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CHAPTER 1
A HARD DECISION

 

Jane held her head high in spite of the winter chill as she walked into the waterfront restaurant in Southgate, Melbourne that evening. Daniel, her husband, moved alongside her as they approached the bar. Cooks and waiters scurried in all directions. They were seated at a table in timber-backed chairs. A lit candle centred the table. Daniel looked dashing in his tight-fitting grey silk shirt and black pants. His soulful blue eyes fell onto hers for a moment.

She adored the dimples on his cheeks and his tall, muscular frame. His dark-brown hair was wavy but short. She loved threading her hands through it. She would miss that. She would miss all of him.

Jane turned to the window with a view of the river, the Flinders Street clock tower, and the city’s lights. She enjoyed living in Melbourne, but tonight was not a night she would enjoy.

It had been two years since their sweet five-year-old daughter, Joy, died, and now it was time. Jane wanted to move forward. Daniel knew it too. She wanted to tell him everything. Daniel could never know. It had to be this way.

“I’ll have a glass of your house wine thanks.” She watched Daniel. He smiled half-heartedly at the waiter, then he placed his order.

“A light beer.”

He squished his brows together, his thumb and index finger resting under his chin as he stared at her thoughtfully. “Are you okay?”

Jane nodded. “Sure. Why do you ask?”

“Well, this last month you haven’t been yourself. You’ve been quiet, distant, and secretive.” He pondered for a moment. “I mean, I know we’ve been grieving Joy, but things seem worse recently. I’m assuming there’s something else going on.”

Jane pressed her hands together. The waiter brought their drinks. She picked up the glass and took a sip, biding her time as she figured out where to begin. She could never tell him the real truth, but she could let Daniel know about moving forward.

Daniel never took his eyes off her. She was momentarily distracted by a young girl wearing ribbons, her hair tied up in pigtails, wearing a colourful floral dress and the brightest red shoes. She smiled at the girl as she sat down with a young man and woman Jane assumed were her parents. Tears stung Jane’s eyes when the young girl smiled back at her. It was like she was seeing Joy all over again. Her darling Joy. She pressed the heel of her palm against her chest, then bowed her head.

Daniel leaned forward and took Jane’s hand in his. He stroked it, soothing. “She is gorgeous, isn’t she? It’s like she’s come back in someone else’s body. Maybe it’s her in spirit.”

Jane laughed softly and pulled away from Daniel. “I’d like to think that way, but she’ll never be with us in body. She’s gone, Daniel.”

Jane drew a hand through her strawberry blonde hair, and took a calming breath. The waiter returned to take their meal order. After placing their order of a seafood platter to share, Jane felt it was time.

“Listen, Daniel. I need to tell you something.”

Daniel put down his glass. “Is this about my brother again?”

Jane winced and drew back. “No, it’s not about Ron, it’s about Julie, and us.”

Daniel’s face blushed then he turned away. “What are you talking about?”

“You have a good heart, Daniel, but—but I can’t live a lie anymore. You deserve much better. I know you’ve always loved Julie. It’s always been her.”

Daniel’s shoulders deflated. “I do love you, Jane. Please know that you’ve made me happy.”

Jane nodded and reached for his hand. “I know you love me, but you love Julie more. You love both of us in a different way, and I respect that. I understand that both of you have been loyal to me for a long time, but it stops now. There’s nothing to tie you to me. Joy is gone, you don’t have to do the right thing anymore.” She let go of his hand when the waiter approached. He set down their platter and left. The smell of herbs, lemon, and sea air permeated her senses. A bitter-sweet feeling that made her want to eat but run away too.

“Oh, Jane, I’m sorry. I never wanted to hurt you.”

Jane fought back tears, but she knew this was the right thing to do. It was also right to keep her own secrets, for Daniel’s sake.

“I know.” She gave him a reassuring smile. In spite of feeling the pain of having to let him go, she also felt a sense of relief and freedom. “I just want you to know that you can be with Julie now. It’s your time.”

Jane dug into a shelled prawn, deveining it, squeezing lemon onto it, then taking a bite. She loved the juicy texture as the clean, fresh seafood dripped onto her plate. Biting into the rest of the prawn, she looked up at Daniel who picked at the oysters au naturel. In one quick swoop, he swallowed one whole.

“Why now? What made you decide at this point?” he asked.

She shrugged. “We’ve been separated before, but now that we’ve grieved for Joy, I think we’re both ready to move on.” She looked away. “We cared for Joy for years as she faded away from cancer. I think we needed each other then.”

He sighed. “And there’s nothing else going on here?”

Jane shook her head, but avoided his eyes.

“It’s just that you’ve seemed stressed lately, and I just wonder what brought it on.” He knit his brows. “And it’s definitely not Ron?”

Jane looked at the girl again. She was playing peekaboo with the man sitting across from her.

“You need to let that go. Maybe try to get to know your brother better. He’s not that bad of a guy.”

“And you know this because?”

Jane averted her eyes. She dug into a chilli pepper-filled mussel and pricked her fork into the soft texture. The spice hit her hard, but she enjoyed it.

“I just want you to be happy.”

Daniel’s gaze turned serious. “And I want you to be happy, I really don’t deserve you. You need a man better than me, one who will never hurt you as I did.”

She shook her head. “Oh, stop it! You gave me a good life, and I have no regrets. We’ll still be the best of friends. I mean, Julie and I are friends, and I’ll be seeing you often I’m sure.” She changed the subject. “Are you still going interstate for work tomorrow?”

He nodded. “Just for the day. I should be back early evening.”

Jane smiled at Daniel. She sipped at her water, hiding behind her glass. If this was the right thing, why did she not feel right about anything?

 


CHAPTER 2
SHOCKING NEWS

 

Julie Robbins stepped out of her car. The sharp wind fell across her cheek as she flipped her long, auburn curls away from her face. With a sigh, she smiled at her Edwardian terrace home with its steel-based balcony, crème facade, and picket fence.

Julie headed inside, carrying an assortment of roses. Each week she brought home a bushel of flowers from her floristry shop. The textures, fragrant smells, and aesthetic appeal warmed her heart and reminded her that there was still some beauty left in the world.

Her darling father left her a huge inheritance after he died. She was only ten years of age. She knew what she wanted to do with the money long before the trust was released to her. Her mother hadn’t approved, but eventually came around. She lived with her mother for many years before moving out on her own and deciding to use the inheritance to open her floristry shop. Her mother received her fair share and lived comfortably while also helping out occasionally in the shop.

She missed her father. The way he used to brush her curly hair, or push her on the swing in the local park. Even the way he’d make up nicknames she hated like ‘sweetie pie’ and ‘crown jewels’. Things may have been different if only he’d been there when… She shuddered at the memories, preferring to keep the darkness of the past where it belonged.

She pulled a vase out of the cupboard, filled it with water, and put in the roses. She centred the vase on her antique oak table. The flowers made the house feel like a home. She stared up at her abstract paintings and took in the textures, bright brush strokes, and the light and shade that represented a concept or idea. The hues of pinks echoed the roses in the vase on the table. Hanging nearby were portraits of Mahatma Ghandi posing with his hands clasped in prayer, and Mother Teresa with her smiling eyes.

Julie wandered outside to the balcony and sat on one of the fold-up wooden chairs. She took in the view of Carlton and the Central Business District, savouring the sounds of traffic, the songs and wingbeats of soaring birds, and the rattle of trams. One year ago, she would’ve hated the noise. At that time, she lived with her mother. Now, Julie loved the safety net of her home.

Her best friend, Lisa, had been working overseas during her trauma, and had only recently moved back to Melbourne. Lara and Brooke had offered their support and helped her through those terrible months. Now, her close friend Jane was there in the aftermath. She had been under stress from work lately, and still grieving for Joy, but in spite of this, Jane supported Julie.

Julie only wished she could return the favour. In spite of Jane telling her that work was what stressed her out, Julie felt it was much more than that. She would often be out with Jane when her friend would get all jittery and look over her shoulder. A number of times, Jane had asked Julie to repeat things as if she wasn’t fully present in the conversation. It was unlike her to be distant and anxious. It reminded Julie a bit of her own behaviour after Mark. But there was nothing Julie could do as long as Jane refused to talk.

Daniel, Jane’s husband and a dear friend, was a life-saver. Jane had introduced Daniel to her before they got married. They had quickly become friends. Since Mark, Daniel checked up on Julie often and fixed things around the house. He had never once pressured her to talk about her ordeal, giving her the space she needed to heal in her own time.

Julie headed back inside to prepare a dinner of chicken risotto. As she opened the fridge to grab the chicken and mushrooms, her phone rang. She grabbed it from the kitchen table, and answered.

“Julie?” It was Daniel.

Her chest tightened and butterflies circled around in her stomach. “Daniel. How are you?”

He paused. “I have—have—”

She swallowed. Daniel didn’t sound like his usual cheery self. “What’s wrong? Is Jane okay?”

He whimpered. “I just don’t know how to tell you this.”

Julie waited for him to continue, shifting her weight uncomfortably. Her lips were dry, and she tried to shake the uneasy feeling and ache in her head. What could be so bad that talkative Daniel was at a loss for words?

When he finally spoke, he didn’t mince his words. “Jane’s dead!”

Julie dropped the phone. Her body shook and the tears flooded her cheeks. She swallowed. She struggled to find the phone, her gaze blurred by her tears. “Tell me it isn’t true.”

Daniel sucked in a shaky gasp. “Jane. She—she appears to have—killed herself. I found a suicide note.” Daniel muffled his whimpers. “I found her body last night.”

She tried to absorb his words. He had found her body. She couldn’t fathom the trauma of that event.

Julie sat down, the stream of tears burning her cheeks. “What do you mean she killed herself? She would never do that. No, Daniel. No.”

More silence. “The coroner and the police are investigating her sudden death.” He paused. “I think—she just couldn’t cope with the loss of Joy.”

My God! Joy, their daughter, died two years ago. And now this.

“I am sorry, Daniel. Are you okay?”

“I’m struggling, but I can’t do anything now. She’s gone.” He started crying.

Her heart broke in two. “Would you like me to come over, keep you company?”

“No, I’ll be fine. I just need to be by myself for a while, process it all, you know.”

She didn’t know what to say. She needed to keep it together, for Daniel. He didn’t need to worry about her grief too. “Sure, Daniel. Is there anything I can do?”

Sniffling occurred in the background. “No, I’ll be fine,” he said.

“And the funeral?”

“The police are investigating the death, talking to family members, speaking to her doctor, that sort of stuff—I don’t know when they’ll release her body. The funeral is on hold for the moment.”

Julie fought hard to gain control of her voice. “Are you sure there isn’t anything I can help you with? Anything I can do?”

He cleared his throat. “No, it’s fine. I have Jane’s family supporting me, but thanks for the offer.”

Julie fought back further tears. “I am sorry. What do the police think?”

Daniel’s voice croaked. “The police think there’s more to the story, but they’re not saying what exactly. I just don’t know how long it’s going to take.”

“Have the police spoken to you?”

The silence sounded ominous to Julie. “Daniel? Did the police question you?”

He sighed. “They seem to think I might’ve had something to do with it. I guess they usually suspect those closest to the victim.” Silence resounded. “We went out to a restaurant the night before last, but I never thought she would…”

Julie closed her eyes, the tightness in her gut prominent as she thought of Daniel being questioned as a suspect. “That’s ridiculous, Daniel. I know you’d never do anything like that. I guess they’re just doing their job and need to cover their bases. I’ll come by soon for a visit. Take care.”

“Thanks. Will do.”

They both hung up. Julie bowed her head over her hands and cried. She would never again see her friend, never again laugh or cry with her. She would never again look into Jane’s bright blue eyes or joke with her. How could she go on without her friend’s smile, her love for others, or her bubbly personality?

How could she not see it? Why didn’t she know that Jane was suicidal? If only she’d reached out to her. Surely, they could’ve sorted out the grief or whatever else was going on. She could’ve had counselling and had the support of her friends and Daniel. It was inconceivable to think she had given up just like that, without any warning or without giving her any idea of suicide. Deep down, she couldn’t believe her friend would kill herself. It didn’t seem real. Her friend would never do this. She wouldn’t.

Julie didn’t think the stress Jane had confronted had anything to do with Joy. Although the grief was significant, Jane had managed her daughter’s loss well the year before. There had to be more to this.

 


CHAPTER 3
FRIENDLY SUPPORT

 

Julie’s legs felt like lead as she walked along Lygon Street towards Brunetti’s two days later to meet her friends, Lisa, Lara, and Brooke. The funeral delayed, they decided a gathering in honour of Jane was in order. Brunetti’s was one of Jane’s favourite places. The crisp, winter air chilled her to the bone as she tightened her trench coat around her waist; another reminder of Jane who had bought her the coat for her birthday. Many other events brought a smile to her face as she thought about how Jane would take her to her favourite restaurants, bring over homemade meals, and watch the craziest comedies. She’d had an amazing time, and cherished those memories more than ever. She’d never get those experiences with Jane ever again. She missed her friend dearly.

Julie breathed a sigh of relief as the warmth of the interior of Lygon Court enveloped her. Her eyes roamed. She watched the huddles of people walking in and out of the centre, buying coffee and cakes, or browsing the other shops in the area.

Someone tapped Julie on the shoulder. She jumped, startled, and turned around. Lisa leaned in to hug her tightly. “Oh, darling, I cannot believe it about Jane. How are you doing?” Lisa took a step back.

Lisa’s cool, green eyes stared. Her brooding expression made her cheeks dimple.

Julie answered Lisa’s question. “I’m still in shock, actually. How are you?”

Lisa shrugged, then drew a hand through her lengthy blonde hair. Men in the surrounding area stared at Lisa, but she didn’t seem to notice it, oblivious to her stunning looks as usual. “I’m still processing it, just like you.”

Julie nodded. “Well, you see death quite a bit in your work, don’t you?”

“Sure, but you never get used to it. Being a nurse can tend to suck.” She gave her a reassuring smile. “What did Daniel say?”

Julie swallowed, briefly closing her eyes. “She left a suicide note. The police are investigating the cause of death.”

Lisa shook her head. “I cannot get my head around this, girl.” She hesitated. “I never thought she would kill herself. Was she that unhappy?”

Julie shrugged. “I didn’t think she was. This just doesn’t make any sense.” She hugged herself, still feeling the chill.

They ambled to a free table inside the restaurant. Jane loved the busy ambience and the aroma of freshly brewed coffee. They had always argued over who would pay for the food and drinks. But now she was gone. Jane would never be at Brunetti’s ever again.

Lisa approached the counter to order cappuccinos for both of them. As Julie was heading back to a set table, Lara and Brooke arrived.

“Hi, Julie,” Lara said. She kissed Julie’s cheek and embraced her. Lara had gone through some harrowing experiences recently too; the one good thing that had come out of Julie’s trauma was Lara’s friendship. She had a tough spirit.

“Julie, I’m sorry,” Brooke said as she leaned in for a hug. Brooke had been friends with Julie after Lara introduced them. She loved Brooke’s open and honest opinions. She was authentic and had a heart as big as Lara’s.

Lisa headed to the table carrying the cappuccinos. She greeted both Lara and Brooke, then Lara headed to the counter for their orders.

After a few minutes, Lara brought back a cafe latte for herself and an espresso for Brooke. She settled them on their table. They all sat in silence for a few minutes.

Finally, Julie answered their unspoken question and recounted what Daniel had told her. “I just don’t think she would ever kill herself. Something doesn’t feel right.”

Lara took her hand. “I guess you’re still processing it.”

Julie turned away and watched the barista as he steamed milk. “No, it’s more than that.”

Lara drew a nervous hand through her hair and frowned. “What are you saying, Julie?”

Julie slouched. “I don’t know what I’m saying, but I just don’t want to believe it. It can’t be true.” She watched passers-by carrying drinks and sweets, children running in between the adults’ legs, the hustle and bustle of people coming and going, and smelled the aroma of spices, fresh coffee beans, and sugary delights.

“Wouldn’t Jane have come to us if something was wrong?” Julie cleared her throat, looking back at the glum faces of all her friends. Lara bowed her head while Lisa and Brooke stared as if processing things. “Jane would never resort to suicide. She’d come to us first.”

Lisa uncrossed her arms then sipped her coffee. “Maybe, but this time must’ve been different. Something she felt she couldn’t tell us.”

“I don’t know. I hate that we have to wait for Jane’s funeral. It just doesn’t feel real,” Julie said.

Brooke leaned in. “We can still honour Jane in some other ways for now.”

Julie closed her eyes briefly. “I know you guys didn’t know her for long, but she was the best. She’d never do that to Daniel or her family. I know her.”

Lisa pursed her lips. “I agree with you, Julie. But there’s nothing you can do right now. Just be patient.” She touched her friend’s hand. “We can go visit Daniel and get his take on things. He’ll need our support.”

Julie nodded. “I guess Lisa and I could visit tomorrow.” She turned to Lara and Brooke. “Did you guys want to come with us?”

“No, it’s probably best for him to see her closest friends. Brooke and I didn’t really know Jane that well. We’ll come to the funeral when that happens.”

Lisa watched as Lara placed her hand on her stomach. “Are you okay?”

A smile spread over her face. “I just felt the baby kick.”

Brooke hovered and pressed her hand against Lara’s stomach. “Let me feel.” A minute later, she beamed. “I felt that too. Wow! What a miracle.”

Julie’s mood lifted. “I am happy for you and Jarod. How is married life treating you, now with the baby coming along?”

Lara’s eyes lit up. “Oh, he’s amazing. The love of my life and my rock. I don’t know what I’d do without Jarod. Every day I love him that much more.”

Julie turned to Brooke. “And how’s Mike doing?”

Brooke held a grin. “Great too. We’ve started talking about marriage. Thinking maybe in the next year we’ll get hitched. What do you think, girls?”

Julie, Lisa and Lara rose to lean in for a group hug. “Oh, that’s great news. Jane would’ve been happy for you too,” Julie said.

“And she would’ve wanted to coordinate the wedding for you,” said Lisa.

They sat back down and Lara lifted up her mug. “To Jane.”

“To Jane,” they said.

Julie was excited for Brooke and Lara’s happiness, but they were wrong about Jane. Their comments came from their need to console Julie, but they didn’t know Jane like she did. Julie refused to believe that Jane would resort to suicide before coming to her friends for help.

 


CHAPTER 4
CONDOLENCES

 

Julie and Lisa stepped over the cracked path with surrounding geraniums, begonias, and pansies. Ferns and potted plants lined the side of the door, which was solid timber and held a heavy gold knocker, of the two-storey brick veneer house.

Julie knocked on the door and waited with bated breath for a minute. That minute dragged on forever. She didn’t know how Daniel would appear, or even what to say to him. What did you normally say to someone who was grieving? ‘I’m sorry for your loss? If there’s anything you need, I’m there.’ She didn’t know what she could say to make Daniel feel better. Nothing would make him feel better, she decided. After all, those kinds of words didn’t make her feel any better, but she could at least offer him support.

Lisa and Julie shared a look. They had discussed what to say in the car, but Lisa still wrung her hands, nervous. Julie’s throat felt parched.

The door swung open and Daniel managed a weak smile. “I’m glad you’re both here. Come in,” Daniel said.

Julie’s heart leapt. His mesmerising blue eyes, the waves in his dark-brown hair, the dimples that lit up his face, and his good looks made him look younger than his thirty years. Daniel kissed Julie on the cheek, causing a flutter to spread in her heart.

He kissed Lisa on the cheek as well then ushered them inside.

“We’re sorry for your loss,” said Julie.

He nodded. “Thanks.”

He led the way through the foyer and Julie’s heart broke. Reminders of Joy were everywhere. The family pictures hanging in the living room and on the mantelpiece, the assortment of stuffed toys planted on a toy box, a scrapbook, and a trinket box. Jane’s decor blended in well Daniel’s. He had added a handmade timber bookshelf, a solid mahogany coffee table, a smart TV, and a beige leather couch that seated at least six people. He loved woodwork and made things with his hands as a hobby, but he worked as a computer engineer by day. There was a shrine of remembrance facing the fireplace that held candles.

Julie and Lisa sat on the couch in awkward silence. Daniel looked over his shoulder as if he was expecting someone.

“Can I get you something to drink, a coffee maybe?”

“No, I’m fine,” said Julie.

“Me too,” said Lisa.

An awkward silence descended again and Daniel fidgeted as he stared down at the floor. The moment was interrupted by a short and petite woman in her fifties. She entered the living room with an air of confidence and stiff posture. She had a pointed nose and her blonde hair was in a bun, with a spray of freckles around her nose. In spite of her small stature, she held a regal presence. She wore a beautiful black knit dress with a high neck, tight-fitted, and a knitted bow on the top right side.

“This is my mother, Mary. Mother, this is Julie and Lisa, friends of Jane.” Daniel avoided his mother’s eyes, his mind was clearly elsewhere.

Both Julie and Lisa ascended to greet her. “Pleased to meet you, Mary,” said Julie.

“The pleasure is all mine,” said Mary.

“I just love your dress. Is that a designer dress?” said Lisa.

Julie gave Lisa a strange look. Why ask such a question at a time like this? Sometimes she could be blunt in the weirdest of circumstances.

“It’s Armani, dear.”

Lisa nodded, then turned away. She watched Julie for a moment and frowned. Maybe she had tried to lighten the moment but failed.

“I assume Daniel has asked about drinks?” Mary said.

Julie watched helplessly after Daniel. Nothing would comfort him at the moment. Particularly after seeing Jane’s body. The traumatic image would possibly stay with him forever. “Yes, we’re fine, thanks,” Julie said.

Daniel turned to his mother. “Mother, I’d love a Scotch.”

She nodded. “Sure, darling. I’ll bring one right over.”

Julie watched Daniel. His hands shook, and his cheeks looked pale and gaunt. He had dark circles under his eyes and kept his head down, staring at the carpet, avoiding both their eyes. A chill permeated the air and the silence was almost eerie.

“Have you heard anything from the police, Daniel?” Julie asked.

He looked up as if she’d interrupted his thoughts. Maybe it was a bad idea to come over after such a short time. He wasn’t ready for visitors.

“Not yet. I just wish this didn’t happen, and I don’t know what to do with myself.”

“I know, but you have our support. Whatever you need, we’ll be here for you.”

He stared right through her, unable to be fully present. “I know lately she’d been stressed at work, working crazy hours, but that wouldn’t be enough for her to—” He averted his eyes. “And with Joy, well that was two years ago. She still held on to it, the grief. But she seemed to be better there for a while, even if something at work might have caused this. I don’t know.”

His mother returned. She approached and handed him his glass. “Darling, don’t worry about this. You know she’d been depressed about Joy for a long time, and that’s why you moved back here from Perth. She couldn’t cope with her grief, darling.”

“I don’t know, Mother. Maybe—”

“Maybe nothing, darling. Don’t make yourself sick over it. Jane wouldn’t want that for you. She’d want you to remember the good times, the sweet memories.”

Julie spoke up. “That’s such a nice thing to say about the memories. We all have those beautiful memories, and Jane loved you very much.”

Daniel stood up with clenched fists. “What the hell! If she loved me, then why did she kill herself? Damn weakness, that’s all it was. Stupidity, and a cop-out.”

Lisa rose. “Daniel, please don’t speak about Jane that way. She was a great person, a great wife, mother, and friend. She deserves our respect.”

He sighed heavily. His eyes squinted and he bit his lower lip before continuing. “How the hell would you know what it’s like? To grieve a daughter then my wife. How would you ever know?”

Mary moved closer and reached for Daniel’s hand, but he pulled it away. “Darling, we’re here for you. Please.”

His body was shaking. “I’m going upstairs. You can see yourselves out.” Daniel stormed up the stairs without turning back.

Julie froze. What had they done? They came to offer support, but Daniel needed time alone. They’d rushed it, but Jane was their friend and they wanted to be there for Daniel. She couldn’t believe he’d said those things about Jane. How could he even think that Jane was ever weak or stupid? This suicide just didn’t make any sense to her. She was at a loss to explain the situation but understood that Daniel’s anger was part of the grieving process.

“I’m sorry,” said Julie. She stood up. “We’ll leave.”

Mary gave her a reassuring smile. “I’m sorry about Daniel. He just needs time.”

Julie nodded. “I know. Please let him know we’re here for him if he needs anything.”

Mary shook both their hands. “Of course. You take care now.”

As Julie and Lisa left, the air outside was a welcome relief. She could finally breathe and let out her tears. Lisa stroked her shoulder then pushed her aside. “I’ll drive. You have a good cry in the car. It’s okay.”

She rubbed her face and wiped her eyes with a tissue. Her body trembled and her hands felt numb. “Thanks, Lisa. You’re a good friend.”

“You’re never alone, girl. Never. Anything you need, just let me know.”

Julie followed Lisa into her car. She curled up into the seat, with scattered thoughts filling her mind while Lisa drove. The images of Daniel’s pain and anger were at the forefront of her mind. The death and loss of Jane felt like knives stabbing her deeply in the heart. The tears fell easily, and were totally out of her control.

 


CHAPTER 5
MULTIPLE GRIEF

 

Daniel hammered the nail hard into the beam, barely missing the top of his index finger. He had to get this storage box done by the end of the day. He refused to give anything of Jane’s away just yet. It was too soon. He couldn’t let go of any of her items, and refused to be pressured by Jane’s family. He was reminded of his time in Perth and the way her family had treated him, thinking he never cared about Jane. He might not have loved Jane the way a husband should, but he cared about her, and did right by her during her pregnancy with Joy. As soon as he found out she was pregnant, he felt it was the right thing to marry her in spite of being in love with Julie.

Jane’s family was a force to be reckoned with. The type of people who’d put Jane down and expect her to behave according to their rules of etiquette. He considered them to be snobs, and they looked down on him simply because he didn’t come from a wealthy family background. They pretended to care about Jane’s welfare when it came to their marriage. What a load of phonies! Now they couldn’t wait to get rid of her things and wanted some of her heirlooms back. Jane’s parents had recently arrived in Melbourne, awaiting the funeral and were staying with friends. He didn’t know how long it would take until funeral ceremony.

A splinter jammed into his finger. “Damn wood!” He rushed to the study, grabbed a sewing needle, and picked at his skin until the splinter fell out. He much preferred the sting of the needle than the death of his wife. It was too much. He needed to keep busy, needed to be by himself. He was tired of having visitors. He didn’t know what to say. He had nothing to say. It was all too much. Then one thought led to another. From his wife to his daughter. His darling Joy. He wanted to cry, but tears were not forthcoming. He still remembered her huge smile, her choking hugs, and her cute voice. She always wanted him to read her books about dragons, animals, and fairies. He would read the same book over and over again. She would touch his hand, squeeze it, and say, “I love you, Daddy. You’re my favourite daddy in the whole wide world.”

That day she was diagnosed with leukaemia felt like one hundred needles penetrating his heart. He couldn’t focus, and a hollow feeling came over him. At least she no longer suffered.

The endless hospital appointments, blood tests, bouts of chemotherapy, and medications, but nothing worked. In the end, she had lost her battle and their world had become much smaller. Daniel would never again hear Joy’s laugh, cry, or the sound of his daughter’s voice. He would never again















