Excerpt from my new young adult novel, “WISH”

When I hear the voice I have come to hate, I stop what I’m doing. It doesn’t matter that I’m right in the middle of abdominal crunch number thirty-eight. This gets preference. I roll on my side and press my ear to the floor. It’s hard to hear things through the carpet—more difficult to distinguish the subtle nuances I’ve learned to listen for—but I don’t have a choice. My body tenses as I strain to hear, listening to catch important clues. Is the Voice sharp, scratchy and impatient? Bitter and dark? Or round and cloyingly sweet? These things matter. Each one dictates a different course of action.

Another voice responds. But which one? I can’t tell. The voice gets louder and I sit up, prepared to move quickly. The volume reaches a crescendo, and I jump into place by the doorway. Just in case. Loud words ring up through the floor below my feet. I stop breathing. Something clatters to the floor with a loud, metallic clank. 

I hear a scratching sound. I realize with a start that it’s my nails digging into the wooden grooves of the doorframe. 

I hold my breath until things go quiet again. After I wait one full minute (again, just in case) I lie down on the floor again. I know I should finish exercising but it feels good to lie still for a moment. Truth be told, I hate abdominal crunches. I close my eyes and a fragment of memory surfaces: a favorite moment from a long time ago, back before my brothers were born, when I flew. I’m not kidding. I remember my body floating weightless, toes hovering several inches above the intricate paisley patterns in our front hall carpet, dust motes twinkling in the sunlight like tiny golden fairies swirling all around me.

It was over too soon. The good stuff always is. But in those few sparkly moments I was free in a way I have never felt since. 

When the memory fades, I force myself to do my last round of crunches. The overly bright pink carpet beneath me scratches the bare skin at the nape of my neck but I grit my teeth and continue. My abdominal muscles are on fire, and I latch on to that fact. It’s proof that something I’m doing is having an effect somewhere.

Sometimes when things get bad I close my eyes and imagine that blissful flying feeling in my body again. Like my cells remember. That’s how I know it must have happened. The closest I’ve gotten to that feeling again is during the final moments of ballet class when I leap across the floor. Those few milliseconds of freedom where I defy gravity – the chance to fly– that’s what keeps me coming back to the ballet studio. 

