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    The Three Marys

  



  

     


    For Goose Lane’s diamond anniversary — an array of six scintillating stories, gems mined from sixty years of Canada’s finest publishing and polished to the brightest hues. This multi-volume collection includes the following:


     


    Famed poet Alden Nowlan’s A Boy’s Life of Napoleon, adapted from his first novel, The Wanton Troopers, posthumously published by Goose Lane in 1988


     


    Douglas Glover’s strange and affecting


    Woman Gored by Bison Lives


     


    The Three Marys, a Christmas story with a bite, adapted by Lynn Coady from her debut novel, Strange Heaven


     


    Simran, a twisting tour-de-force by


    Shauna Singh Baldwin


     


    Kathryn Kuitenbrouwer’s stunning


    What Had Become of Us


     


    Knife Party, a wild tale of an Italian vacation gone off the rails, from Mark Anthony Jarman’s highly anticipated new collection, forthcoming in 2015


  




 

 


    Fiction by Lynn Coady

 


    Hellgoing (2013)


    The Antagonist (2011)


    Mean Boy (2006)


    Saints of Big Harbour (2002)


    Play the Monster Blind (2000)


    Strange Heaven (1998)


     

  


  

  

     


     


    “The Three Marys” previously appeared in the 1999 anthology Home for Christmas: Stories from the Maritimes and Newfoundland and originally, in a different form, as part of Lynn Coady’s 1998 novel, Strange Heaven, both published by Goose Lane Editions.


  




 

 

    Up in the hospital’s teen lounge were bruise-eyed thirteen-year-olds who sat with IV skeletons behind them, cutting holes into folded pieces of white paper for gluing the shapes together to make bells, candles, and holly. Once these were finished, the craft lady would string a piece of gold thread through the top, because they were to be sold at the Christmas Craft Fair — all proceeds going to the Hospital for Sick Children — as tree ornaments.


    Bridget was there, too. She and the rest of them from Four South — the Psych Ward — were being forced up daily to create their own individual masterpieces. Byron complained about it. He said it was hideous and “Dickensian” to force these children, who uniformly wanted to lie down and die, into the lounge to listen to Burl Ives and toil on a felt-and-glitter production line. Nurse Gabby told him that a lot of the children found doing crafts to be therapeutic.


    “What about those of us who don’t find it therapeutic, but a sadistic torment?”


    “Some people don’t know something will be therapeutic until they try it,” Gabby soothed, shooing the herd of them into the elevator.


    If Bridget got any pleasure from seeing Byron hacking a swastika out of green felt to the tune of “Holly Jolly Christmas,” it was only when she looked at him alone, and not at the others sitting in a row with them at the long table. The sight of them made her think that he was right. Dying children shouldn’t be expected to make Christmas ornaments out of felt. People would buy them at the craft sale and put them on their trees: Look! An actual dying child made this manger. We understand it was cystic fibrosis. And here’s our leukemia candy cane. And we got this wreath from the Indian reservation.


    There was no denying that some of them probably did enjoy the diversion, or were at least being diverted by it. One translucent fourteen- year-old — whom Bridget, with her new-found expertise, would have diagnosed as anorexic, but later learned had full-blown AIDS — had a particular flair for the decorations. She could even twist the felt in elaborate ways to give the finished product a three-dimensional effect, and the craft lady would always hold her latest creations up for everyone else to be inspired by and talk about the new dialysis machine or surgical laser it would help the hospital to buy. The girl would sneeze, picking up another wad of felt and eating glue off her fingers.


    Bridget was another of the craft lady’s stars. Sick of the felt and glitter, she had been looking through some of the lady’s craft books and come across what looked like a fairly easy method of making lovely, ornate snowflakes simply by curling strips of white paper and gluing them together. She soon found out that it wasn’t easy to do at all. It was extremely intricate work, and it took Bridget four days of her teen-lounge time to complete the first one, which by all accounts was a masterpiece. The craft lady exhorted her to come up with at least five more before the sale, so Bridget began taking her work downstairs to the ward with her. The snowflakes required tremendous concentration. Bridget worked on them every spare moment, which in her present mode of existence meant practically all the time. Gabby and Dr. Solomon could not have been more supportive of this new interest, Bridget’s first and only interest since being admitted.


    It seemed to make Solomon all the more certain that her decision to send Bridget back home for the holidays was the right one. For the first time since informing Bridget of her discharge, on report of the snowflakes, Solomon came round the ward to view Bridget’s handiwork.


    “These are just lovely. ”


    “Ya want one?”


    “I’d love to have one. And maybe you could donate a couple for the ward’s tree. ”


    “Take your pick.”


    “Thank you, Bridget. You’ve got a wonderful eye. I’m sure you’ll do very well in pottery. ”


    “Pottery,” said Bridget, looking up.


    “Have you enrolled at the college yet?”


    “No. I guess I better do that, eh?”


    “I would think so. It must be getting rather late. ”


    “Yeah, I’ll do it. ”


    “Are you looking forward to going home?”


    “Oh, I dunno. ”


    “I’m sure your family will be glad to have you back. Your Uncle Albert especially. ”


    “Albert doesn’t even live with us. ”


    “Oh!” The doctor moved her electrolysed eyebrows slightly. “I was given to understand that he did. He was so insistent you be sent home. ”


     


    It was because Albert liked for people to be where they goddamn well belonged. He had been harassing the entire ward ever since Bridget’s arrival. Gabby told her this. Gabby had related that sometimes he would call up on the pretext of wanting to speak to Bridget and instead take the opportunity to blast whichever nurse had picked up the phone.


    “Hello, Four South. ”


    “Is Bridget Murphy there, please?” Polite, older-male-relative voice.


    “Yes, if you’ll hold a . . . ”


    “Well, Jesus liftin’ , when are you fag psychiatric sons of whores gonna let her out of that hellhole?”


    “Would you like to speak to Bridget, sir?”


    “I’d like to speak to her all right. I’d like to speak to her sitting in her own goddamn kitchen is where I’d like to speak with her, but I can’t do that until you bastards decide to turn her loose — as if she’s some kind of Jesus menace to society or something. ”


    And the nurses, being psychiatric nurses, wouldn’t be as quick to respond in the same way that someone else in the same situation might — namely by hanging up on the raving old fart. They were psychiatric nurses who had been trained for every eventuality, and this sort of thing they were eternally ready for. The family was a volatile thing. The family — usually the organism responsible for the child’s internment in Four South in the first place — could not normally be expected to comprehend why one of its number would need to be there. Bridget gathered that phone calls like Albert’s were more or less par for the course in Gabby’s line of work. Leaning back into the chair and lighting a cigarette, whichever nurse was on shift would robotically switch into a mode of soothing rationality once the first note of hostility reached her ears.


    “It’s not that she’s a menace to society, sir, that’s not the case at all. It’s just that she needs a bit of sheltering right now. ”


    “Shelter she can get from her family!”


    “No, obviously not, or she wouldn’t be here. ”


    “What the eff is that supposed to mean?”


    “I only mean that your daughter has come through a hard time, and often, following events as overwhelming as a pregnancy and adoption, a young woman will need a period of . . . hibernation, if you will . . . ”


    “She’s not my goddamned daughter. ”


    “Oh. To whom am I —”


    “This is her uncle, by god! Albert Patrick Murphy!”


    “Well, Mr. Murphy, we do appreciate your concern —”


    “Yah, well, you may as well appreciate me hole for all the good it does.”


    Bridget often thought her uncle must be unique. He was the only man she knew who saved his temper for strangers rather than his family and friends, and not the other way around. When she’ d lived with him and Bernadette in the late summertime, Albert would curse at the TV news and its single mothers (“welfare sluts”), simultaneously leaning over to pour Bridget more tea and berate the little bastard who was her undoing.


    “You’re a good girl,” he would tell her over and over again. “You’re a good girl and a goddamn smart girl and no little puke from Home Hardware is going to mess up a future as bright as yours, good girl.” Bridget tried for a couple of minutes to envision it, a future as bright as hers.


     


    Her father was a craftsman. Once, he had worked for the government, had practically run the town at one point, but residents soon became appalled at the kind of upheaval he was constantly trying to achieve. He had wanted to build a senior citizens’ home, for one thing. He had wanted “Causeway Days” — the spring festival — to attract more tourists, to entail more than a five-float parade down the main street, two of which were furnished by the mill, three of which were no more than locals in toilet-paper-decorated pickups with signs on the front reading stuff like “Jimmy Archie’s Lumber ” or “Come to Dan Hughie’s Garage. Two for 99 on O Henrys.”


    Bridget’s father had also wanted some kind of musical event other than the traditional bagpipe contest that had led him to refer to the
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