Micah Tewer sat in the uncomfortable plastic chair, between men and women dressed in
somber suits and dresses. It was a strange thing, the guests said, to hold a funeral service
in the middle of the forest. But then, they whispered, his sister had always been
quite...strange. It angered him to hear them speak about her like that- how they uttered
the word like it was a bad thing. The whole thing angered him: the priest holding his
speech at the front, the people and their faked kind words, and above all the coffin. The
thing stood at the end of the isle. Opened, with its red velvet lining it looked like a gaping
wound. Soon the people would go up there and say their goodbyes, but he would not go.
He would not look into the thing, refused to look into the thing. Because if he did, and he
saw his sister’s face in the coffin, expressionless, it would mean she was really gone- and
that could not be. She was there the other day, smiling, laughing, making him laugh. The
air of something otherworldly always hanging over her. And then all of a sudden, she
was gone. He refused to believe that, because if he did, he knew the truth would crush
him. His father motioned for him to come forward with a gentle, apologetic smile, and he
stood up, unsure what to do. The faces of the half acquaintances, half strangers all
turned around to look at him, their collective gaze piercing into his skin. He paused for a
second, trying to find a single familiar face in the crowd of black. And then he ran.

He did not know where he was, or where he was going. All he knew was that he was
going away- away from the apologetic smiles, away from their faces, away from the cold,
ugly coffin. He ran until his lungs felt like they were tearing apart and his knees gave in.

He sat there, against a tree, like a broken toy and he cried. Heavy heaving sobs shook his
11 year-old limbs and in that moment he was sure the world would end. In that half-
darkness between dusk and nightfall, a little speck of light fluttered towards the
shattered boy. It was small and bright and it drifted towards the boy cautiously, as if
alive. It flew around him in a few curious circles, and the boy looked up at this little dot
of light in his darkness. He didn’t know whether to cry or to laugh as the memory struck
him.

He was exactly seven years old when his sister first took him to see the lights. It was a
game they used to play. They weren’t always there, but his sister always knew where to
look. They sat huddled together amongst the trees as his sister pointed to the dancing
lights in the distance.

“You see those little lights over there...”

“Yeah.”

“They’re beautiful, aren’t they?”

“What are they?”

“Fireflies”, she said, with a mischievous glint in her eyes.
He knew they weren't fireflies.

“If you catch them, you can make a wish, you know?”
“Really?”

“Really.”

“But you must always let them go again, promise?”
“Why?”

“They die, and then the fae get angry.”



And for a while they would sit there, catching the little stars, making wishes and
watching them take form, glisten softly in the night air, and then diffuse like stardust.
Their wishes fulfilled for a short, single moment. It was their little secret.

Micah sat there, transfixed, staring at the little light hovering before his face- and,
somehow, the little light seemed to stare back. He reached out and his desperate fingers
closed around the little life. “Give Sansah back.” he whispered, “Give her back.”

The familiar stream of light rose up and danced through the night air. Slowly, it took
form until there, before him, he saw his sister. She was bathed in a golden light, no,
seemed to be made out of light entirely. “Micah.” she said. He rushed towards her,
wanting to dry his tears, to bury himself in the scent of her clothes, but he only felt air.
This made him cry harder, and his hand wrapped tighter around the little light. He stood
there for a moment, arms wrapped around the ghostly form of his sister. “Time to let go
now.” his sister said, softly. She seemed to have more to say, but her glowing form
started to change again, and he couldn’t discern the words. He knew he should let go of
the little light now- the wish could only last so long, but he refused to let go. He did not
want to lose her again, so he held the little light firmly in his palm. The golden stream of
light rushed left, right, confused. It morphed into the shape of Sansah before
immediately losing its form again. And then it died completely. Micah stood in the dark,
alone. This had never happened before. He opened his palm slowly, scared of what he
would see. The little light was dead.

He felt the presence behind him before he saw it. He turned around to stand face to face
with a woman in a long white gown with hair as white as starlight. She was beautiful- an
ethereal apparition in the night- but her eyes were filled with rage. “Do you know what
you have done?” she spat out the words, her voice filled with accusation. A second
woman appeared, seemingly out of thin air. She had the same long hair, the same
etherealness to her. “You have taken something from us.” she said to Micah and turned
to her companion. “Now we must take him in return.” He felt a pair of cold hands close
around his shoulders and he struggled in vain- the hands were too strong. He started to
panic, kicking and biting, trying to get a hold of anything he could reach. “Sansah!” he
screamed. “SANSAH! Help me!” tears streamed down his face and just as he was about to
give in he saw something glistening in the corner of his eye. A little speck of light had
slipped out of the sleeve of the woman holding him, and he grasped it. His sister
appeared again for a single moment, bathed in light. “Go live your life.” she said to him,
and smiled. The women froze. The hands lifted away, and the three women stood there,
seemingly surprised. “Let him go.” the third woman said. “She’s one of us.” And as soon
as they had appeared, they were gone.

Years after the incident, when Micah had children of his own (a son and a daughter), he
would tell them about the lights in the forest. He would tell them how to catch them, and
about the wishes. But most importantly, he would tell them to always let go when they
needed to.



