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  For my person,
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I felt the full force of the impact, and it sent me tumbling forward onto my knees. I couldn’t make sense of it and was left feeling bewildered. 

What had just hit me? 

As I turned my head, my heart raced as I noticed the hole in my shirt, which was turning red. The agony was relentless, and I struggled to regain my composure. Gasping for breath, I looked around, trying to make sense of what had just happened. Something had hit my left shoulder.

It was the most excruciating pain I had ever felt. Even though I’d been kicked by horses before, this felt like a stampede of a thousand wild horses. I gritted my teeth, trying to suppress the overwhelming pain that shot through my left shoulder. Memories of past injuries paled in comparison to this searing agony. It felt as though an invisible force had struck me with the force of a thousand wild horses, leaving me paralyzed with pain.

Struggling to stay conscious, I took shallow breaths to calm my racing heart. The world around me seemed to blur, and my vision wavered as waves of torment surged through my body. With each passing moment, the pain intensified, and I couldn’t help but wonder what could have caused such a devastating impact.

Breathing heavily, I touched the hole in my shirt with trembling fingers and felt warm stickiness. Panic surged through me as I realized that I was bleeding. The excruciating pain now had a physical manifestation, and the urgency of my situation became all too real. I needed to act quickly to assess the extent of my injuries and find a way to stop the bleeding.

Struggling to remain composed, I carefully examined the wound. It seemed to be a deep puncture, likely caused by whatever had struck me. Fear of internal injuries gripped my thoughts, but I knew I had to stay focused. Pressing my hand firmly against the wound, I tried to apply pressure to slow down the bleeding.

I scanned the area for any signs of what could have hit me, but there was no obvious explanation. It felt as though something invisible had struck me with incredible force, leaving me bewildered and vulnerable. My mind raced with questions, but I had no time to dwell on them.

Through the haze, I could hear my daughter’s cries growing louder, her voice echoing in my ears. I mustered all the strength I could find and tried to speak, but my throat was dry, and no words escaped my lips. Fear crept over me, not just for myself but for her too. She needed to know I was okay, that everything would be all right.

But I couldn’t give up. Not now. Not like this. 

Summoning the last ounce of strength, I whispered hoarsely, “I’ll be okay, sweetheart. Stay strong.” 

My words were barely audible, but I saw her nod and wipe away tears, trying to be brave.

Among the excruciating pain, my mind seemed to have hit the rewind button, and I found myself reliving the most important moments of my life.
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When I was sixteen, my life changed completely. One day, I had a family. The next, my parents were lost in a car accident. 

As I lay alone in my hospital bed, the authorities explained I was too young to stay in the house; I had grown up by myself. 

I was numb. 

How did this happen? 

Where would I go?

When I was about ten years old, I overheard my mother and grandmother having a disagreement about my aunt. An aunt I had never met or even knew existed until that moment. 

Later that day, I asked my father about her. He sat me down and explained that my mother had a younger sister, Amy. When Amy was in high school, she went to Australia on a student exchange program. When the time came for her to return home, she didn’t. My grandparents demanded she return home to Canada, where she would attend law school. Amy refused. My grandparents were furious and never spoke to her again.

The argument I had overheard was my mother asking them to reconsider. It had been ten years, and Amy had returned to Canada. She and her partner owned a large ranch in Alberta. 

My grandmother rejected the idea. Amy had defied them and not followed their rules. My father instructed me to never speak of my aunt again. If I did, I risked the same fate as her—losing my family. 

Over the next six years, I lost them all, anyway. When my grandparents passed away, I thought maybe she might attend their funerals. She did not. I could only assume she would not be attending my parents either.

“I have an aunt in Alberta. At least, I think I do?” I offered a better solution than the one I was facing—Foster care.




* * *




You see, I had been living the perfect lie. I had always known I was different. I was a lesbian. My parents did not know. No one did. I couldn’t tell them. They wouldn’t understand. They couldn’t. It wasn’t their fault, and it was a belief. A belief that being gay was a sin. My parents were devoted to that belief. One that had passed down from generation to generation. That belief came with others. Some seemed ridiculous, but my parents stuck to them faithfully.

They did not permit me to date a boy till I was sixteen. Knowing I was gay, this was perfect for me. I didn’t need to fake being interested in them. Premarital sex was one of the biggest sins you could commit. There had been rumours of a young girl within our church who had committed this sin. They had banished her for life. Not a problem for me. I had no desire to sleep with a man ever. Their religious beliefs dictated my father would choose potential dates for me. He insisted my prospective suitor be a member of our church with an obvious career choice—a lawyer, just like both my parents. So far, no one has met that criteria. My parents had already decided for me I would marry at the age of twenty and have two children. That was just how it worked.

I attended a small private school that consisted mostly of others from our church. Like most of the kids, I went to school with, my father drove me to and from. It was just safer, they would tell me.

At school, they expected me to adhere to a very strict schedule. There was no going outside during breaks. We spent breaks in the library studying. Each one of us is preparing for an already predetermined life after school. I would follow in my father’s footsteps and become a lawyer.

My school had a dress code. The girls were required to wear a skirt and a white dress shirt. Every one of us dressed identically, right down to our hairstyle. Long and tied up in a ponytail. After school, that dress code remained in place. My mother insisted that a lady didn’t wear jeans. 

I was lucky enough to own two pairs of jeans and two T-shirts. I used them to assist my father with yard work on Saturdays. They had argued about it. My mother insisted a proper young lady didn’t mow the lawn. My father argued it helped build character. 

Truth be told, I was always more comfortable in my jeans and beat-up old t-shirt. Plus, it was the only time I was allowed outside alone. At least one of my parents was always near me. It was just safer that way, according to my mother.

As I watched my home and the city of Vancouver disappear behind me, I wondered about my aunt. 

Would she be as strict? Would she expect me to be the proper young lady my parents had tried to make me? Did she have the same beliefs as my parents?

I knew very little about her, just that story my father told me. 

As the mountains faded behind me and the open prairie rolled out in front of me, I realised that if I knew almost nothing of her, she probably knew even less about me. 

How could she? 

My family had severed all ties with her before I was even born. 

A fresh start. I couldn’t help but smile.
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“This is you. Good luck.” My driver smiled as he dropped me off at my aunt’s ranch.

I watched as the car disappeared back down the long driveway. For the first time in my life, I was out of the city. 

This place was beautiful. The big blue sky above me seemed to go on forever. The sun was shining down on me, and it felt different somehow. Almost warmer. 

As I looked around, I noticed the openness. No big tall buildings blocking out the sun. No neighbours right beside me. Then there was the quietness. No horns honking or cars revving. Not a single siren to be heard in the distance. The only sound was a light breeze mixed with the songs of birds. As I took my time to circle, I noticed nothing but fields that appeared never to end. On one side of me was a big red barn. I had never seen one in person before, only in pictures. They existed. Close to it sat a small log cabin. It, too, looked like something from a picture or even a calendar.

Behind me was another dirt road. In the distance, I could see another barn. It was much longer than this one. I could hear the faint sound of voices and horses on the breeze. Where the two roads met, there was a sign with an arrow. It read TO STABLES. I had no idea what a stable was, but I made a mental note to find out.

As I started towards the house, I noticed the dust my shoes kicked up with each step I took. Fascinating. It was so different here than in the city. Everything was different. I suddenly felt a calmness I had never experienced before. It was like time had stopped without the hustle and noise of the city around me.

I took my time walking over to the house, taking it all in. This was my first adventure outside of the city of Vancouver, and so far, it was proving to be a good one. I set my bag down on the step and sat down beside it. My whole life was in that bag—a life I didn’t miss at all, not after experiencing this scenery.

I sat and watched the breeze tickle the leaves on the nearby trees. A couple of birds flew overhead. Even they seemed to be relaxed and enjoying the wide open sky above me.

I don’t know how long I sat there enjoying the peace and quiet. At that moment, I could have sat there forever without a care in the world. 

Suddenly, the door behind me creaked open and scared me. I jumped up and spun around. Standing there was an older woman. She appeared to be around the same age as my mother.

“Aunt Amy?” I asked quietly.

“No, my dear. I am not. You must be Miller?” She spoke with an accent. One I heard before, but I didn’t know where.

“I am,” I replied nervously. My whole life was about to change again. I hoped for the better. I don’t know why, but this place felt different to me. It already felt like home. What if there had been a mistake, and they didn’t want me there? I couldn’t go back to Vancouver now, not after seeing this place.

“I’m Roo. Amy’s partner. It’s a nickname she gave me when we met. It’s an Australian thing, I guess. Fast forward sixteen years, and everyone calls me that. Even my parents.” She got a big smile when she said it.

Roo? As in kangaroo? Her accent made sense now. She had to be the Australian business partner my father had spoken of. They had met the same year I was born. The same year Amy defected from my family.

“Miller. Miller London. No middle name. I don’t know why I don’t have one or where my parents got my name, but yeah, Miller. I guess I’m your new roommate,” I nervously rambled on and reached my hand out toward her, intending to shake hers.

She didn’t take it. Instead, she pulled me into a hug. It caught me off guard. I wasn’t used to hugs. My parents weren’t very affectionate with me. Neither were my grandparents. I tried to remember the last time someone had hugged me. I struggled to find the answer. Even at my parents’ funerals, no one had offered one. 

Just as suddenly as when she had hugged me, she let go and held me at arm’s length from her. She looked up and down at me.

“You and Amy have the same eyes. The same hair colour. Your faces are the same shape. I can see the family resemblance.”

“Thank you?” I heard the nervousness in my voice as I tried to process everything that had just happened. My mind was full of questions. How did they meet? Where? What kind of business did they own?

I opened my mouth to ask, but the only words that came out were, “What’s a stable?” Again, I heard all of the nervousness in my voice.

She let go of me and chuckled. “You are just like Amy. She asked me the same thing the first time she saw one. A stable is a fancy way of saying a barn with horses. Speaking of Amy, here she comes now. Miller, don’t be nervous. She is nervous enough for both of you.” I could see a look of concern in her eyes as she looked behind me.

I turned to see my aunt for the first time. As she got closer, I noticed Roo had been right. She looked like me. She had the same light brown hair as me. We had the same chin and nose. Our eyes were the same colour. I found it oddly strange that we looked
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