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			For An, who promises to be a ghost with me one day so we can haunt people together.
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			Chapter One

			Sophie Madison sat in the car, ignoring the way the seatbelt was digging into her collarbone. Her forehead was pressed against the window glass, and she was sure that it was going to leave a red mark on her skin. Her long brown hair was pulled back into a braid, and her blue eyes stared out at the farmland that had surrounded the car for hours as her parents drove her far away from the only home she had ever known. When they had first left Calgary, days ago, at least there had been interesting things to look at out the car window. But the novelty of the changing landscape, punctuated by hotel stops and fast food had quickly worn off. Sophie was tired. She was tired of the travel, she was tired of the backseat of the car, and, truth be told, she was tired of her parents being the only people she had to talk to. Her stomach was in knots, and she wasn’t sure if it was due to carsickness, or nerves over the move. She focused on her breathing, willing the feeling to go away.

			“Don’t worry,” her mother had said. “It will be an adventure. Think of the opportunity! Think of how lovely it will be.”

			“You should be happy about the move,” her father had added. “You’re going to love it there. We’ll have a big house. A real backyard. Just picture it, Sophie! There will be so much space for you to run around and enjoy. This will be so much better for you than our old apartment.”

			But Sophie didn’t want space. She wanted her old home. She wanted to stay in her old school. She wanted her old friends. She was sure she was going to miss it all terribly; from the smells in the hallways, the friendly neighbours, the rickety elevator, the kids hanging out in the park after school. For her, moving to a much smaller city, surrounded by farmland in the middle of nowhere was a fate worse than death. She had said as much to her parents, and her father had sighed and told her to stop being so melodramatic. For a guidance counselor, he wasn’t being very understanding.

			Sophie gazed out the car window and counted the telephone poles as they whizzed by in a blur. Already, she missed the noise and dirt of being in a big city. Everything she loved felt an insurmountable distance away. Not only had they relocated to another city, but to another province. It was more than she could possibly bear. She resolved herself to despising her new home, and her new city. No matter what, Stratford, Ontario would never compare to the bustle of Calgary, Alberta. Ugh. Even their license plates were pretentious. Yours to Discover, Sophie read on car, after car, after car. She stuck her tongue out at a minivan as they passed it on their way.

			She thought back to saying goodbye to her best friend, and how Tina had held her close, her eyes brimmed with tears, begging her to stay. “I’ll keep you in my room!” Tina had wailed. “You can be my sister!”

			Sophie wished she had found a way to take her up on the offer. They had been about to start sixth grade together. Now, it wasn’t the same. She’d be stuck talking to her friends over the computer instead of hanging out face to face. She was sure that in time, Tina would replace her in her games, and schemes. She wondered who Tina’s new best friend would be. Probably Cecily, the girl who lived down the hall from her. No. That wasn’t right. She didn’t live down the hall from Cecily anymore. Now Sophie lived in stupid Stratford.

			After a while, the farmland began to get broken up by more houses, and shops. Sophie’s monotonous view began to get more interesting as her father drove on. In spite of herself, Sophie smiled at the cutesy names some of the stores and restaurants had, laughing to herself as they drove through the town of Shakespeare. “The Merchant of Tennis” in particular, made her snicker out loud, though she quickly silenced herself, not wanting her parents to hear her amusement. The old-fashioned architecture of the buildings gave Sophie a sense that her parents had driven, not only to another city, but back in time as well. It was like a place out of the books she loved to read so much. She almost felt that if she pretended that she was on an adventure, it might not be so bad. Almost.

			“Sophie!” her mother called. “Look out the window!”

			Sophie rolled her eyes, as if to point out that that was exactly what she’d been doing this whole time. “I am,” she muttered.

			“I know you’re rolling your eyes at me,” her mother responded in a sing-song voice. “I meant ‘look out the other window.’”

			Sophie turned in time to see a sign reading “Welcome to Stratford”.

			“Yippee,” Sophie muttered sarcastically under her breath.

			“We’re finally here,” her father said. “Now, we just need to find our street!”

			“Yay,” Sophie said drily. “I can’t wait.”

			“Sweetheart,” her mother said. “At least try to be optimistic. We’re doing this for good reasons.”

			“Yeah, ‘cause Dad can’t be a guidance counsellor in Calgary.”

			Stifling a sigh, her father looked at her in the rearview mirror. “A smaller city will be great for all of us,” he reasoned. “No more hustle and bustle. No more noise, or stress. This’ll be great! I can smell the fresher air already!”

			“I don’t even know what those words even mean,” Sophie whined.

			“Just wait until you see our new home,” her mother pleaded. “It will charm even you.”

			Sophie rolled her eyes again and looked away. She doubted that anything would charm her. Not now, not ever. She slumped down in her seat and felt the twists and turns as her father navigated the small streets of Stratford, refusing to look at whatever they were trying to show her. She heard her parents point out the school, and proudly proclaim how she’d be able to walk there every day, as if that was some amazing selling feature of the place. She’d been able to walk to school back home! And, even better, she’d done it with Tina and Cecily. Here, the truth was that she’d be able to walk there every day with her father, not with her friends, stuck learning in the same building he worked at. She screwed her eyes shut tight, seeing nothing but the blackness behind her eyelids. She feared being both new kid, and pariah all in one fell swoop. They saw bonus points; she only saw social doom.

			The car tuned down a bumpy street, and her father counted out three houses before pulling into a gravel driveway. Sophie felt the car lurch to a stop, and she looked up to catch the first glimpse of her new home. She looked up at where she was now going to be living and cursed under her breath. Her mother was right. No matter how much she wanted to hate it, she was charmed. The house was built out of wooden slats and painted a light grey. Its dark grey shingled roof gave way to white painted trim, and rounded windows. Her eyes widened as she saw the turret, tall and proud, jutting up past the roof in back of the house. She turned to her mother, eyes wide and questioning.

			“Of course,” her mother said with a fond smile, seeing exactly what her daughter wanted to know. “Your bedroom can be in the turret. My little Princess in her tower.”

			For the first time since they had driven away from Calgary, Sophie saw what her parents were talking about. She finally felt a twinge of hope that things would be alright here. If the rest of Stratford was as charming as this house, then just maybe she might be able to see the upside of living here. Hopefully the people matched the atmosphere. She opened the door to the car and walked up to her new home. A large wrap around porch greeted her, painted white and inviting. A smile crept over her lips as she saw the porch swing swaying lightly in the breeze. She turned and took in the front yard, the gnarled crab apple tree growing near the front gate, and the hawthorn bushes threatening to take over the patchy grass. It looked just decrepit enough to be a charming little garden. Sophie hoped that her parents wouldn’t try to fix it. Its wildness called to her. She could almost picture little fairy wings flitting through the brambles. She didn’t know if she should run around back or start exploring inside the house. She saw her parents start to unload the car, her mother engrossed in her phone, trying to find out how far behind the moving truck was, and she decided that she would be less underfoot if she checked out the backyard first.

			Sophie walked over to a white wooden archway overgrown with ivy. She trailed her fingers lightly over the small green leaves and walked through. She looked around the backyard at the white picket fence, the massive honeysuckle bushes, and the ancient looking stone bird bath. Everything here was like nothing she had known growing up in Calgary. It was like stepping through time. She heard birds chirping in the trees, the wind rustling the leaves. Gone were the sounds of heavy traffic, and people chattering in the streets below their old apartment. She was starting to see what her parents meant when they spoke about space, and a slower way of living. She mentally cursed them for being right. If the kids at school were as charming as her new home, she might just be okay.

			Sophie saw a low stone bench sitting beneath a willow tree and she walked over to sit down. The sun shone over the roof of her turret, and she felt the heat of it on her face. Sophie leaned back and smiled, drinking it in. She wondered if there was a playground nearby, and if the other children in town were friendly or not. As she sat there, a chill crept up over her, starting low, at the base of her spine. She felt the goose pimples crawl up over her skin and she shivered. Her eyes opened as she looked around. She saw nothing and no one that could have made her feel so nervous. The sun was still shining strong over the backyard, and there was no reason to be cold. But she was filled with the sense that she should not be there, that she wasn’t welcome. Sophie shook her head, trying to rid it of such thoughts, stood, and walked over to the back door of her house and yanked it open to find herself standing in the kitchen, face to face with her mother.

			“Sophie!” her mother exclaimed. She saw the odd look on her daughter’s face and frowned. “Are you alright?”

			Sophie nodded, pushing down the irrational fear. She smiled at her mother, showing her that she was trying. “When’s the truck coming?” she asked.

			“We have a few hours. Why don’t you go and check out your room?” Her mother stepped aside and pointed to where the stairs were. Like her daughter, she had also pulled her long brown hair into a braid, perfect for keeping out of the way while making the house livable.

			Sophie turned and walked away, hearing her mother complaining that the entire house smelled old, and would have to be aired out. She turned back to see her father running a hand through his thinning black hair, and walk to a window, trying to figure out how the ancient mechanism worked for opening it.

			Sophie walked up the long and winding staircase, running her fingertips along its carved oak banister. She hummed to herself, opening door after door, investigating the space. Here was where her parents were planning to put their office. Evidenced by the fact that her father had already dumped the bag carrying his laptop, and a couple boxes of files. The next door led to what was clearly the master bedroom. She found a bathroom, a linen closet, and kept exploring until she found her room. She pulled the door open and walked in. Instantly she was charmed by what she found. The space was perfectly round, with tall windows topped by brightly coloured stained glass panes. Standing in front of her was a tall brass fourposter bed. She went over and sat down on the old mattress. She saw nothing wrong with it, and instantly resolved to make it hers. Her parents would definitely want to change the mattress. It smelled musty and was a little lumpy in places. But the bedframe was lovely. Near the door into the room was a second door that opened into a small walk-in closet. Sophie walked around, mentally planning where she would put the rest of her furniture. It was the perfect place for her. Everything was exactly as she had always pictured her dream room. She felt like Rapunzel in her tower. She thought it odd that the previous owners had left the bed, but she didn’t care. It was beautiful; the brass shining like gold in the sunlight.

			Sophie walked over to one of the windows. If she turned her head to the right, she could see into the backyard. She looked out over the gardens, to see the bench beneath the willow tree and frowned. She could just make out a small figure sitting there. To her, it looked like a young girl sitting on the bench, hands folded over a long-skirted dress, white-blonde hair shining in the light. Sophie blinked, and the figure disappeared. She shook her head, convinced that she had been imagining it. Hearing her parents call, Sophie turned and headed back to join them.
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			Chapter Two

			The moving truck had broken down a little way outside of the city. Sophie tried not to laugh as she heard her father swear loudly at the news, but she couldn’t help the sound that escaped her. He looked up, red faced, and quickly tried to cover up what he’d said, but it was no use. She knew it really wasn’t funny. If they didn’t get the truck there soon, it would be well into night before everything was where it should be in their home. But to hear her father, who was normally so composed, swear like that, amused her. The good news, according to her mother, was that they wouldn’t be charged for the extra hours. The truck breaking down was no one’s fault. Her father would have to take small consolation in that.

			Mr. Madison sighed and idly swiped at his smudged glasses with the hem of his shirt. “So, what will we do for dinner?” he asked, looking at his watch. It was getting late, and they hadn’t eaten in a while. Their car had been emptied into the proper rooms, and until the truck arrived, there was nothing for them to do. The windows were open, the house was airing out, and both he and his wife had done what they could to remove the dust and cobwebs without the proper cleaning supplies.

			“We still have some bagels and spreads left over from lunch,” Sophie’s mother replied. “I moved them from the cooler to the fridge. We can eat them for dinner. We should be nearby in case the movers need anything, so we shouldn’t go exploring too far away.”

			“And what; eat them on the floor?” Mr. Madison snapped.

			Mrs. Madison shook her head. Her husband was irritable. Moving was always a stressful activity, and she understood his mood. She pasted on a smile, hoping it didn’t look fake. “We could pretend it’s a picnic,” she suggested.

			Sophie smiled at the idea. “What if we had a real picnic?” she asked. She wanted to leave the house. Its charms had worn off with the lack of her things, and nothing to do. “We could go outside, explore a bit? But not too far. You said I could walk to school from here. Maybe there are other places nearby we could go.”

			Her mother’s smile warmed into something real. “That’s a great idea,” she said. “We have some old blankets we brought with us in the car. I’ll pack the cooler. Lake Victoria is a short walk away. We could eat there and see the swans I’ve heard so much about. That way, we get out of here for a bit, and we’re still close enough if we’re needed.”

			Mollified that he wouldn’t have to eat on the floor, Sophie’s father grumpily agreed to the plan, and in a few minutes, the family was out the door, on their way to the small lake.

			As they walked, Sophie tuned out her parents’ prattling about the history of the area. They had clearly done their research, but she had no patience for it now. She preferred to look around herself, just taking in her surroundings, and trying to learn the street names. Her mother had given her a map of Stratford when she had learned they were moving, and Sophie had angrily ignored it for weeks, leaving it in a crumpled heap under her bed. Now, seeing the unfamiliar names as she walked by, she wished she had paid more attention to it.

			“If you go down that way, you’ll get to your school,” her mother said, and Sophie stopped short as the word ‘school’ broke through to her.

			She peered down the road her mother pointed and saw a disappointingly bland-looking brick building. She sighed. She supposed not every building in the city had to have the same charm and character as her house. But couldn’t the school at least look better than the dull, squat, institutional brick places back home in Calgary? She and Tina had joked that their school resembled a prison. This one seemed no different.

			“What is it?” her mother asked, seeing the disappointment in her daughter’s eyes. “Nervous? You know that school doesn’t start for another few weeks.”

			“It’s just so…” Sophie floundered, searching for the right word. “Blah,” she lamely finished.

			Her father chuckled. “That’s a big word for my little eleven-year-old,” he said. He looked at the building. “But you’re right. It looks ‘blah’. But it’s a school. It doesn’t need to be as charming as the homes around it. Besides, it’s the people that make it interesting.”

			Sophie shrugged. Her good mood evaporated quickly. Right. The people. She hoped that she would be able to make friends.

			“Come on,” her father said, placing a comforting hand on her shoulder. “The lake is this way.”
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			Sophie sat at the picnic table eating her bagel and egg salad, watching the swans glide along the water. She’d never seen a place so pretty. Once more, this place was trying to wow her with its danged character. The sun was just starting to set behind the willow trees that lined the bank, colouring them in pinks and purples. Nearby, an older couple were talking loudly about the play they had just seen as part of the annual theatre festival, comparing the actors’ performances with ones they’d seen years before. It was turning into quite the heated discussion. Sophie tried to ignore them as she chewed her food. Their loud voices were ruining the mood.

			Her parents were walking along the bank, laughing about how this was called a lake, when it appeared to be more of a glorified river that cut through the city. Another couple approached them, and Sophie watched her parents introduce themselves. These people were clearly unlike the tourists that seemed to be making up most of the people around where she and her family had chosen to eat their dinner. So many of them walked with crumpled theatre programmes in their hands, their shoes unsuited for the grassy terrain. All too soon, her parents came back to the table with the couple in tow.

			“Hi there,” the woman said, extending her hand.

			Sophie hesitantly took it in hers and shook it. “Hello,” she mumbled around a mouthful of bagel.

			“I’m Mrs. Thompson,” the woman said smiling.

			Sophie looked at her curiously. She had never seen hair so curly before. Mrs. Thompson’s hair didn’t seem to grow, as much as it looked like it erupted from her head in a riot of blonde and silver curls. Sophie could just make out the turquoise earrings that jangled just below where the curls stopped. She gave the woman a once over, taking in her brightly coloured skirt that swished around her ankles as she walked, and the white peasant blouse. She had on so many beaded necklaces that Sophie wasn’t sure where one ended, and another began.

			“I’m Sophie,” Sophie replied. “Sophie Madison.”

			“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Sophie,” Mrs. Thompson said. “Your parents told me you three just moved here from Calgary. I’m sure our city is a big change from what you’re used to.”

			Sophie nodded, trying not to laugh at this place being called a ‘city’. What this woman had said was a huge understatement. She swallowed her food, anticipating the questions that were sure to come her way.

			“Well,” Mrs. Thompson continued. “Unfortunately, a lot of the children your age are off at overnight camp until school starts. However, my son, Fitzroy, he’s in town. He’s your age. I’m sure he’d love to show you around. You know, so you can get a child’s eye view of things around here. It’s a lot better than trying to navigate around all the tourists that come in for the theatre.”

			Sophie tried not to laugh. Mrs. Thompson said ‘tourists’ the way her mom said a curse word. But the thought of being led around by a boy named ‘Fitzroy’ made her cringe inside. She wondered if he was anything like his mother.

			If he noticed her discomfort, her father didn’t show it. “I’m sure Sophie would love that,” Mr. Madison said instead. “Wouldn’t you?”

			Sophie stifled a groan. “Fine,” she said.

			Her father narrowed his eyes at her.

			“I mean, sure!” she chirped, forcing a smile. “That sounds lovely.”

			“Excellent,” Mrs. Thompson said, clapping her hands. “I’ll tell him, and your mother and I will set something up.”

			“Excellent,” Sophie parroted. She looked up at Mr. Thompson who had been silent during this whole exchange. He stood there, behind his wife, tall and gangly limbed, like some odd, balding giraffe. What kind of child would this Fitzroy be, coming from these people?

			The ringing of a phone pulled Sophie from her thoughts. She watched her mother answer, and saw the relief spread across her face.

			“The truck will be at our house in five minutes,” Mrs. Madison said.

			“Thank goodness,” Mr. Madison exclaimed.

			“I can’t believe what you had to go through getting here,” Mrs. Thompson said. “All of this stress after such a long drive.” She shuddered in sympathy with their plight. “Well, hopefully it will all be uphill from here on out.”

			“Hopefully,” Mrs. Madison agreed.

			“Tell you what,” Mrs. Thompson said. “So that you can finish unpacking and not worry about things, I will bring you my famous mung bean casserole tomorrow for dinner. How does that sound?”

			Sophie swore she saw Mr. Thompson cringe and turn green at his wife’s announcement. She barely contained a laugh. To her, it sounded awful. It seemed he agreed.

			“That sounds… lovely,” Sophie’s mother said. “Thank you.”

			“No problem,” Mrs. Thompson said. “What are neighbours for?”

			“Neighbours?” Sophie asked.

			“A place like this — we’re all neighbours here.” Mrs. Thompson smiled. “It was lovely to meet you all. Go and deal with your truck. Happy unpacking! Welcome to Stratford!”

			Sophie helped her parents gather what was left of their food and they raced home, happy to see the movers’ truck in the driveway, all ready to be unloaded. At least this was going right.

		

	OEBPS/font/LeMondeCourrierStd-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/TimesNewRomanPS-ItalicMT.ttf


OEBPS/font/Crimson-Roman.otf


OEBPS/image/ghostgard-am.jpg
THE GHOST
IN THE GARDEN

Alisse Lee Goldenberg





OEBPS/font/ArialMT.ttf


OEBPS/image/section-sw.png





OEBPS/font/LeMondeCourrierStd-Italic.otf


OEBPS/image/Open_book_with_flowers_growing.png





OEBPS/image/CDP-Logo-HText.png
@ CRIMSON
DRAGON

PUBLISHING





OEBPS/font/LeMondeCourrierStd-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/Arial-Black.ttf


OEBPS/font/Nelson-Bold.otf


