
  
  
      
        
          These Fragile Threads

          
		      
          Christene Campbell

        

        
          [image: ]

          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2025 by Christene Campbell

These Fragile Threads

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without prior written permission of the copyright owner, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher at the email address below. 

 This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places and incidents portrayed are either the products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

 

Published 2025 by Tern Cay Press

E-Book ISBN: 978-1-0684709-2-9

Inquiries should be addressed to contact@terncaypress.com









  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Eyes Wide Open
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Small Comfort
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Path to Perdition
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Feast or Famine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        The Dragon’s Lair
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Breaking Waves
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Torrid Times
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Curtain Closers
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Earthly Treasures
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Bonds and Bridges
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Far Travels
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Open Doors
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  



For my husband and children.








  
  Chapter one
Eyes Wide Open


My mother always told me never to love earthly things more than I loved a person. She often issued this warning in frustration when my sister and I squabbled over some new obsession. 
It would take many years for me to appreciate the deeper wisdom of my mother’s words because, for most of my childhood, I felt nothing but love for my mother and my father. Even my twin sister, Cynthia, was loved by default.
When I thought it impossible to love my father anymore, he bestowed upon my sister and me the gift of overseas travel. We were thrilled to travel by airplane for the first time at the age of ten. 
“He wants you to visit him in Cayman this summer,” my mother had said one Sunday morning. 
We were all in the front yard garden. While Cynthia and I transferred seedlings to clay pots, my mother trimmed her rosebush with garden shears. 
She was a tall woman who carried her slender frame with dignity. She had bold brown eyes and a heart-shaped face framed by jet-black hair that gathered in thick, long twists.
“That’s what he said last Christmas,” Cynthia replied as she patted down the soil with the back of a tiny shovel.  
Like Cynthia, I did not want to get excited too soon. Our father had moved to Grand Cayman, where he had been working as a carpenter for almost two years. During that time, he had returned to Jamaica twice. He had promised to buy us plane tickets to visit him during the holidays, but he never did. 
“He’s booked the flight this time,” my mother explained. 
“Did you get the plane tickets?” I asked, unable to tamp down my excitement any longer.
My mother nodded. Cynthia and I screamed in one voice and jumped to our feet. Then we locked arms and circled each other like a pair of Irish dancers. 
That was the summer of 1998 when we lived in the ever-expanding city of Portmore. This cluster of housing developments gave residents quick access to the capital city of Kingston to the east and the blue Caribbean Sea to the south. With its proximity to the coast, Portmore basked in endless sunlight while blustering trade winds swept in salt-dusted air from the arid Hellshire Hills.   
Our humble abode, like many others in the Sunshine City, was a single-storey row house with two bedrooms. Like all such homes, the interior was basic and quite cramped, even for a small family. The front and back yards were so restrictive that most children took to the streets or flocked to the playgrounds during daylight hours. For the sake of their sanity, most parents shipped off their children to spend the summer holidays with their rural relatives. 
For six to eight sizzling weeks, the hills, mountains and far-flung corners of all fourteen parishes of Jamaica swarmed with youths of all ages who were eager to escape their concrete jungles. This annual exodus was so devoutly honoured by urban and suburban residents that it was considered a mark of shame to have no rural relatives to visit. 
Such far travels were always a delight to me. There was no greater joy than to behold the Jamaican countryside from the back seat of a car. There was no greater beauty than the lush highlands littered with cattle grazing in pristine pastures. There was no greater splendour than verdant foothills bowing to the majesty of densely forested mountains. This was my Jamaica, my island home: a place where all things wondrous bloomed in wild perfection. 
While our neighbourhood friends would travel by minibus to visit their country cousins, my sister and I looked forward to flying to Grand Cayman. As much as I would miss my Jamaican countryside, I also missed my father.   

    
  After school dismissed for summer vacation, the three-week wait before my trip was like a life sentence. To shred time, I traced pictures of airplanes from newspaper clippings and drafted stories of adventures in the unused pages of my notebooks. 
I also tended our front yard garden every day. Splashes of red petals adorned the hibiscus shrubs, which clung to the concrete fence bordering our yard. My mother’s rosebush claimed its own kingdom on the left side of the garden, close to the gate. 
The other side of our garden had fruit trees, which included June plum, soursop, and sweetsop. Beneath the June plum tree stood a yellow birdhouse mounted on a wooden post. Yellow was my mother’s favourite colour, and my father had built the birdhouse for her before Cynthia and I were born. The entrance hole of the birdhouse admitted only the smallest creatures. Many curious birds inspected the accommodations, though none of them ever moved in.
While I tended to our garden, my sister and soon-to-be travel companion passed the time in her usual fashion. She began spreading the news of our impending travel throughout our neighbourhood. 
One evening, Cynthia stood by our front gate while our neighbour Nicolette Fletcher listened intently from behind it. 
At that very moment, I turned on the hose and began watering my mother’s rosebush. There was no better time to tend to our front yard garden than when my sister was chatting with her friends. 
“We’re going away for three weeks,” Cynthia said. “We’re going to take a taxi to the airport, and we’re going on the airplane all by ourselves.”
Nicolette looked sceptical. “So who’s going to take care of you while you’re on the plane?” 
“The flight attendant,” Cynthia replied, rolling her eyes.   
“You and Cassandra are so lucky,” Nicolette said with a sigh. 
Cynthia smiled and, to offer consolation, she said, “I’ll bring back some candy for you.”  
Nicolette’s face lit up immediately. “Can I get Snickers?”
“Of course,” Cynthia replied. “My daddy will buy me anything I want.”
That was certainly not true. But Nicolette did not know that. So her shoulders sagged from the weight of envy.
This elicited another promise from Cynthia. “I can buy you a pretty pencil case like the one Daddy brought for me the last time he came back from Cayman.”
Nicolette gave a doubtful pout. “You promise?”
“Pinky promise,” Cynthia replied with a decisive nod.
The two locked pinky fingers, sealing Cynthia’s commitment. When they launched into gossip, I turned off the hose and returned indoors to cuddle up with a good book.

    
  In the coming days, Cynthia pinky promised half a dozen of her friends after filling their ears to the brim with details of our grand departure. She also compiled a long list of items that our father would supposedly purchase for all her friends and our closest neighbours. 
Cynthia, the gift-giver, was my fraternal twin. As if being twins was not rare enough, Cynthia and I were also medical anomalies. Cynthia was born not merely a few minutes or a few hours after me, but weeks later. My sister and I were so far removed by birth that we entered the world in different months: I on May 28 and Cynthia on June 19. It was no surprise that our mother instructed us never to reveal our birthdays to anyone outside our family.   
Yet the most obvious difference between Cynthia and me was our appearance. Our bodies were a constant reminder of Cynthia’s endless endowments. As fortune’s child, Cynthia had a delicate face that tapered at the chin. With deep dimples and thin rosy lips, she supposedly had “the face of an angel” according to my mother’s older sister, Aunt Agnes. 
While Cynthia’s complexion was the cool shade of cinnamon, just like our father, I had delved deep into my maternal ancestral line to summon the umber complexion of my great-grandmother. I had also borrowed her prominent forehead and generous lips.  
On the more vexing issue of hair, I had drawn the shortest straw yet again. According to Aunt Agnes, my hair was “too coarse and unmanageable.” But Cynthia had “good hair,” which was “a little bit kinky” yet “loosely coiled enough.” So while my mother tamed my hair with chunky cornrows and thick plaits, Cynthia sported one long, plaited ponytail.  
Notwithstanding the obvious inequity, Cynthia and I had every equal opportunity that our parents’ modest means could afford. Our first flight to Grand Cayman would be one such equal opportunity.  
But a few days before our travel date, while I scarfed down a bowl of cornmeal porridge, my mother made a shocking announcement.
“I’m not sure you’ll get to go to Cayman this summer,” she said.
I stared at Cynthia, who sat frozen with a slice of toast pressed between her lips. 
“But Daddy already bought the tickets,” she said. “So why can’t we go?”
“He’s very busy with work,” my mother replied. “And I don’t think he’s going to have time to spend with you.”
“But we really want to see him,” I said.
“I know,” my mother replied. “But there’s always Christmas.” 
“We want to go this summer,” Cynthia said, her voice loud and demanding. 
Our mother looked at her. But instead of chastising Cynthia, my mother sighed and then went to the kitchen.  
“Why did you talk to Mommy like that?” I asked Cynthia when our mother was out of sight.
Cynthia stuck out her tongue and then stuffed her mouth with toast. I expected no better from my sister. But my mother’s announcement was unexpected and devastating. 
For the rest of the day, I existed in a state of mounting despair. And I was not alone. Cynthia marooned herself inside our house to avoid facing her friends. Our summer was ruined, and Cynthia and I couldn’t even complain to our friends.  

    
  While I lay in bed that night, I heard a strange sound coming from the living room. I opened my bedroom door slowly. When I peered outside, I saw my mother sitting by the dining table, crying.
I had never seen my mother cry before. I wanted to rush to her side and comfort her. But I was afraid of the invisible threat that had made my mother cry. So I stayed by the door and watched her for a long time. 
That night, I lay awake for hours trying to figure out what had broken my mother. Was it Aunt Agnes? Was it something that I did? Or was it Cynthia? I came up with no clear answer. But I decided to try the only solution I could think of. 
The next morning, after Cynthia left our bedroom, I removed the secret notebook I kept under my mattress and wrote a letter to my mother.


Dear Mommy,

I’m sorry if I did something bad to make you cry. 
And if it was Cynthia, I’m sorry about that too.
We love you, and we don’t want you to ever cry. 

We also love Daddy. We want to see him.
Please let us go to Cayman. Please! Please! Please!
I’ll do anything if you just let us go to Cayman this summer.

With Love, 
Cassandra


I slipped the letter under my mother’s bedroom door, and for the next few days, I kept looking for a reply beneath mine. I never got one. But a week later, my mother announced that we would travel to Cayman after all. With one letter, I had saved summer and fixed my mother. 


    
  The night before my maiden flight was a restless one. I was so excited that I had scarcely slept for more than a few hours. With the glimpses of Cayman I had gathered from pictures, I envisioned a vacation spent frolicking on the beach. And even though I could not swim, I imagined myself on the back of an ancient turtle scouring the sea for sunken treasure.
To my distress, I awakened the next morning with a sore throat and a scorching fever. I considered it wise to withhold this unfortunate development from my mother. 
I spoke mostly in whispers, for my voice sounded like a serrated knife scraping against glass. And it took all my wits to avoid touching my mother as she supervised my bath and helped me get dressed. Never had such tender care caused such distress. When the taxi finally pulled up to our house, I fought fiercely for the window seat to ensure that my sister sat perfectly positioned between my mother and me. 
At the airport, I maintained a good lead as we trekked through the huge departure lounge. Upon reaching the entrance to the security checkpoint, I deployed a few skilful manoeuvres to evade my mother’s embrace during the final send-off. While Cynthia hugged my mother and kissed her. I gave my mother a quick wave. Whether in sickness or in health, I was determined to fly to Grand Cayman that day.
But as the flight attendant ushered me along, I thought about not seeing my mother for almost a month. My heart folded. I had to look back. My mother stood watching me. She looked so sad to see me go. 
Within seconds, I closed the space between us, wrapping my arms around her waist. I inhaled her sweet perfume mingled with that special fragrance that only one’s mother can give. As I squeezed her tighter, I felt torn between my love for her and my desire to see my father. How I wished we could all live together again. 
“I love you, Mommy,” I croaked. 
“What happened to your voice?” my mother asked. She pressed the back of her hand against my forehead. “And you’re burning up too! Why didn’t you tell me you have a fever?”
“I’ll see you soon, Mommy!” I said as I made a run for it. 
An hour later, I strapped myself into the middle seat of the Cayman Airways airplane while the flight attendant recited a litany of incomprehensible safety procedures. As the airplane taxied along the runway, my gut bubbled with a delicious combination of dread and delight.
Cynthia leaned in close and whispered, “Did you know that a plane can crash like a car?” 
I knew my sister had saved that juicy tidbit for no other reason than to scare me. I stared straight ahead, giving no outward reaction. But from the corner of my eye, I could see Cynthia wearing a wide grin while twirling her plaited ponytail.   
“Pastor Henry said you must pray whenever you feel afraid,” she said, nodding.    
I did the only sensible thing that I could do in that moment. I pressed my eyes shut.
Cynthia giggled. “If you’re feeling afraid, I can pray for you.”
“Shut up, Cynthia!” I said without opening my eyes.  
Cynthia kissed her teeth, sucking air between her lips. This was one of the grown-up things she loved to do in our mother’s absence. 
“Some people are so ungrateful,” she said.  
It was no surprise that I spent the rest of the flight with fingers curled around the edge of my seat and eyes shut tighter than clamshells. Meanwhile, Cynthia peered through the window, belching out sounds of delight at God knows what was out there. She was enjoying her first flight with eyes wide open. But for me, it was a green mile through the clouds. 
The ordeal ended less than forty minutes after takeoff, for the journey from Jamaica to Grand Cayman was a short one. Thanks to my beloved sister, I never got to see an aerial view of Jamaica as I soared through the sky. And given my incurable fear of flying, I knew I never would. 


    
  My father’s gift was not entirely wasted. Despite my sister’s many antics, our first summer in Cayman was as fun-filled as I had hoped it would be.
Cynthia and I spent three uninterrupted weeks in our father’s company. We explored eerie caves with crystal clear waters, mingled with curious stingrays and beheld ancient sea turtles from afar. In my father’s silent shadow, I contemplated turquoise waters and listened to the wind as it whispered sweet things to me. Above all else, I basked in the warmth of my father’s love, which I had missed so much. 
But the splendour did not last. The day before Cynthia and I returned to Jamaica, we sat across from our father in a KFC restaurant in George Town. While I nibbled on fries, my father broke the news.
“I won’t be coming back to Jamaica,” he said.
I swallowed hard. Cynthia dropped her fries. We glanced at each other. Then we slowly turned to face our father, dreading his next words. 
“What do you mean, Daddy?” Cynthia asked.
“Your mother and I won’t be married anymore.” 
As my father continued, his words swirled inside my head. I closed my eyes and pretended to be someplace else. But my father’s announcement had already marred the final hours of my Cayman vacation. Yet there were worse vacations to come.





OEBPS/cover.jpeg





OEBPS/images/487e8525-2ad3-470e-b3dd-c6d36a56e98f.png







