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Lucy Sparks and I always have our conversations in mid-air. 

It’s a tradition that started when she was eight years old and I was sixteen. 

Now I’m twenty-six, Lucy is eighteen, and she’s grown into a real heart-breaker.  

She meets me at the brown stretch of grass where our backyards converge, where Dad 

never got around to building the fence. 

I yank the tarp off the trampoline and Lucy and I get to it. We have a lot of 

catching up to do. She giggles and snorts as her curly bronze hair flies all around her 

face. 

When she was little, Lucy had these sad little birthday parties. They were always 

thrown together at the last minute, and only then because my mom insisted.   

Lucy always got embarrassed because her mom would buy the ninety-nine cent Faygo 

Red Pop and Rock n’ Rye and Moon Mist instead of the more popular brands. 

The parents of her friends stayed at the party and then took their kids home once 

the cake was cut. None of them trusted Lucy’s mom. 

Bonnie Sparks was aloof, irresponsible, clumsy, forgetful, and sometimes cruel. 



Worst of all, Bonny Sparks was apathetic. Lucy was the big “whatever” in her 

life. 

So there Lucy would sit, eating her birthday cake alone. My parents and I always 

stayed. Dad would sit her on his knee and tell her stories, my mom helped Mrs. Sparks 

wash dishes, and I observed. 

Lucy was a mistake, the result of a drunken gang-bang at a high school party in 

1989 when Bonnie was fifteen. Seven or eight different guys could be her father, but no 

one ever laid claim. Bonnie spent the next years trying to be “mother of the year,” as she 

said, but she never got the hang of it. 

Sometimes Lucy’s hair was snarly and tangled. She’d have stains of dirt and 

Kool-Aid on her face. She missed school a lot because her mom always forgot to take 

her. Social Services came poking around every year or so. We answered their questions 

but were afraid to be too honest, for fear she’d be taken away and we wouldn’t have our 

little Lucy anymore. 

She used to sneak out of her bed in the middle of the night, run across the yard 

and tap on my window. I’d look out and see this messy little thing, barefoot and tripping 

over the hand-me-down nightdress that was a couple sizes too big.  

This happened a lot. 

I’d open the window and lift her inside. She couldn’t sleep, she told me, because 

her house was too still. It made her scream.  

Sometimes we heard her.  

Mom would start boiling the water, and I’d unlatch my window.     

Mom, Dad and I gave Lucy hot chocolate and animal crackers, and called Bonnie, 



who always acted shocked that Lucy had made it out of the house. 

Then she’d go back to sleep and not come for Lucy. 

Lucy was the daughter my Mom always wanted. She’d sit there and rock her until 

she fell asleep. Then we’d carry her back to her house, put her to bed, and make her 

promise to stay put, as Bonnie sawed logs, pissed and plastered in back room. 

We bought a trampoline, and once Lucy saw my head springing above the hedges, 

she was hooked. It was best in the fall, when the air was cool and me and Lucy would 

bounce around for hours. 

We’d go inside, and she’d eat dinner with us. One day Lucy started telling us 

about strange lights in the sky and voices outside her window. 

“Space aliens, from Mars,” was how she put it. 

Dad told her not to worry. There was no such thing, he said. Dad always insisted 

we were alone in the universe. 

“A mistake, that’s all,” was the saying, or ”we are, all of us, alone.” 

Mom thought it was a pretty sad cosmos if that were true. 

I wasn’t sure where I came down on things. But I wanted to believe.  

I wanted to believe in Lucy. And her capacity to get the fuck out of Dodge when 

she turned eighteen. 

And now she is eighteen. Fresh out of high school, little miss Lucy Sparks. 

We’re bouncing up and down like we always have, laughing.  

“How’s your mom?” I ask her. 

“Still breathing,” Lucy says with a chuckle and her million dollar grin.  

In mid-flight, Lucy tells me there’s something she wants to show me. 



“To honor days gone by,” she says. 

We walk through the woods and lay down on the hill that overlooks our town. 

The sun is crawling down the western face, the cold blue of night seeping in.  

It’s quiet except our breathing and the Michigan crickets. 

Lucy puts her head on my shoulder, takes my hand, points our linked fingers to 

the sky, and tells me to wish on the first star. 

“But,” she says, “make this one wish for me.” 

Lucy tells me her and her boyfriend are leaving tomorrow, to start a new life in 

Las Vegas. When I ask her how her mom feels about this, she says: 

“Bonnie? Relieved.” 

I stare up and try to think of a good wish for Lucy. 

Within the hour I have a sparkling ceiling of trillions to choose from: one or two 

for every sucker alive or dead and every sucker yet to be. 

I ask Lucy about those dinner conversations from years ago, and the aliens that 

were dropping from above and conversing outside her window. 

She laughs, and says she wonders what the sunsets and stars will look like in 

Nevada.  

I tell her that one day long from now, when we’re older and have forgotten each 

other’s birthdays and middle names, raising kids co-created by people we have yet to 

meet, it will hit us: that maybe the rest of life never got as good as this moment. 

Lucy says: “How could it?” 

Some day when I’m heavy with the burden of pointless things, I’ll remind myself 

I was once alive, grabbing the lavender canvas sky with Lucy and her spinning bronze 



curls, or beneath a blanket of shiny diamond stars, sharing the quiet for the very last time.  

Lucy’s going away to the Great American West.  

We lay there in silence watching the lonely village lights sparkle until the new 

day breaks slowly across the eastern line. The late summer breeze carries a scream in 

from the distance: someone new driven mad by the silence. 

We are, all of us, alone. 

 


