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Destroy the Innocent, the second book in the Destroy Me Trilogy, takes place five years before the first book, Destroy the Pretty. The books are complete as standalones and can be read in any order though I would recommend starting with book one. Destroy the Innocent comes with a content warning for the off-page murder of a child.

Please join my newsletter for updates on the third book in the trilogy and all my other projects.

Midnight Books Newsletter

––––––––
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Salem

December, 2017

An unexpected squawk interrupted the stillness of my peaceful morning and leisurely country breakfast on my back porch. I jumped and spilled hot lavender tea over my hand. 

“Ah merde!” I rested the pretty porcelain cup in the perfect pale shade of green I’d found at a flea market in its matching saucer and placed it on the weathered little table that had also been a flea market find before glowering at the intrusive crow perched on my dried-out fountain in the middle of my small back garden. I wiped my hand on a napkin and then stood to assert my dominance.

“Shoo, crow, shoo!” I hoped my angry tone and wild arm dance would tell the animal that the quaint two-bedroom cottage was now under new ownership and he or she and their friends would have to squat elsewhere. The large black bird remained still and the way it looked directly at me with almost human-like eyes was very unnerving. 

Since I’d purchased my little home in the suburbs of southern Paris in the town of Sceaux, I’d had to evict an owl and numerous birds and spiders. There’d also been a wild black and gray cat I’d allowed to stay, and while she’d shown her appreciation by not hissing every time she saw me, we were far from friends. At least she ate the food I set out for her. Crows weren’t welcome. They were omens of bad luck and this one needed to fly elsewhere.

“Shoo! Shoo!” I yelled louder.

The crow didn’t move a feather. That was not good. To some people, it would’ve been just a pesky bird, but I was the daughter of a medicine woman who’d seen signs and messages in animals and nature, and though I had formed my own religious beliefs, it was easy to fall back on my upbringing when nothing else made sense.

I picked up my cup and saucer and walked back into the house. Everything was in shambles since I’d packed up my life in a beautiful but minuscule apartment in the heart of Paris for a house in the country. I loved Paris but would never be able to buy a flat there. It’d taken me ten years to afford my little cottage and I wasn’t about to let some damn bird dampen my joy, especially since I still had so much left to do before Christmas when I would surprise my sister and niece with a trip to France and my new home. 

I’d had the roof repaired; the chimney replaced, electrical and water systems updated, and installed a top-of-the-line fridge and stove with a double oven. I’d kept everything else as authentic to the nineteen-twenties-era cottage as much as possible but my business depended on a modern kitchen. There were cookbooks and kitchenware all over the kitchen and small dining room and the living room was filled with filming equipment for my cooking show and boxes of photographs for my cookbook. I loved the tactile feel of print over digital which was one of the reasons I’d lugged my antique typewriter with me to type my recipes before transferring them to my laptop. I also had a massive monitor for editing my videos documenting my life as a British woman living the good life in France. 

Years of working in television had given me an appreciation and eye for top-level filming which had led to my very successful YouTube channel with over three million subscribers. I wanted to go bigger and better right from my tranquil cottage and I still had to find the perfect place for everything and make room for my younger sister, Lilith, and my six-year-old niece, Abigail. It was the first of December already. The last thing I needed was to stress over a damn crow. 

I’d spent the previous day trying to make a home around the chaos and workmen and then spent the evening shopping for presents. By the time my family arrived for Christmas, I’d have bought half of Paris for them. Spoiling Abigail filled me with so much joy and I couldn’t wait to see her face on Christmas morning as she opened her presents. I still had to get a tree and it would have to be a real one. This holiday would be too special for anything else. I added my purchases to the growing stack in my guest bedroom which was the room I’d worked on first. 

Three walls were apple-green and the one behind the antique brass bed had green floral wallpaper. I’d bought a new mattress and box spring, scrubbed and polished the beautiful wood floor, and spent endless Saturdays roaming around flea markets until I’d found the perfect black armoire and little black desk and cozy chairs I’d upholstered in a floral fabric similar to the wallpaper. I’d envisioned Abigail curled up in the chair reading one of the many books I’d gotten her. I went to bed gloriously happy and awoke early the next morning to that damn crow on my porch. I shooed it away again from the kitchen doorway just as my phone rang. 

I stared curiously at the familiar area code before answering with a cautious hello. I didn’t recognize the number. 

“Is this Salem Sander?” a deep male voice inquired.

“Yes, who is this?”

“My name is Gerard Mason and I’m the Chief-of-Police at Mercy Police Station. I’m afraid I have some very bad news.”

I searched my mind for a memory of Gerard Mason. I remember gentle dark eyes and a serious countenance although he’d always mustered a smile whenever he came to Blackwood College to talk to us about the dangers of doing some of the stupid stuff teenagers tended to do. He had a wife who made the best Christmas figgy pudding and wore make-up and jewelry that made her look like Mimi from The Drew Carey Show. They were a nice couple, although Mr. Mason should’ve retired by now. I remember they had two boys...what were their names again?

My brain was stalling because if the chief of police from the tiny island where I grew up was calling me with bad news that could only mean one thing. Somehow my backside connected with a chair and I gripped my phone tightly before it fell from my trembling fingers. “Yes?” I croaked.

“There’s been an accident involving your sister and her daughter.”

“Are they okay?” If they were, he wouldn’t be calling you.

“No ma’am, I’m sorry.”

“I don’t understand. What are you telling me?”

“It was a very bad accident involving three cars. They didn’t make it, I’m so sorry.”

“No, there has to be some mistake. Are you sure you have the right number?”

“Your sister is Lilith Rolle and she has a six-year-old daughter named Abigail, right?”

My heart stopped beating for a second and that seemed to stretch into forever while my mind screamed and tried to push everything he’d told me away. I rocked back and forth and repeated the mantra I’d used to soothe myself as a child when there were monsters under my bed and no one was coming to get them. This isn’t real. This isn’t real. This isn’t real. They’re alive. They’re okay and this isn’t real.

They couldn’t be dead. I’d just spoken to them earlier that week. Lilith had sounded stressed but Lilith always sounded stressed because of her no-good husband. I’d been looking forward to getting them away from Toby, the abusive drunk she should’ve never married. Toby and I detested each other and I’d once chased him around our house with a butcher knife after he’d slapped Lilith while I was visiting. She always took his side over mine. My visits home had become infrequent and so had conversations about Toby because Lilith and I both knew I was capable of killing him and I’d told them both that Lilith had made the choice to stay with him but if I even dreamt he’d laid a hand on Abigail he’d join our father in his watery grave in the English Channel.

“Are you still there, ma’am?”

My eyes flew open and a gush of tears poured out. “I’m sorry, I need a moment.”

“Of course. You can call me back on this number. My office is here to help you in any way we can and again, I’m so very sorry for your loss.”

I ended the call and stared through blurry eyes at the crow who sat watching me, still and almost human-like. This vulture had killed my family. He’d been watching me for days as I prepared for Lilith and Abigail’s visit knowing they would never see my little house which would’ve felt more like my home once they were in it. The crow sat there mocking me, a dark angel of death who’d decided that once again, he would take someone I loved. I should’ve seen the signs. Whenever I’d been gloriously happy in my life, something bad had happened. It wasn’t always a crow, but there’d always been something, a feeling, an inkling of foreboding, something someone said or did, or a feeling in my gut like the night my father had fallen from his boat and drowned.

My father had been a fisherman and a drunkard and whenever he and Mum would fight after he came home drunk, he’d go sleep off his liquor on his boat. I knew if he didn’t show up for dinner that they’d had a fight while I was in school and he’d be spending the night on the boat. It was as much a part of my childhood as the bullying I’d received at school. 

Being odd, fat, and the child of a drunk hadn’t made life easy in a small, closed-minded town like the Isles of Mercy. When I was ten and Lilith was six months, on a cold day in October, I’d waited by our glass front door for my father to come home and have breakfast with us. I remember that I kept wiping the frost from the glass so I could see him the moment he walked up. He might’ve been a drunk but he was my dad and I loved him.

I cleared the glass with my sweater and it immediately fogged up again. I wiped and it fogged, wiped and fogged and when I wiped again, I saw my dad, just standing on the porch. I yanked the door open but he wasn’t there. I ran outside and was quickly surrounded by thick fog. I couldn’t even see my hands in front of my face. I started screaming and then my mother’s arms were around me and she led me inside. She hadn’t seen the fog and we’d never seen Dad again. 

The authorities had concluded that he’d probably fallen off the boat and had sent a search party out to sea but had never found a trace of him. Weeks later, the red scarf mum had brought him for Christmas when I was three had floated up on shore. Everyone knew how much Theodore Sander had loved that red scarf. We’d never found anything else.

Mum had mourned him until her death ten years ago. I believed her grief had turned to cancer which she’d kept from us until her body spilled the secret. I’d moved home to help care for her and upon her request, we’d traveled as much as her body had allowed and visited the places on her bucket list. 

After her body had become too weak for travel, we’d stayed home and worked on my first cookbook which I’d dedicated to her. Then I’d left on a business trip when my gut told me I should’ve stayed home. I told myself that I’d only be gone one night and I had a contractual obligation to a sponsor to attend a cooking expo in Florence, Italy. She’d died while I was cooking mushrooms in a red wine sauce.

There’d been other times so painful I couldn’t bring myself to think about them right then, not when my heart was open and bleeding. Instead, I focused on that damn crow, and as rage and pain twisted together in my gut, I jumped up and stormed into my bedroom in search of the pellet gun the previous owners had left behind. I’d planned to get rid of it but hadn’t gotten around to it yet. It was loaded and stored under my bed because my neighbor, Mr. Monet, had said there were bears in the woods that sometimes wandered onto your property. His wife had assured me that wasn’t true and the gun was there until I figured out who I wanted to believe.

I crouched down, grabbed the small gun, and stormed back outside. I aimed it at the crow and just as I was about to pull the trigger, it took off in flight with its large wings spread majestically as if it was mocking me. I fired my useless shot and then cursed at it to make myself feel better. Then I remembered that nothing could make me feel better and I crumbled to the ground and burst into tears.

***
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The next few days were excruciating though I managed to get things done because I’d convinced myself that there’d been a horrible mistake. I’d walk into Lilith’s house and she would be having her tea and watching the sunrise from the kitchen window before Abigail woke up. She’d squeal, which would wake Abigail, and then she’d jump up and hug me and tell me how much she loved my surprise. That small glimmer of denial gave me the strength to close up my home and then get on a plane and then a ferry to the Isles of Mercy, the tiny island off the southern coast of England where the beaches were a stunning contrast to the mountains and forest and the picturesque town was nestled between them. 

Fifty thousand people lived in quaint houses dating back centuries. The spring and summer months brought a flood of tourists and for that reason, winter had always been my favorite season. To say I’d been anti-social as a child would’ve been an understatement and not much had changed. I was still socially awkward and preferred to connect with people from behind the safety of the camera. I hadn’t been home in four years and yet I knew about every new business and who’d moved to the island because of my hours-long chats with Lilith. Despite our ten-year age difference, we were close and I was extremely protective of her and Abigail.

I took a taxi from the dock and went straight to the house. I fished the house keys and cab fare out of my purse and paid the driver after he hoisted my suitcase onto the front porch. I’d missed the sunrise but Lilith and I could enjoy our tea without it. We’d be too busy chatting to notice it anyway. I opened the door and hauled my suitcase inside.

The house hadn’t changed much since I lived there. It was small with two bedrooms, a living room, a kitchen, and a sunroom off of the kitchen that brought in tons of natural light and had spectacular sunrises. Mum always had plants in the sunroom, some for medicine, some for beauty, and I used to sit on the big green sofa and read for hours instead of going outside and playing with the other kids in the neighborhood. The pale wood floor in the living room glistened in the sunlight and I slipped off my boots at the front door because I didn’t want to mess it up. 

The peach couch against the back wall had been my grandmother’s and Mum had brought the green one across from it at an antique sale along with an old bookcase that was even now stuffed with books. Every room in the house was peach and green and after a quick dip into each one, I settled in the kitchen with a cup of tea and a slice of Lilith’s homemade figgy pudding. It wasn’t as good as mine but it was good. 

We’d always made figgy pudding the second December rolled in even though we’d be sick of it by Christmas. We’d tried to find ways to make it new and interesting and I liked the addition of cranberries she’d added this time, although cranberries were a little safe. We’d created some wild concoctions over the years.

I sat thinking about some of them and sipping my tea which became the only heat in my body as the cold truth infused my blood and a wave of despair washed over me. I picked up my phone intending to dial a number I hadn’t even thought about in years when I noticed a text from that number.

I’m here if you want to talk when you get in town. God, Salem, I can’t begin to express how truly heartbroken I am for you. Please don’t feel as if you have to go through this alone. I’m your friend, now and always. Love, Aubrey.  

Aubrey and I had been best friends right up until our senior year of high school when a boy had come between us. Too much had happened for us to repair our relationship and I’d made my heart forget about her. I’d seen her a few times in the twenty-two years since high school when something terrible had happened in my life. She’d been there when Mum died ten years ago and I’d appreciated her support. Sadly, we’d drifted apart again and it was because there were still things I wasn’t willing to talk about, and what couldn’t be discussed couldn’t be resolved. 

My mother used to say that when I loved I loved hard and when I hated, I hated just as hard. I didn’t hate Aubrey, but when I was hurt I led with anger and she’d hurt me deeply. The fact that it always took the deaths of the people I loved more than anything in the world to bridge the gap between us a little was so unbelievably painful that I bawled and the sound echoed through the empty house. I clutched my phone and Aubrey’s message letting me know that I wasn’t completely alone in the world was the only thing that kept me from being swept away in the undertow of wave upon wave of pure grief.

After I’d calmed my emotions, I called Aubrey. She answered on the first ring. “Salem?”

I was happy she’d kept the number I’d given her on one of the occasions she’d been there for me. We’d exchanged numbers and promised to call and neither of us ever had.

“Yes, it’s me. How are you?”

“I’m okay. How are you?”

I wiped my eyes. “I haven’t gone to the morgue yet. I came straight to the house. I can’t do it, Aubrey.”

“I can go with you. Who has rights to their bodies, you or Toby?”

“My God, I didn’t even think about that bastard!”

“Unless Lilith left instructions otherwise, for better or worse, he’s still her husband.”

“She didn’t make any funeral arrangements as far as I know. We didn’t think like that. She was young and beautiful and she and Abigail were coming to France for Christmas. How is it that I’m back here to bury them? Please tell me that this is all a bad dream.”

“Salem, calm down. We’ll take this one step at a time. I’m coming over and we’ll go view the bodies, okay?”

“Okay.”

While I waited for Aubrey, I put on sneakers and pulled my thick black hair away from my face and into a bun. I pulled my long camel coat back over my black roll-neck jumper and black jeans. My pale blue eyes looked red from all crying and were so puffy I looked as if I’d been attacked by a swarm of bees. I tried to fix as much as I could with make-up and then returned to the sunny kitchen where I waited to do the hardest thing I’d ever had to do in my life.
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Salem

I jumped when the doorbell chimed and wiped my tears before getting up to answer it. Aubrey stood on the other side of the door and before I knew it, I was in her arms and we were both crying. She was the one who led me over to the peach couch and found napkins for us to sop up our tears. She rubbed my hands and I managed to rein in my emotions and apologize for how I’d treated her. “I’m sorry for everything that’s happened between us.”

“We won’t talk about that now. Let’s take care of Lilith and Abigail first and then we’ll deal with us.”

I looked at her. Aubrey had always been slim and the gaunt look on her face told me that her life hadn’t been easy either although she’d never shared her hard times with me. Messy blonde hair framed a pretty face and her gray eyes were filled with kindness. “How’s your family?” I asked.

She smiled. “Mum and Dad are doing great. They’re on a Caribbean cruise and loving every minute of it. My boys are good. Dylan is heading off to university in September. He has a flat in London. He wants to be a biochemical engineer, can you believe it? Danny is fifteen and wants to be an artist. He’s obsessed with NFTs and has tried to explain it to me a hundred times. I like doing things the old-fashioned way and selling my art at galleries and in my store.”

“And how’s the restaurant and the chef?”

She sighed. “The restaurant and bar are doing better. We had some tough times which were hard on Claude and our marriage. We got through it and we’re good. I’m good, and strong enough to help you through this.”

“I suppose we should get going.” I stood and my knees immediately buckled and I sank back to the couch.

Aubrey took my arm. “I’ve got you.”

She led me out to her car, helped me get in, and even fastened my seatbelt before getting in the driver’s seat. We drove in silence for a few minutes and then Aubrey asked; “Have you prepared yourself for this?”

I stared out the window and couldn’t see anything through my tears. “How can I prepare for something like this?”

“You have to. They were in a very bad accident. You have to expect certain things.”

“I know. I’ve seen their mangled bodies in my dreams so many times over the last few days.”

“Hopefully it’s not as bad as you think.”

I wiped my eyes and looked at her. “They’re dead, Aubrey, and I have to touch their lifeless bodies and accept that they will never wake up. It can’t get any worse than that.”

The rest of the drive passed in silence and when we pulled up in front of the hospital I couldn’t get out of the car. Aubrey walked around to my side, opened the door, unsnapped my seatbelt, and held out her hand. “Let’s go in,” she urged gently.  

I shook my head. She closed the door and walked into the hospital, and a few minutes later, she came out with a woman I recognized as Janice Rigby. Janice had been a nurse for as long as I could remember and she was one of the nicest people in town. She’d stayed by my side after Mum had died and since then I’d sent her a Christmas gift every year.

Janice opened the door and leaned in. She wore huge plastic earrings of Santa’s backside in a thong and they were so hideous they made me smile. “It’s nice to see you, Janice,” I said, and then my smile turned into genuine laughter.

“It’s nice to see you too, darling.” She held out her hand. “Now, let’s go.”

I placed my hand in hers and allowed her to help me out of the car. Janice chatted as we walked through the hospital to the morgue at the back.

“That bastard Toby hasn’t even been in to see them yet. He’s been drinking since the accident. He’s such a coward. I was so happy when Lilith kicked him out of her house.”

I latched onto the anger in her voice and my hatred of Toby. “When did she kick him out?”

“Sometime last month.”

“Do you know why?”

“She probably kicked him out because she was tired of him gambling away her money. She only had that little store your mother left her and she didn’t make enough to take care of little Abby and support his addictions.”

“When was the last time you saw her? Did she have any bruises? I would imagine Toby was very angry when she told him to leave.”

“I bet he was. I saw her in church last Sunday and she didn’t have any bruises I could see but then women like her are usually good at covering up that stuff, right?”

“Toby came into our bar yesterday and I made sure Claude kicked him out,” Aubrey said. “He was crying about how much he missed his wife and baby girl but no one had any sympathy for him.”

“Do you know if your sister had any kind of policy? Trust me, Toby will put them down cheap and keep all of the money.”

“I had them in life and death insurance policies of which I’m the beneficiary. I will take care of all the funeral arrangements.”

“I’m sure Toby won’t have any problems letting you take care of everything.” She stopped at white double doors and turned to me. “Are you ready to do this?”

I swallowed and nodded.

She pushed the door open and then they each took a hand and led me into a room with three long, stainless steel tables and five large drawers at the back I knew were refrigerated coffins for Lilith and Abby. My legs refused to work once we were inside the door.

A man I didn’t know sat at a desk wedged into the right corner working on a computer. He looked up and his face paled when he saw me.

“I’ll take care of it, Beau,” Janice said.

He visibly relaxed. “I’m sorry for your loss, Ms. Sander.” 

“Thank you.” He turned back to the screen.

“Tell me about the accident,” I said to Janice.

She sighed. “It happened around half past eleven Friday night at Dead Man’s Curve. Gideon Grey and his girlfriend, Leonora, were driving home from a party where they both drank too much and should not have been on the road. Gideon slammed head-first into Elsie Sano. She used to be Elsie Crane. The Cranes are wonderful people. Poor Elsie was pregnant. Lilith came out of that side street just before Dead Man’s Curve just as Gideon came flying down the wrong side of the road which is how he hit Elsie. The only one who walked away from that accident unharmed was Gideon. Elsie and her baby died and Leonora is in a wheelchair for the rest of her life. She had a bright future as a ballerina.” She shook her head. “That boy will have to pay for what he did to them.”

“Oh, trust me, I will make sure he spends the rest of his life behind bars,” I hissed. “Where are they?”

Janice walked over to the ice coffins and pulled out the last one. I stared down at Abigail’s beautiful face. She looked so peaceful as if she was just taking a much-needed nap. She had a few small cuts on her face and otherwise looked untouched. I didn’t have the courage to look under the white sheet draped over her tiny body and decided I wanted to keep the image of her asleep. I caressed her soft blonde hair and kissed her forehead. “I’m going to destroy the person who did this to you,” I promised her. “Now you can be another little angel in Heaven.”

There was a moment I wished she’d open her eyes and I could see the twinkle in their blue depths. She’d give me that innocent smile and ask why I was crying and then I’d realize that we were in my home in France and it was Christmas morning and she’d run into my room to wake me up. I’d pull her into my arms and she’d ask me why I was crying and I’d say I was crying because it was Christmas and I was so happy to be spending it with her. Then I’d get up and we’d make hot chocolate before waking Lilith, and then we’d sit in front of the tree and open our gifts.

I waited and her eyes never opened and the wounded animal sounds I made caused Aubrey to grip my shoulders and turn me away while Janice slid the drawer back in place. I buried my face against Aubrey’s neck and sobbed. I felt Janice behind me and embraced by the care of both women, I mustered up the strength to look at Lilith.

“Are you sure you’re ready?” Janice asked. She pulled the second drawer out when I assured her that I was although one look at Lilith’s face and I knew I’d never be ready.

Unlike Abby who looked asleep, Lilith looked dead. She was so pale she seemed gray and appeared to be rail-thin. The stress of her life was evident in the grooves of her face and I realized that my sister had been lying to me and that the year we hadn’t seen each other in person had taken a toll on her. How had the camera hidden so much? It must’ve been very hard to have had just a drastic effect on her and that had to be because of Toby. I was going to hunt him down like the animal he was and kill him!

I yanked the sheet down and then shrieked in horror at the glimpse I got of her mangled stomach and lower body before Janice pulled the sheet back over her and Aubrey dragged me away. I couldn’t cry anymore because I’d gone numb. Everything around me took on a surreal feel as I sank into nothingness and slumped against Aubrey.

When I opened my eyes, I was in a hospital bed and Aubrey and Janice were looking down on me with concern. “Did I faint?” I asked.

“You’re dealing with a lot dear, so it’s understandable,” Janice said. “Dr. Smith has had a look at you and you’re fine. All you need is to take it easy for a while.”

“You’re coming home with me,” Aubrey said.

I sat up. “No, I’ve got things to do.”

“You need to take it easy, doctor’s orders,” Janice said.

“I need to be busy or I will go crazy. I won’t overdo it, I promise. There’s too much to do for me to lie in bed all day.”

“Okay, but I’m helping you,” Aubrey insisted.

“When you feel up to it, there’s some paperwork I need you to take care of since Toby hasn’t shown up to claim the bodies. Legally it’s his responsibility but I don’t think he will challenge you on this.”

“He’ll be a fool if he tries. I’ll be ready to sign in a minute.”

After making arrangements to have Lilith and Abigail transferred to the only funeral home on the island, Aubrey took me to her restaurant where she forced me to eat before she dropped me off at home.

“Call me any time you want and I’ll stop by tomorrow,” she told me before taking off.

As I walked up to the front door, I noticed things I hadn’t before. The grass was brown and dry and needed to be mowed, the windows were filthy, and a walk around to the back of the property showed that Toby had used it as a graveyard for his abandoned cars and non-working tools. The house could use a few coats of paint and I wondered how Lilith had allowed Mum’s house to become so derelict. Inside, I noticed how sparse the rooms were when they’d once been filled with Mum’s figurines and treasures from her travels. 

Toby had probably sold everything he could steal out of the house. I could only imagine what the store looked like. Lilith had kept so much from me on her visits to Paris. If I’d visited home more often, I would’ve known how bad things had gotten. Where had she been going at that hour of the night with Abigail? Had she been trying to get away from Toby? Like me, Lilith had had few friends. Her best friend, Delia, still lived on the island and hopefully, she could give me some insight into my sister’s life.

I delayed the painful process of sorting through their belongings by sitting on the back porch with a glass of whiskey and researching Gideon Grey. I remembered the Grey family. Logan Grey had become the town drunk after losing his wife to an illness I couldn’t remember when his son was still very young. I remember him as being very unpleasant and scary. He used to curse at us kids every time we’d walk past his house and few people on the island liked him. From his date of birth on his Facebook page, Gideon had been born the year I’d graduated from high school so I didn’t know him at all. He’d studied law and had been out celebrating passing the bar that fateful night. 

He was a handsome young man but to me, he was a monster, and if I had my way, he would be locked away from decent people for the rest of his life. I’d have to meet with the Crown prosecutor assigned to the families. There was no need for a trial since Gideon had pleaded guilty to all charges. The barrister was to make sure he received the maximum sentence and not weasel out of a day of it with some bogus plea deal. Gideon needed to suffer fully for what he did to my sister and niece and poor Elsie, who I didn’t know personally but I knew her family and they were nice people. My heart broke for Leonora. How did she go from dancing to spending the rest of her life in a wheelchair? I’d have to contact her family. I
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