’s freezing!” Annabell playfully reminds him.
“So! What did you guys end up doing?” John snaps out of his trance and closes the door with a big thud. The room instantly becomes warmer from the fire.
“Alex took me to Lucy’s cave, which was so magical!”
“See anything interesting?” Annabell takes their coats and hangs them in the coat closet.
“I showed her the lights and the well.” Alex excitedly explains.
“OMG, it was so beautiful! Aunt Annabell, why didn’t you tell me that you’ve been there and made the lights so people can see in the cave? Why didn’t you tell me you and my mom and dad have been there?”
“Well, that cave is special and needs to be discovered by yourself or with a friend, of course.” She winks at Alex.
“Then I showed her how everyone leaves a treasure in the cave and why it’s called Lucy’s cave.” Alex excitedly interrupts.
“Oh, he did now?” John glares at Alex.
“Yes! Aunt Annabell, did you know that we are related to Lucy and Captain Monroe? Why didn’t you tell me?” Harbor says, hyper with all the questions she has.
“Well… oh, dear,” Annabell choked on her words.
“Well, we must be headed home, Alex!” John interrupts Annabell and grabs Alex’s coat from Annabell before she can hang it up.
“But stay for dessert; I have pie!” She wiggles her finger up in the air.
“No, no. We must be getting home before it gets too cold. These two have had a long day.” John pushes Alex towards the door.
“Hey, but…” Alex, confused, tries to speak.
“Okay, well, another time then.” Annabell smiles lustfully at John.
“Of course.” John looks into her eyes and gives her a boyish love smile. He then opens the door, and a cold gust of wind fills the room with a chill, as if a thousand ghosts rushed inside to get warmth from the fire.
“Okay, well, I’ll see you tomorrow, Alex.” Harbor moves closer to him, hoping for a kiss. She doesn’t care if John or her aunt sees.
“See you tomorrow, Harbor.” Alex smiles, gazes at her, and thinks about what he wishes he could do, like a long kiss goodbye or simply a long embrace. As he thinks about it, Harbor lunges at him, throws her arms around him, and her cold cheek presses into his neck.
“Thank you for today,” she whispers and then kisses him on the cheek. Not wanting to let go, she pries herself away from him. The two are lost in each other, their stare known, and their minds intertwined in each other’s past, present, and future desires.
“Come on now, love birds, you can see each other tomorrow.” John tugs on Alex’s arm.
“Who you callin’ love bird, buddy! We saw you kissing!” Alex smirks at his dad and then back at Harbor. Annabell’s cheeks glow red, as does John’s,
“Oh, you shut it!” He playfully pushes Alex out the door.
“By lovebird!” Annabell yells.
“Bye!” Alex and John speak simultaneously and give each other an awkward glance. Then, in embarrassment, they slam the door behind them.
Harbor and Annabell giggle together, “So, Alex, huh?”
So, John, huh? Harbor repeats back and giggles some more.
“Well, boy, is it hot in here?” Annabell, flushed with excitement, waves herself cool and enters the kitchen.
“Well, I like him,” Harbor says, following Annabell. “You, too, are cute together.”
“I know, right!” Annabell giggles and pours herself a glass of water. Then, she takes a long, big drink, water dribbling from the creases of her mouth, her gulps echoing in the kitchen. Harbor’s eyes are wide and silly, watching her aunt until she finishes slushing down water and slamming the glass onto the countertop.
“Would you like more water?” Harbor asks as her aunt wipes her lips dry with her forearm.
“No, no, that was good. Do you want any?” Annabell is still fanning herself. “You must be starving with a day like this. I’ll make you something.” Annabell fixes her hair and dress before opening the refrigerator.
“No, that’s okay. We stopped at that little store with that cute old man and got snacks; he said he knew you and my Mom.”
“Oh, you met Mr. Tunley! He has always been a charmer, and I think he’s so old that he was there before the building was even built! You sure I can’t get you something for dinner? I can whip up anything you would like in no time.” She wiggles her pointer finger in the air.
Harbor laughs and shakes her head, “I want to make him our famous chocolate chip cookies; he was asking about them, and I promised I’d make some and bring him a bunch.”
“Well, that sounds like a great idea! I’ll run to the store tomorrow and grab the things we need.” Annabell says excitedly.
“Are you sure you don’t want anything for dinner?” Her aunt asks again.
“I’m sure I’m more tired than anything. All the bike riding we did. My legs still feel like I’m pedaling.” Harbor starts to move to the doorway with the stairs leading up to her room.
“Well, if you get hungry for a midnight snack, don’t hesitate to. We are a full-service, 24/7 kitchen!”
“I love you, Aunt Annabell,” Harbor answers back, hugs her aunt, and gets lost in the puffiness of her dress.
“I love you too, my little Harbor.” Annabell hugs back, but Harbor’s eyes widen with what her parents wrote in that letter.
“My little Harbor.” She thinks to herself as she breaks away from their hug.
“Goodnight, dear,” Annabell says softly, her eyes filling with tears.
“Goodnight, don’t stay up thinking about John all night,” Harbor answers sarcastically.
“You, too! I mean, not John about Alex, thinking about Alex all night. OMG! You know what I mean.” She says, flustered as she pours another glass of water and wipes her teary eye.
“Goodnight,” Harbor giggles and makes her way up the stairs as her aunt waves goodnight and chugs another glass of water.
Chapter 19
Harbor, in her love lust, pushes the door behind her, lets her bag slide off her shoulder to the floor, then plops on her bed face first and screams and giggles into her pillows in excitement! She sits up, her legs folded beneath her as the bangs fall over her eyes. Her cheeks are rosy, red from her constant thoughts about Alex, until her bangs get pushed behind her ear by themselves. She becomes frozen in fear, her face as white as whatever ghost had touched her hair. The room is noticeably colder, and her breath forms small poofs of mist from short, scared breathing. The room starts to glow blue as that same smoky blue mist rises from Harbor’s bed behind her and surrounds her. The smoky mist moves from behind her and wraps around her to face her as if looking directly into her eyes. Harbor focuses on the constantly transforming smoke before her, the blue glow reflecting in her eyes, and her pale, cold skin.
“Mom?” Harbor relaxes as she can make out her mother’s eyes and nose in the mist.
The smoky mist doesn’t respond and slowly moves away from Harbor. Then, it starts to seep under her pillows. Harbor quickly grabs the pillows and throws them to the side; the blue mist circles around all the objects she has found.
“I don’t know what they all mean. I’m trying to figure it out.” Harbor talks to the mist, then quickly returns to Harbor, looks at her again, and sprints to the center of Harbor’s room. Harbor crawls to the edge of her bed on all fours to watch the mist, which quickly rises to the glass dome of her room, then darts down through the compass on the floor on the northeast section of the compass. The room grows instantly dark and gets noticeably warmer immediately as the smoke leaves the room. Harbor gets out of bed and hurries to the floor. “Look under the North East Star!” She slides her fingertips over a star and the letters NE inlaid in a darker wood to create the compass on the floor. She stands up to look at the compass.
“There’s nothing underneath here except the stairs and the hull.” She looks over at her pillow and all the items she has found. “The hull! That door!” She races over to her bed and grabs all the items: the letters from Captain Monroe and his Journal, the letter from her parents, and the doorknob, and she grips her necklace through her shirt to make sure it’s still there. She then grabs her bag from the floor, where she had thrown it, and stuffs the clues inside. A flash of lightning lights up her room as a roar of thunder rolls and vibrates her room shortly after. Startled, she jumps and looks up at her ceiling windows as rain lightly taps on the glass.
She takes a deep breath to release the fear, slings her bag over her shoulder, and slowly opens her bedroom door. Another flash of lightning and thunder helps to silence the creaky door, but the stairway is dark. She starts to go down; the lightning flashes again, lighting up the stairs, then thunder. Halfway there, she can only think as she tiptoes down, another flash from the lightning, but this time, the flash lit up a ghostly figure of a sopping wet and angry Long Beard. Harbor backs up a few steps and squints through the darkness, but sees nothing. There is another flash of lightning, and nothing at the bottom of the steps. The thunder vibrates the entire ship, and she can hear several glass cups chattering against each other in the dark kitchen. She grips her necklace and starts to make her way down the steps again, this time more cautious, her eyes wide to let in as much light as possible. Every step is careful, and she slowly and finally makes it to the kitchen, but she has one more set of stairs to get to the hull. She crosses the kitchen and the narrow open doorway to the second set of stairs that lead to the hull. These stairs are darker than the other stairwell, and she stands in the doorway, staring into the darkness—another flash of lightning cracks through the night sky, jolting her memory and heart.
“Wait, that door is locked down there. I still need a key.” Goosebumps formed like a wave from head to toe all over her body, and the hairs on the back of her neck and arms stood on end.
“The Christmas ornament on the tree!” She turns away from the dark stairwell and goes to the living room. The room is warm from the fire, and its warm glow helps the lights on the Christmas tree glow warmer. She walks past the fireplace carefully; the warm yellow light silhouettes her face and body as she passes through.
“Bong!” A clock on the wall chimes 11:00 PM, scaring Harbor again, freezing her in her tracks.
“Eleven? I only got home maybe an hour ago, and it was only seven.” She breathes heavily from fear. Lightning and thunder strike again, flashing through the small windows in the living room, taking her gaze away from the clock and back to the Christmas tree. “I don’t remember her having a clock on the wall.” She moves over to the Christmas tree, the colorful lights shimmering on her face as she looks for the ornament on the tree. “Ahh, there you are.” She pulls it off the tree and takes a deep breath through her nose and out of her mouth, the scent of pine imprinting on her memory. Another jolt of lightning and thunder, shortly behind her, memories of past Christmases. Her heart flutters with every flash of lightning, just as the Christmas lights on the tree flicker and then go dim.
“No, not the power.” She whispers and takes another deep breath.
“Bong! Bong! Bong!” The clock on the wall chimes at midnight.
“What! That’s impossible; I haven’t been here for an hour.” Shivers of fear tingle down her spine, and her goosebumps fight the warmth of the fire. The ship rocks from the storm enough to make her get her balance from her already sore and tired legs. Clinks, clangs, and creaks from Annabell’s creations echo throughout the boat, then slowly rock back and forth from the waves. The fire still glows in the room, but then starts to die, as if it’s being pushed down by someone or something trying to smother it. Just above her head, she hears a heavy footstep and then a tap on the deck, followed by chains dragged across the wooden surface.
“That’s not Aunt Annabell.” Harbor, scared, looks up at the wooden ceiling. The ship rocks again, jolting Harbor to keep moving forward. Without hesitation, she swallows her fear and presses forward through the kitchen, looking at the pitch-black stairway down to the hull. Instinctively, she reaches for the light switch on the wall and tries to flick it on.
“Crap, I forgot!” she grits her teeth. She goes to the kitchen and opens all the drawers and cabinets. “She has to have a flashlight somewhere.” She shuffles through the junk, random odds and ends clank together, as one of Annabell’s quirky homemade pens falls to the ground. “Yes!” She finds a silver metal flashlight under the sink and flicks it on. “Of course, Aunt Annabell even had to make this unique.” A seashell replaced the button, and the flashlight wasn’t shining a white light; it was shining blue, purple, white, and pink from different-colored plastics her aunt had molded together to replace the clear plastic in the flashlight. Harbor felt less scared with all the colors, as if her aunt were with her. The color, that warmth in the cold of darkness, gave her the courage to face the dark stairway and make her way down. The kaleidoscope of colors lights up the narrow stairs as she slowly goes into the darkness, the stairs disappearing into the darkness behind her. There are more cracks of lightning and then thunder as the ship rocks violently, slamming Harbor to the sides of the narrow wood stairwell. The flashlight flickers but stays on as she makes her way to the door of the hull. She turns the cold crystal doorknob and slowly pushes the door open. Another stormy rock of the ship slams the door open away from her grip as it crashes on the other side of the wall, creating plumes of dust lit up by the multicolored flashlight. The room is dark, with only slight figures of boxes, Annabell’s workstation, and other random objects that make silhouettes of figures that haunt Harbor from wanting to enter.
Harbor slides her hands on the wooden wall inside the room, looking for the light switch next to the door. She flicks it, but nothing happens. “Gosh, Harbor, the powers out, remember!” She takes a deep breath again and slowly enters the room. The ship rocks violently again, knocking her to one side, but the door behind her slams shut. “Mom, if you even are my mother, this better be worth it! Because I’m really freaking scared.” Her voice goes from strong to a quivering fear.
She shines the light around the room; the thunder and lightning are still booming, but muffled from how far down she is in the boat. Her flashlight then catches one of the mirrors Annabell had placed around the room to create a rainbow of colors, lighting the room slightly, but still not enough to see. Harbor follows the beams of reflection around the room to a mirror positioned on the floor to her left, with a large light bulb in front of it. She kneels and shines her flashlight directly at the mirror. Her colored light reflects some of the mirrors throughout the room, but not enough to rid the room of its darkest corners. Harbor screws off the top of the flashlight, the colors shining on her chin. She removes the welded, melted rainbow plastic inside the cap so the light shines bright white.
“I should’ve thought about this earlier.” She smirks to herself, then shines the brighter light at the mirror. The light bounces off each mirror like a dim laser beam, lighting the room and reflecting off the mirrors and jars of different color water as Annabell intended.
“It’s not as bright, but this is much better.” She stands and smiles, looking around the room at the lights. The ship rocks again from the storm, and the jars of colored water give an underwater light show. Harbor kneels back down and grabs several dusty old books on the floor beside the wall. She props her flashlight up to continue reflecting off the mirrors; she then takes several other books and builds a small barricade around the flashlight, so it doesn’t move much from the rocking ship.
She stands again, brushing off her knees, and fixes her bag on her shoulder. “Okay, let’s do this!” Feeling confident to press onward, she soon finds her fear freezing her in place once again, and the door handle behind her thrusts back and forth violently.
Chapter 20
Bang, Bang, Bang. Something slams into the door, trying to burst through it. Harbor backs away from the door, her eyes fixed on the doorknob, which continues to jiggle violently simultaneously. Breathing heavily, she tugs on the strap of her bag. It digs into her shoulder, her intrusive thoughts pulling and prying her fixation on what’s behind the door. The ship rocks violently again, and the mason jars of colored water dance their underwater light show, distracting the terror into peace. She scans the room and focuses on what she came down to the ship's hull for.
“The door!” she says out loud, reaching into her bag and fumbling for the key. She turns away from the violently shaking and pounding door and runs to the opposite side of the room, her feet stumbling over each other, kicking random unseen objects in the darkness. She finally comes to the hidden door and stops dead, looking at its mystery, but something is wrong. It’s quiet. “It stopped.” Her warm breath instantly freezes as it exits her mouth; a feeling of static electricity runs throughout her body, making her feel like she’s on edge and nauseous.
“Hmmmm, hahahaha.” A sinister laugh deeply echoes through the room, and sounds of metal scraping across the door cut through the silence; it then starts to rattle with the metal lock of the door.
“No! No! No! No!” Harbor hurries with the key and places it in the keyhole. “No, the doorknob!” She reaches into her bag furiously, fumbling to grip the wooden doorknob.
The door across the room clanks and clicks, the cold metal lock unlatches, and the doorknob turns. The door creaks slowly open as a massive shadow figure lurches inside. “Harbor.” A raspy, deep voice growls, followed by a footstep and a pegged leg dragging on the floor. “There’s nowhere else for you to go.” The voice is deep and now disembodied.
Harbor grips the doorknob in her bag and ignores the urge to look behind her. She shoves the metal shaft of the wood doorknob into the sealed door right above the key. The heavy steps and breathing get faster behind her. She turns the key, and the metal in the lock clanks and clicks. The door is unlocked. She removes the key and turns the knob; it doesn't budge.
“No! Come on! Come on!” The knob is stuck, she pushes and pulls and tries to angle it just right, anything to make it turn.
“Stay with us, Harbor; It’s not like you have much of a choice!” The deep, ghastly mutter is closer than ever, and his grunts and sinister laugh freeze every ounce of goodness with his evil.
“He’s close!” Harbor thinks to herself; she can smell the salt from his sopping wet clothes and the rum on his breath.
Thunder and lightning vibrate the ship's walls, but the boat violently rises and falls with a wave, slamming Harbor through the impossible-to-open door. She quickly gets up and catches a quick glimpse of the rotted and decrepit pirate with his blade drawn. She stares him into his eyes, his flesh rotting and hanging from his bony brow, his sword raised, as she slams the door closed, catching the blow of his sword on the other side. Then, without hesitation, she takes the key and locks the door behind her.
“Harbor! Harbor! Harbor!” His screams are hauntingly psychotic.
The ship rocks again. Harbor slides down the wall behind her, collapsing in tears and hugging her knees. The ship is silent again, except for the thunder's muffled roar and the lightning's cracking sounds. “Mom,” Harbor says softly in tears. “Mom!” She says it louder, but nothing answers. “I need you.” She cries into her arms. “What do I do?” Sitting in darkness, her pale white skin glows blue. Smokey mist shines in the room ahead of her. The faint blue light illuminates the short corridor, its mist seeping towards her. Harbor wipes her tears and stands up unsteadily from the rocking ship.
“Mom?” She walks toward the opening of the room, the bright blue light engulfing the darkness and reflecting within Harbor’s teary eyes. The blue mist circles and intertwines around and within a massive golden harp and its glowing white strings. It sits perfectly in the center of the room. Its ample golden curves bend into beautifully carved ornate shapes, and a mermaid with her back arched, and her tail curved to the bottom to form the front of the harp. Harbor floats towards the gold and blue light like a moth to a flame, astounded and in disbelief.
“It’s the harp! You showed me Abigail’s harp!” She touches the smooth golden surface, her fingertips tracing every detail. “Nice to meet you, Harper. I’m Harbor, your great, great, great Granddaughter, or something like that!” She chuckles through the tears. “My aunt was here, my mother, and.” She pauses, looking at the blue light circling her. “And Aunt Annabell’s son.” Her voice is shaky as the blue mists follow Harbor’s fingertips on the harp.
Thunder and lightning growl and crack again, but this time louder than before, and the ship violently lifts upward and slams downward on the sea, knocking Harbor to the floor with a harsh thud to her right shoulder, her head hitting the hardwood floor. Her bag flies in the air, and the notebook with her parents’ letter tumbles down to the floor and slides across the floor. Harbor on her side feels the sharp ache in her temple as warm sticky blood starts to form right above her brow. Touching her forehead, her vision blurry and disoriented, she slowly returns to her feet. Her right shoulder throbs from the thud as she rubs the muscle to ease the pain. She staggers and sways with the ship and steadies herself on the heavy golden harp as the mist darts towards her, shooting above her head, then dives right through the loose sheet of Captain Monroe’s journal that has escaped from the notebook. The blue mist returns through the floor, circles the room, whipping past several candles, lighting them with each pass, then circles back at Harbor and disappears quickly through the locked door behind her.
Chapter 21
“The notebook!” She grunts in pain as her vision comes into focus more clearly. She sways with the rocking ship, staggering to the notebook to maintain her balance. Thunder and lightning continue to make a muffled beat in the background. She carefully bends down to gather the notebook, her parents’ letter, and the loose pieces of paper the mist darted through. She gathers the pages, organizing them as best as she can back into the notebook, when the page with the music notes catches her attention.
“It wants me to play the harp!” She looks at the golden harp, its reflection from the candles making the room glow as if the sun were rising from the darkness. She unsteadily walks back to the harp and places the notebook back in her bag, keeping the page with the musical notes clutched in her hand. She sits on the harp’s matching red velvet stool in front of the harp and immediately begins to unscrew her locket, taking the piece of paper with the additional notes printed, then screws the locket tightly back into place. She flattens the pieces of paper alongside the music notes found in the captain’s notebook on her leg and then holds them in the candlelight to see. “I can do this! I know this!” She studies the notes on the paper. “I can do this, Mom.” She whispers out loud, scooching forward to get closer to the harp. She adjusts herself as best as she can, the rocking and trashing of the ship tipping her off balance. Her back straightens while she sits on the stool, her arms bent and wrapped around the harp like a ballerina getting into position to start her dance. “I can do this!” She takes a deep breath through her nose and then out of her mouth. She plucks the first strings, her arms waving and flowing, her fingers plucking each string gracefully. Her body sways with the music and the ship as she plays Reverie flawlessly. The light from the candles flickers wildly from the bouncing ship, creating a picture show of shadows of Harbor playing the harp. 
​The boat continues to rock furiously in the sea, the locked door begins to pound furiously, and the doorknob rocks back and forth quickly. “Harbor!” The dreadful voice laughs.
Chapter 22
Harbor’s eyes widen, and the room becomes ice cold again; her breath freezes and weaves between the strings. She wants to stop playing, but she can’t. She starts to panic, as her body has been taken over and controlled like some puppet. Her fingertips start to hurt from the cold and from plucking the strings.
“You’ll never be able to leave, Harbor.” He drags out her name.
The blue mist slowly seeps from Harbor’s silhouette. The smoky form wraps around her arms. It’s making Harbor play; it won’t let her stop.
“Stop! Please stop!” Harbor panics, and tears start to fill her eyes. “Mom, please!” She cries, her pupils become wide with fear. The door continues to pound from the snarling corpse pirate on the other side. “Aunt Annabell!” Harbor screams, but then her chest jolts violently forward, her eyes afraid. “Mom!” Another jolt to her chest thrusts her forward, her back arching violently, her arms still flailing and playing the harp.
The sounds of thunder and lightning grow louder and louder with every jolt, and the candlelight glows into a blinding flash, suffocating the entire room into an overexposed photo.
“Harbor!” Another voice says, but it’s different. “Harbor!” The same voice.
“Harbor, Harbor, Harbor.” Now, a female voice loudly whispers.
The ship skyrockets up on a massive wave and crashes back down violently. Yet another jolt and arch of her back flails Harbor backward, knocking her away from the harp as if lightning struck her. Time stops; it doesn’t move, and everything freezes in a blue icy mist, except Harbor, whose eyes widen with fear. Her body becomes a stiff, arched ragdoll released from the fog's frigid grasp and thrown into the deep black sea. The lights become dimmer and dimmer the more she sinks; a sharp, high-pitched white noise pierces through all other sounds, deafening her as she slowly continues to plummet, slipping into an empty, black, stormy sea-like abyss, as the ship fades away slowly the more she sinks.
“Harbor!” A male voice yells.
“Clear!” The same male voice again.
She jolts again, and her long hair swishes around her face and body in the overexposed, dark, voided abyss as she continues to sink downward.
“Clear!” The male voice yells.
Her body jolts again; the sharp-pitched noise spikes a different tone and then beeps.
Beep! Beep! Beep!
Harbor crashes into a hospital bed with doctors and nurses surrounding her as she gasps for air and sobs a deep cry, like being reborn. Tears run down her face as the hospital lights above her blind her as she looks around frantically.
“Mom!” She screams with a raspy and weak voice, then passes out, her pale body still and motionless in the hospital bed.
Chapter 23
Harbor’s bed sheets by her toes move slightly, and her restless legs move more as she turns to her side and makes a pillow with one of her hands. The IV in her other arm is kept straight under the blanket; the plastic tube dripping liquid into her weak body snakes out from the top of the sheets and connects to a bag of clear liquid. She opens her eyes; her vision is groggy and blurry. She flutters her eyes to focus on the woman's outline that rests by her bedside.
“Mom?” Her voice cracks, as she hasn’t spoken since the accident. Her eyes focus a little better as she widens and blinks them several times. “Mom?” Harbor sits up slightly, adjusting herself in the hospital bed. Her voice is worried. The sheets move under Annabell’s head, waking her up.
“Harbor, you're awake!” Annabell excitedly throws the blanket off her back as she jumps out of her chair and lunges herself on top of Harbor for a hug. Harbor, unsure whether to hug back, moves her weak arms, careful not to hurt the tube that connects to her veins on the anterior side of her elbow.
“Aunt Annabell?” A lump forms in Harbor’s throat as her eyes begin to tear.
“How do you know who I am? You were only a baby when we met.” Annabell climbs into the hospital bed with Harbor, her poofy, colorful dress smothering the entire bed.
“You took me to your ship, Harper…and…and I know what happened to my mother.” Harbor and Annabell connect their foreheads as Harbor’s teary, heavy eyes fall asleep. Their tears merge as they lie together and get ready for the incredible journeys that await them.
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