
​Part One

One whispered secret

In the midst of silver trees

Takes me far away.

A world like no other

Absorbs my soul, my mind

Though calm, trouble brews.

Creaking tree boughs sway

Warning of a stranger

Yet I roam unseen.

Dew kissed roses bloom

Dew drops shining in sun

Lilacs sway nearby. 
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​Chapter 1
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Felix Legault came home with an ashen face, despite having slapped both his cheeks twice to get the circulation going again, and having run as fast as he could, without making it obvious. What had started as a full sprint had quickly turned into a steady, fast-paced  jog. He was certain he would blend in with the female casual runners he saw go by their apartment like clockwork every afternoon he was home. Of course, now that he needed them for more than eye candy, they were nowhere to be found. A good thing. A bad thing. 

One final leap, taking three stairs at a time, had him nearly crumbling against the door as he willed his heart which had pumped so desperately not twenty minutes before, to beat again. It would serve him right if it failed, he realized- an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. He’d always had a rotten temper but had never imagined it would take him this far. 
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Felix was the love of Adelaid’s life. 

With him some days, Ayalisse saw how a woman should not be treated, and other days, how a model marriage should be. Sometimes, her father was a perfect gentleman towards Ayalisse and her mother. Sometimes, under the influence, he was cruel. Ayalisse would hide, or run to Memere’s, knowing there was safety at her home. She didn’t realize that, in her absence, a fatal blow could be struck. 

Love rejoiced against judgement. Love believed the best. Love hoped the best. Love was blind. 

Ayalisse was too young to know any different and her mother never disclosed her father’s past. No matter how wretched it was, she strongly believed a person could change. If the authorities had been content to give him only half days in jail for a year for his crimes, why would she suspect anything more had to be done?
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Of all days, she would choose to tune in to the local news station now. Adelaid generally avoided it like the plague. Who wants to be reminded about real life horrors? It wasn’t as if she weren’t aware that the world was full of atrocities and seemingly getting worse day by day. She didn’t live with her head in the sand- and yet, she did. 

Adelaid waited until Ayalisse had gone back to her schoolwork before making a cup of coffee to get through yet another day. She stepped back into the living room just as the “viewer discretion advised” warning flashed across the screen. For good measure, the news station also scrolled the warning across the bottom of the screen and highlighted it in blue underneath the police officer’s name. A murder. Nothing new under the sun. Likely far enough away from her city to put her mind at ease.

“The name of the victim will remain private as investigations are underway,” Officer Troy said, his dark eyes staring straight into hers- or so it felt to Adelaid. “All we can disclose for now is that it appears to be a male, between thirty to forty years old. There are no witnesses, but cameras are being checked as we speak-”

Officer Troy was cut off as the camera panned to an older woman who had been flagged down, “It’s such a quiet neighborhood, we never would have expected such a brutal crime...”

Adelaid’s hand flew to her mouth as she recognized the woman, a neighbor from only a block away, “It sure makes one not feel safe walking around anymore,” Gladiola shuddered, running a hand down the length of her arm, “Not safe at all. I’d best be going.”

The reporter’s face showed again, but Adelaid was already fumbling for the remote. She would have nightmares about this. She didn’t want Ayalisse to suffer too. She glanced up as Felix jogged down the stairs, his eyes immediately fixating on the television screen. 

“What is that? WHat are you watching? Why are you watching the news? You don’t like the news.”

“I just wanted to see the weather, Felix,” Adelaid shrugged, her face still pale. 

“You can check that on the computer.”

“Someone was murdered,” she lowered her voice to just above a whisper so that Ayalisse wouldn’t hear. At fourteen, she was still young, but would understand. Adelaid didn’t want to risk it. 

“Nothing new.”

“No. But it’s right here. They said behind Greco’s. Do you think it’s our Greco’s?”

“I don't know. Why ask me?”

Adelaid shrugged apologetically, “I guess I'm just not feeling too safe. Would you mind getting Ayalisse’s package at the post office today? Her courses are in and-”

“I don’t see why you can’t do it yourself though. Fresh air is good.” Felix turned his back, scowling. He hadn’t been out since... it felt too risky, but at the same time, perhaps it looked more obvious to have no one exiting their home on Firth Avenue.

“Please.”

“I need some money.”

“I’ll give you what I have, just please-”

Felix turned around again, grabbing the twenty dollars Adelaid had dug out of her otherwise empty wallet. It would have to do. “Fine.”

“You’ll come back, right?”

Felix swore. “Don’t start, Adelaid.”

She merely nodded, turning the TV off and heading into the kitchen where their daughter sat, her brow furrowed as she read her books, twiddling her pencil.
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Adelaid had every reason to question him, and Felix knew that. He bypassed the post office, heading straight to his cousin’s apartment, even though Mickey had told him not to bother coming back. Mickey was an addict, too, but handled his dosage- happy to zone out or spend hours playing video games. Felix couldn’t. He either passed out, which was the best of it, even if it meant his family didn’t see him again for a day or two, or he became twisted. He usually took his frustration and anger out on his parent’s poodle, or by thrusting his fist through walls, mirrors- whatever was convenient to let loose on. 

Yet, money was money.

Mickey took Fred by the collar, coaxing him into the bathroom before shutting the door. There was a good chance Felix wouldn’t hurt his dog, but it was a risk he wasn't about to take the second he spotted Felix walking towards his apartment. Mickey sniffled. Felix had lasted longer on one fix than he would have. 

Felix didn’t say too much, reaching out his hand and clasping Mickey’s, already feeling at home with Bob Marley playing in the background, the mellow hues and grungy sofas. “Here.”

“What do you want with that? A sniff?” Mickey shook his head, looking at the meager twenty dollars Felix shoved at him.

“I’m your family,” Felix swore, “You can’t charge full price with me.”

“I have to live, too.”

“DOn’t talk to me about having to live! I have a daughter!”

“Then take this money and spend it on her!”

Felix, his eyes flashing dangerously, sank his fist squared into Mickey’s face.

Mickey swore, grabbing his jaw and rubbing it gingerly, “If you weren’t my cousin, I’d-”

“Do what? Bring it. Unless you’re a coward,” Felix sneered.

Mickey shook his head. It wasn’t worth it. He moved over to the kitchen, carefully measuring out a dose. He’d lose, but at least he wouldn’t have to deal with Felix’ rage. Little wonder his mother, Betsey, rarely asked about him on the odd times she would call. Who wanted to hear that their son was a vicious addict who couldn’t hold his own? Of course, Mickey never blabbed to his aunt that he too was addicted. 

Felix’ eyes softened momentarily as he grabbed a syringe, flopped onto the yellowed couch, and rammed the needle into his vein. 

“Was that you?” Mickey waited until he was halfway done.

“What?”

“The murder.”

“What if it was?”

“You’d better get out of here if it was. The police are serious and you know there’s cameras all around there.”

“I have a family.”

“Better you leave before Ayalisse sees you taken away.”

“I know, I know,” Felix cursed again, “Just shut up for once, will you? YOu’re going to wreck-”

“You can’t stay here.”

“SOme family you are!”

“Look, you brought this upon yourself. You’re on borrowed time- better start thinking,” Mickey sat down on the La-Z-Boy, closing his eyes as Bob Marley sang.
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“That’s it for today, baby,” Adelaid pasted a smile on, helping her daughter gather her worksheets for the day. Night had fallen. Supper was in the oven, and the timer was steadily beeping to remind her to take it out.

Felix had not come home. She had expected that. Maybe she had enabled him by giving him the money, and yet it seemed she was stuck between a rock and a hard place. One thing was certain, she wasn’t about to venture out, even if the post office was still open. If a murder could happen in broad daylight, what worse things could happen in the dark? Maybe the killer was still out there- waiting, watching, lurking for his next victim. Scenes from America’s Most Wanted flitted through her mind. She hurriedly dropped the schoolwork to take the food out of the oven, busying herself so that she wouldn’t keep dwelling on it. 

Nothing bad happens in Canada. 

She couldn’t bring herself to believe the line she whispered to her mind. “Set the table, will you, honey?”

“For daddy too?”

“Yes.”

Faith.

“Do we have to wait for him?” Ayalisse held three plates and was dipping into the silverware drawer. She leaned her head against her mother’s arm for a quick second, inhaling the scent of garlicky noodles, beef and cheese. “I’m starving.”

“Well, we can’t have that, can we? No, you don’t have to wait for him.”

“You don’t either.”

Adelaid looked into her eyes. Ayalisse was nearly at her shoulder in height, inheriting her mother’s mahogany curls, and her father’s icy blue eyes. How was it that she saw in Ayalisse’s eyes a thawing warmth compared to Felix’ frigidity? 

Cranson.

Adelaid buried his memory, only pausing long enough to let the name flow over her mind, like a widow would kissing the marble stone of her lover’s grave.  “Of course, love. I have your papers to grade after.”
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Ayalisse’s school books were all but forgotten. With homeschooling, there was always a risk that the government could come in any time and check-deeply check-to see what was being taught, and how much work was being done. It’s important to keep up with their peers in the public system. That had always been in the back of Adelaid’s mind,a t least until now. Surely, if they came, they would understand why she hadn’t started Ayalisse’s next courses. All she could do was hope that the post office hadn’t sent the parcel back. She didn’t have it in her to step outside the door.

Suzanne LaPointe had been notified. The locks had been changed. It still didn’t feel like enough.

A fugitive could always come back home...

Adelaid never turned on the TV anymore. If it had been a fancier flat screen, she might have considered selling it, but a big-backed fourteen-incher had no value. Besides, she didn’t want to see anyone and she didn’t want anyone to see her. She was convinced that the casserole and cookie plates that appeared outside of her door were poisoned- and with good reason. Why would anyone have compassion on the wife of a murderer? The only people she had let into their apartment were the authorities, and she had tried to keep Ayalisse’s life as normal as possible throughout the proceedings. 

Adelaid, Mickey, and a few others had testified that they didn’t know where Felix was. Mickey admitted to giving Felix the drugs- twice- but swore Felix left while he had been taking a nap. Funny thing... They arrested Mickey, with a murderer still on the loose. What a justice system. 

Adelaid had been cleared. The police had gone from frigid and demanding to soft. Ayalisse wasn’t acting noticeably scared but Adelaid couldn’t imagine staying in the city any longer. She wanted a clear break. SHe had contacted lawyers. Had Felix not been on the run, had he not been a murderer, he would have had to sign off on her getting custody and leaving the province, but her request was granted without a second thought. This comforted Adelaid; there was a very slim chance that Felix would have gone to Ontario. After all, he was already wanted there, too, for his previous crimes. 

It didn’t take long to pack up what little they had. Ayalisse was strong through it all. Of course, it helped that they considered it an adventure. Ayalisse had never been to Ontario. Quebec was all she had ever known. 
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“Fentanyl.” Officer Leona hardened as she gestured to the leftover drugs and paraphernalia. Since she was a little girl, she had dreamed of becoming a police officer, but, back in those innocent days, she hadn’t realized it wasn’t just shooting and driving around in a fancy car. Moments like this happened more often than not. It didn’t matter how hard they worked to keep drugs out of the citizen’s hands. It still managed to get on the streets, accessible- for a price. Leona looked around the apartment, thankful to take her eyes away from the corpse. From the looks of things, it wasn’t meant to have ended this way. There was nothing to indicate any feelings of depression, suicide... It was a trip gone horribly wrong. When would they learn?

“Male. Caucasian. Mid-thirties.” Leona’s companion droned into his walkie talkie. 

“He’s been here for a few days,” Leona piped up, not particularly wanting to look over at the body again. 

“We’ll let someone else look for the next of kin.”

“Oh, I can start on that. I think you’re covered here.”

Malcolm glanced at her, seeing the all too familiar look in her eyes. It was only their second case like this. Could she handle a third? Years on the force had hardened him; Leona had a long way to go. “Yes, you can start.”

Leona didn’t bother saying thank you. She quickly jogged up the stairs from the apartment, looking at the sky, gasping for air. A few people strolled by, which made her struggle to control herself. There was no sense in making a big deal of this yet. It was a scuzzy part of town, and police vehicles surely didn’t rouse too much suspicion. But when the ambulance came, that would be a different story. In a halfway house for me, none of the passersby would know exactly who it was. For his privacy, he’d be completely covered. No one could know before his family. Protocol. Respect during this difficult time. Leona wiped a clammy palm against her uniform pants, wrinkling her brow. She hadn’t seen any photos around to show he even had a family. No wife, no children, no girlfriend. It didn’t matter- everyone has a parent.

She climbed into their patrol car, exhaling loudly as she began to type in details, coming up with just one name: Betsey Legault. Bridgestone, New Brunswick. His mother. It had to be. Leona couldn’t decide what was worse. Staying with a corpse- or notifying the family.
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Betsey sank down in her old rocking chair. She peered out the patio door just as a bluejay swooped down, knocking off the peanut she had set for him. She couldn’t quite make out that it had fallen. She lit a cigarette, the bird swooping off the deck, she was unable to tell where it went. Multiple sclerosis had affected her eyes more than anywhere else in her body. She could see- but only in grey.

Her cigarette dropped from between her fingers when the phone rang- it startled her. She rocked hard enough to propel her towards the table where the phone sat.

“Oui, allo?” 

“Betsey Legault?”

Betsey rolled her eyes. It had to be a telemarketer, or a scam, or a credit company. “Oui.”

Leona shuffled papers in front of her. Did she have to speak French? Did anyone in their office speak French? “I’m sorry to inform you but...” Leona paused, her heart racing. “We believe we have discovered the body of your son, Felix.”
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Betsey pulled out one of the chairs at the table and sat heavily. Had the chair not scraped against the tiled floors, Leona would have thought Betsey had hung up. “Felix?”

“Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry to have to inform you of this. I need you, or a close family member to identify-”

“Where is he?”

“Toronto.”

“I’m too far. You need to bring him here.”

“That can be arranged, but is there anyone here that can-”

“No. Wait.” Betsey grabbed her pack of cigarettes. She lit another, the first one still burning where it lay on the edge of her ashtray. “Maybe Adelaid...”

“And she is?”

“His wife. Ex-wife. Oh, I don’t know. What a mess, a mess, a mess.”

“Is she closeby?”

“I think Ajax. We didn’t know Felix was in Ontario. I wonder if she-”

“Are you in contact with her? Do you know how we could reach her?”

“I haven’t heard in about a year. She was in Quebec, but had so much trouble with Felix...” Betsey, at long last began to cry. “I knew that this was coming. He was sick. He only called when he needed money and he never told us anything,” Betsey’s voice quivered. “I guess I can sleep well tonight. I know where he is.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am. I really am. I hope you will find peace. But I must know if you know how to reach Adelaid. Does she go by Legault?”

“I don’t know. I have her number,” Betsey’s chair scraped the ground again. “416-984-2513. Can you bring him home? I will pay.”

“I’ll get back to you as soon as I reach Adelaid with the details.”

Betsey set the receiver back into the cradle. She crushed out her cigarette and lit another, the bluejay all but forgotten. 

***
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Adelaid Legault wrapped her arm around Ayalisse. She hadn’t said a word about Officer Leona’s call to her daughter. They weren’t sure if it was Felix and it made no sense to traumatize Ayalisse without knowing for sure first. Adelaid hated to lie, but it seemed her only choice was to tell her daughter that they had to go to the hospital for a routine blood test. Ayalisse had shrugged- as long as it wasn’t for her. 

True to Leona’s words, two officers, one man and a woman sat in the waiting room, nodding in agreement when Adelaid told her daughter to wait for her. 

“Look, there’s officers here, so you’ll be safe, okay, darling? I think you’re better off here than seeing them drain the blood from your momma, right?” Despite knowing what would soon transpire, seeing Leona loitering by the elevator for her, Adelaid managed to smile as Ayalisse nodded enthusiastically. “I won’t be long. Be good.” Adelaid turned on her heel and clutched her purse handle as if it were a lifeline as she walked resolutely to Leona. 

“I’m sorry to meet you under these conditions,” Leona broke the ice. She pressed the elevator button though it would have been only twelve stairs to get to the lower level. If her legs felt like tree trunks, how must Adelaid feel? Leona had asked Malcolm to take over, but he had declined. It was only fair- she had left him alone in the apartment, but at the same time, looking at one corpse was a far cry from seeing... God only knew how many were in the morgue. She tried not to shiver. It was Adelaid who would need the support. 

Adelaid didn’t know what to say. She glanced over at the officer, not much older than she, yet Leona’s brow was free from deep set wrinkles. Surprising, Adelaid reasoned, given her field of work. 

“This way, ma’am,” Leona stepped out in front of her, already feeling a chill as they walked past the lab.

The lab was the only place Adelaid ever went to in the basement of hospitals. It wasn’t as if she had never seen nor walked by the morgue before but she always held her breath and nearly sprinted past. Who would willingly work in, or visit a morgue? SHe felt ashamed for hoping it really was Felix. Not so much because she had felt and lived through terror with him, but selfishly because she didn’t want to enter the morgue for nothing. 

The two paused outside the door. Leona looked as disturbed as she did. Would it be wrong to reach out for Leona’s hand for support?

The officer knocked at the door, looking embarrassed- did she expect a corpse to rise and say, “Come in”? Leona bit back a nervous giggle, the shiver finally getting to her. She lay one hand on the door and jumped when Adelaid clutched her other arm. She didn’t have the heart to tell the bereft that was unacceptable. Wouldn’t she have done the same thing?

The morgue smelled of medicine. Not a medicine that one takes to be well, but medicine of death. Icy cold. Most corpses were covered, and Adelaid was grateful for that. Some toes poked out with little white tags offsetting the blue tinge of their bodies. 

Leona swallowed hard before she made a beeline to where she could make out the name: Felix Legault, followed by a large red question mark. “It will only take a second, ma’am.”

“A second is all I have before I faint,” Adelaid admitted. She held her breath as the bag was unzipped just far enough to see the blue face. “My God.”

Leona didn’t have time to rezip it. She nearly ran after Adelaid as she weaved towards the exit, her hands pressed against her mouth. 

Adelaid didn’t stop running until she was at the elevator once more, frantically pushing its button. THe door opened with a sigh, but she didn’t get on. There were no tears, but she couldn’t let Ayalisse see her like this. She leaned against the wall, wrapping her arms around her frame. 

Leona walked slowly towards her. She wouldn’t have gone far, the officers in the waiting room would have stopped her if she had tried to leave with her daughter. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s him.”

“I’m sorry,” Leona repeated. She doused her hands with antibacterial alcohol based soap, rubbing it past her cuffs. Her skin crawled. All she wanted to do was drink and go home smashed. It was worse than the apartment. Was it because it was a finality there at the hospital?

“What do I do now?” Adelaid’s face was ghastly pale. 

“We’ll take you to the department for paperwork.”

“What will I tell Ayalisse?” Adelaid didn’t expect an answer, or even help from Leona, but the question tumbled from her lips regardless. Silence met her as the door reopened. 

Ayalisse fiddled with her sleeves. Her eyes widened when she saw her mother. “Gosh, how much blood did they take? Your face is so white!”

“Not much,” Adelaid glanced quickly at Leona before she sat in the chair beside her daughter, pulling her close to her. Don’t you cry! “I need to do a little research before we go home, okay? I met this nice police lady and she’s going to give us a drive to the station before we  go home.”

If Adelaid didn’t write novels constantly, Ayalisse wouldn’t have believed her...
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“That wasn’t for research, was it?” It wasn’t a question, but rather a firm statement. Ayalisse waited until the bus lurched away from the sidewalk before she spoke. FOr being a ritzier bus than the city bus, the drivers drove as poorly. Of course, heavy traffic didn’t help. It was nearly 6 o’clock, rush hour traffic beginning to form with the workers heading for home. “Something's wrong. I can feel it.” She blew against the frosty window before she drew an intricate pattern with her stubby nails. 

Adelaid brushed a stray hair back behind her ear, looking past her daughter to glance outside at the world speeding past them, “We’ll talk about it at home, okay? It’s more private.”

Ayalisse nodded.

If Ayalisse had no idea what had transpired, and was already perturbed, how would she react when she found out exactly what it was? Adelaid had heard stories of children who had lost their parents. It had a devastating effect on the single parent and it transferred to the child. Adelaid silently promised Ayalisse that she wouldn’t drag her down into her sorrows and depression.

The bus jerked to a stop. Ayalisse clutched her mother’s arm as they made their way off of the bus. The driver nodded to them as they stepped down onto the leaf covered platform of the bus station. A wave of cold air greeted them on the platform and sent a chill down both their spines. Adelaid pulled her daughter close and wrapped her shawl around the both of them. The edges just barely reached around the two, but it was enough to get them through the walk around the block to their home. 

“You can tell me now, mom.” Ayalisse started again as their apartment came into sight.

Perhaps. It wasn’t as if she had it in her to be blunt. Maybe if she beat around the bush a little, giving just enough detail to hold her daughter off. 

“I had business to attend to. Very unpleasant business that I wish was different. I wasn’t there for research. I couldn’t write a murder-mystery for the life of me.” Despite the gravity of the situation, Adelaid mustered up a grin. 

“Romance or nothing. I get it. But what was the business? Why was it so bad?”

“Come on, let’s hurry and I’ll make us hot chocolate.”

Ayalisse shrugged. She bolted towards the stairs. It didn’t make any sense to run before her mother, she now shuffling from foot to foot impatiently, “Hurry!”

I don’t want to.

****
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Ayalisse sat on the floor between her mother’s knees as she braided her hair, her words raw, mixed with emotion, yet soothing as she did what she could to break the news of Felix’ death. Adelaid hadn’t expected the lack of tears, but was she expecting more? Felix had walked out of their lives three years earlier. THough they had a few good memories, they weren’t as close. It was hard to be close with a fleeting silhouette, Felix never content at home. 

“I wish it hadn’t been this way, babe,” Adelaid continued. She smiled when Ayalisse sat beside her, leaning into her, “To say goodbye to someone who walks away is one thing, but my grieving is more because it’s permanent.”

“Me too, mom, but we still have each other.”

“Always have each other.”

***
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Adelaid waited until Ayalisse was in bed. Her bed. Nothing could be said for the two seeking comfort, she assumed. No less than four hot chocolates each had been consumed. They had laughed, cried, and hugged as they told stories and looked through old photo albums that hadn’t been touched in years. It was barely 8:30. She brushed a strand from her daughter’s face, before tossing a throw blanket over her. She picked up her cell phone and crept down the hall. She sat on the bottom stair, swallowed her pride and nerves and let the phone ring. Adelaid had forgotten it was a different time zone and nearly hung up when it came to her remembrance. It was too late, the voice answered which she had fallen in love with so many years ago. 

“Oui, allo?

“It’s Adelaid.”

“Oh, Adelaid.”

The two women cried for what felt like forever until Betsey spoke again. “You heard?”

“Yes. I- I identified.”

“Then it’s true.”

“Yes. I’m so sorry for your loss.”

“Our loss, Addy.”

“Very much so. What will happen now?”

“He’s coming to New Brunswick. We’ll cremate him.”

Adelaid shivered. Her hand whisked away the tears that continued to fall, unbidden. Her skin was icy. If it weren’t for burning hot tears that she no longer felt, though they still flowed, she felt like the skin of the dead. “Soon?”

“Yes. I got a phone call from Officer Laura or something,” Betsey sniffed loudly, blew her nose and lit a cigarette. “Does Ayalisse know?”

“I just told her tonight.”

Betsey broke down again. She struggled for several minutes to talk. “How is she taking it?”

“Well enough. We spent the last few hours telling stories and comforting ourselves as best we can.”

“I didn’t really know where he was.”

“I didn’t either. I never imagined he’d go to Ontario... after...” Adelaid bit her tongue before she mentioned ill of the dead. It wasn’t as if his mother didn’t know anyway.

“You’ll come home?”

Adelaid didn’t answer right away. There was never anything in Ontario to keep her there, but to go back to where it all began- old Acadia? Maybe the bad memories would dissipate now that he was gone and she knew she was safe. “I don’t really know, Betsey. I’d like to come for the funeral. It will be good for Lissy. A little closure for us both, but I’m not sure how to swing it. Between her books and living, I-”

“What’s your address?”

“788 Applegrove Crescent- why?”

“I’ll mail a check.”

“Oh, Betsey, I couldn’t.”

“Please. For Ayalisse.”

What could she say? “We’ll be there, of course. Thank you, Betsey. For sharing your son with me. For your comfort. For everything.”
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“We can’t bring everything,” Adelaid pointed out, stuffing as much as she could in the four suitcases and two large backpacks she had on the kitchen table. “We have to evaluate what each item is. Does it bring joy? Good memories? Is it replaceable?” All the minimalism books she had read over the years came in handy at that moment, although looking down at her first suitcase, it seemed she wasn’t taking her own advice. They didn’t own much, and most was replaceable, but it was difficult coming to the realization that they only had four suitcases and as much as they could lug on their back in which to bring twelve years of life. Items weren’t as difficult to say goodbye to as people, and yet from Ayalisse’s face as she carefully held each of her treasures, one could be persuaded differently.

Adelaid wiped a weary hand over her face. She jumped when the tin mailbox rattled against the side of the apartment. Tryon the mailman was early. Sure enough, Betsey’s registered mail was poking out of the mailbox. The money they needed to get there was enclosed. They could leave on the evening trail if they hurried. Adelaid discarded the bulky envelope, tucking the check in her pocket. She hadn’t thought about having to cash a check as well. How much time did they have? Would they ship Felix immediately? Would a service take place the day of the cremation? She leaned against the doorframe and glanced at her daughter. All she wanted to do was sit down and cry, but who then would be Ayalisse’s strength? Grieving alone would have to wait. 

“Everything okay, mom?” Ayalisse paused for just a moment as she piled three more photo frames on top of the stack before she zipped the last of her suitcases. Her room was virtually bare except for a few trinkets- easily replaced. All her clothes she had managed to squish in... She had a small pile of things to donate in the laundry basket they set aside to drop things in. THe landlord wouldn’t mind their furniture being there but leaving nicknacks and papers and other small items scattered everywhere was pushing it. Garbage would be taken out as well as recycling at the same time they toted their things to donate to the local thrift shop.

“Yes. We have to go to the bank soon though, then I have some calls to make. Oh my,” Adelaid finally let the words flow off her tongue, “It’s a little overwhelming, isn’t it?”

Ayalisse nodded. She walked to the kitchen and retrieved a juice box for each of them as if it would make life that much easier. She sat cross legged on the bed and watched her mother sort through her clothes, her writing manuscripts and small trinkets full of memories. “What’s that pile of clothes for?”

“Donations. There’s a box-”

“You’re donating your clothes?” Ayalisse repeated, aghast.

“Oh, honey, you’re the fashionable one,” Adelaid chuckled. She tugged the few outfits she would bring free of their hangers, rolling them to keep as much space as possible. “The most important thing I have to bring is you. Everything else is replaceable, no matter how unique or special.”

Ayalisse clutched her. “Does that mean you have room for my shoes?”

“Don’t push your luck,” Adelaid giggled. She punctured the foil with the sharp end of the straw and sank down on the bed.

***
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It was nothing like the last time the duo had gone on the train together; Adelaid had done her best to make it an adventure, going to a new place, starting a new life, just the two of them. It was dark and gloomy. While they didn’t talk about it, Felix’ death hung over the two like a storm cloud. 

Ayalisse swapped seats for the window and leaned her head against the glass, listening to the sound of the wheels on steel tracks. The two swayed- it was their favorite method of travel- at least before.

Twelve long hours. Munching treats, Ayalisse doodled in her Shopkins notebook, her mother penning yet another story...always a dreamer. It’ll be a work of love for a better life for you, Lissy. Ayalisse just shrugged. She has all she wanted- her mother by her side. 

***
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Nothing much had changed in the years that they had been absent from New Brunswick. Aside from the odd new apartment building or gas station built or refurbished, it looked the same.  The people were the same, too, offering a warm smile as they disembarked from the train, Adelaid making sure to clutch the worker’s hand as she stepped down the stairs. Betsey likely would have sent the extra for cabins instead of regular train seats, considering it was so many hours and Ayalisse was still so young, but she would have felt worse than she already did. It was bad enough that they’d have to stay with Betsey until they were on their feet. Instead of her and Felix sharing a room with baby Ayalisse, it would be an urn. 

Adelaid swallowed at the lump in her throat, steering them both towards the small building adjacent to the tracks that all the others stampeded towards. There wasn’t much sense, Adelaid reasoned, being trampled by others who were clearly in more of a rush than they were. They waited for the majority of people to exit towards their waiting families, taxis, or cars before they located their items. She looked around, Betsey was nowhere to be seen.

Ayalisse looked equally anxious, her mother never being good at hiding her facial expressions, “Do you think that Memere forgot about us?”

“Hard to tell, babe, I’m going to call and-”

“Hello, Adelaid.”

Adelaid turned to where the voice came from. Of all people, why did Betsey have to send him to pick them up? Didn’t she remember that Gideon despised her? How much more since his brother died? She couldn’t bring herself to look into his eyes.

“You remember your Uncle Gideon...”

Maybe he wouldn’t make too much of a scene with Ayalisse between them as a witness. 
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​Chapter 6
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Adelaid wished upon a non-existant falling star in broad daylight that she and Ayalisse had taken the bus instead. Alas, it was too late. It would be an unbearable two hours and seventeen minutes sitting beside Gideon Legault. 

Gideon wasn’t as cool towards her as she had expected him to be, given that he often argued in French in bygone years (as if she didn’t understand) that she and Felix were burdens to the family. Perhaps time had softened him, perhaps grief had broken him, or...likely it was due to the little ears in the backseat. 

Augustus stared at Ayalisse as if she were an alien from outer space for what felt like an eternity. Gideon had reintroduced them and Adelaid had stiffly embraced him. Who knew what he thought about her, or what he was told since birth. She’d never even met his mother. “So, it must be weird not having a  dad, eh?”

“Augustus,” Gideon cleared his throat gruffly, looking at his son in the rearview mirror. 

“Sorry. But it’s true. It’s not like I’m lying.”

“It’s okay,” Ayalisse smoothed her hands over her skirt, “Yes, I suppose it is.”

“At least he wasn’t around much for you to miss.” Augustus shrugged.

“Augustus!”

Adelaid grimaced. She glanced out the window and inconspicuously as possible, slid her arm through the crack between the door and her seat to reach for Ayalisse’s hand. It would have been better for them













[image: ]









[image: ]










d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THREADS OF TIME Book 2
B N\

LYRA THORNE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





