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The seven figurines Ann had commissioned of herself watched her work. The earliest was herself at approximately four years old, ceramic, painted with rosy cheeks The latest was herself at thirty, just before Ken, captured in the posture she'd been told was her most characteristic - slightly turned, chin elevated, the posture of someone who has something to say and has decided the room is ready to hear it.

The Ottawa house was quiet in the way it had been quiet for three weeks now, since September, since Ken had started at Fisher Park and the mornings had changed from the feel of a house that held a teenager in it to the feel of a house waiting for one to return. She had told herself she liked the quiet, enabling her to work. 

The desk was the center of the house, to her left: primary sources, physical documents, the genealogy records she'd been compiling since her twenties, folders organized by family line and date range and geographic origin, to her right: secondary sources, her own manuscripts in various stages, the current project - a documentary history of old stock Canadian families in the Ottawa corridor, their arrivals, their settlements, their contributions, their erasure from a national narrative she considered an ongoing act of cultural vandalism. In the center: the laptop, open, the screen divided between her current document and her social media presence. She was, by any measure she applied, thriving.

Forty-five thousand followers across platforms. A Substack with paid subscribers and a comments section that ran, on active days, to several hundred responses, the majority of them exactly what she needed them to be - people who used words like brave and necessary and the only one saying it, people who shared her work with their own followings, people who had found in her the permission structure they'd been looking for and were grateful enough to say so publicly and often.  She was good at this. She had always been good at this.

This morning she was finishing a piece about the St. Lawrence settlements - the loyalist families, their documented arrivals, the paper trail that connected present-day Ottawa to a specific lineage of European civilization that she considered both historically significant and systematically undervalued in contemporary Canadian discourse. It was careful work, properly footnoted, the kind of piece that wore scholarship like a coat - the vocabulary, the citations, the measured pace of a well-sourced argument - and if the sources were selected with a purpose in mind and the counterevidence was absent not because it didn't exist but because she had decided it wasn't relevant, well. That was editing. Every historian edited. The question was what you were editing toward, and she was editing toward the truth as she understood it, which was the only truth anyone ever edited toward, and anyone who told you otherwise was editing toward something else and calling it objectivity.

She posted the piece at 10:47 AM. By 11:15 it had been shared forty-three times. She tagged her cousin Robert in it, and her aunt Patricia on her father's side, and three other members of the extended family who had been following her work since the early days, since before the Substack, since the Facebook era when she'd first started writing publicly about history and heritage and the things she believed were being lost. They were reliable - they responded quickly, they shared without being asked, they called her brave in the comments with the consistency of people who had decided that bravery was what this was and weren't interested in revising that conclusion. Her father's family had always understood her better than her mother's. Her mother's side had produced the religious ones - the ones who'd decided her work was dangerous, who'd stopped returning messages, who'd chosen their version of righteousness over their own blood. She did not think about them if she could help it. She could usually help it.

The current project had a chapter she'd been approaching carefully for two weeks -  the residential school narrative, the burial grounds, the ongoing national conversation about indigenous history that she considered one of the more egregious examples of contemporary historical revisionism. She had a position on it. She had a well-researched, carefully footnoted, thoroughly sourced position on it that she had stated publicly on multiple occasions and that had cost her, each time, exactly the relationships she could afford to lose.

Jen had blocked her over it. Her own sister.

With her latest piece still getting shared, at 2:47 PM she saved her document, closed three of her research tabs, and went to make coffee. At 2:59 PM she looked up at the shelf from across the kitchen doorway. She had not moved anything. The four-year-old figurine was facing the room. It had been facing the window when she'd left the desk. She was almost certain it had been facing the window. At 3:02 PM she heard the front door. Ken was home.

"Hey, how was school?" she called from the kitchen. 

He appeared in the doorway, backpack on one shoulder, “Okay.” He was dark toned,  his father’s contribution to the equation, and it caught the afternoon light through the study window in a way that was, objectively, striking. She had always thought so. She kept a photograph of him at three - laughing at something off-camera - in the top drawer of the desk rather than on the shelf with the figurines, because that photograph was private in a way the figurines were not. It belonged to the part of her life she did not curate.

She went back to her desk. The figurines watched her work. “Did you eat?”

“I got a sandwich.”

“One sandwich.”

“And chips.”

“There’s food in the kitchen-Actual food.”

“We had history today,” 

“What period?”

“Canadian history. The teacher - Mr. Okafor was talking about the residential schools.”

“Mhm.”

“He said there were over a hundred and fifty thousand kids and a lot of them died.”

“History is complicated. What Mr. Okafor is teaching you is one interpretation of events. There are others. I have books -”

“He showed us photographs,” 

“Photographs can be contextualized, that's what historical analysis does. It takes primary sources -”

“They were kids,” 

Behind her, something shifted on the shelf. She did not turn around to look. “Go get something to eat, We can talk about this properly later, when I have the right materials in front of me.”

He nodded. 

Jeffrey came home at six with groceries. He was good with Ken in the way of someone who had made peace with a situation he’d arrived into rather than helped create. She had chosen him for this, among other reasons. She was honest with herself about the choice. “How’s school?” 

“Good.I have a history project about settlement patterns in Ontario.”

“Yeah? What kind?”

“Indigenous and European. The teacher wants us to look at both.”

“Cool project,” 

Ken glanced at Ann once  and went back to his pasta.
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SHE HAD ALWAYS BEEN first. This was not vanity - or it was vanity, but it was also simply true, and she had always found it difficult to separate the two when the thing being said happened to be accurate. She had been the first child, the first to read, the first to publish-first was not a competition. First was just the natural position of someone who moved faster than the people around them.

The Facebook page had been first too. It had mattered enormously to her.. The page - His Light, His Word, had been hers. Built from nothing, in the early days of Facebook when the platform was still figuring out what it was and so was she, a curated collection of scripture and devotional imagery. The page had grown to thousands of followers, in the years before thousands of followers was a common achievement, before the algorithms had learned to manufacture reach artificially and reach still meant something organic and earned. She had earned it. She had posted daily, sometimes twice daily, the scripture carefully chosen, the images - stock photographs, sunsets and mountaintops and light through cathedral windows, the visual vocabulary of Christian social media in its early years - selected with the eye of someone who understood that aesthetics were theology by other means. And then someone had stolen her images. She could still feel the fury of it, the kind of anger that comes when someone takes what you've built and reassembles it under
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