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Over the winter of 1973, the bitter Canadian winds blew in a string of calamities that devastated our family. It marked the start of everything changing for me.

At the gathering after my grandmother’s funeral, I overheard a neighbour say, ‘Bad things come in threes.’ The remark stopped me in my tracks, and her words resonated through me, as it had indeed been three heart-wrenching incidents that had happened to us.

I tried to dismiss the comment as superstitious, the way Gran would have done. But in truth, it sparked something inside me. I realized, as painful as our losses were—if what the neighbour said was right—the round of three bad things was over, and the dark days we’d been plodding through could now end.

Hope mounted in my heart that my mother and I could pick up the pieces and make a fresh start. And as the days rolled by and spring blossomed, with birds singing and flowers blooming all around, I looked for ways to lift Mom’s spirit through the new season. 

But then, fate dealt us another blow. 

Mom had a hysterical episode. It ended with her boyfriend, Roland, rushing her away for medical treatment. When he returned hours later, he came back without her and informed me the doctor had diagnosed Mom with a mental breakdown. He also said that she had been hospitalized, and her release could take many weeks—depending on her recovery.

Roland moved his sister, Erica, in to stay with me. She was a friend to my mother, and also an airline attendant, in between trips for an extended while. 

Erica was a comfort to me. And on my twelfth birthday, she made a call to the hospital on my behalf. But the nurse who answered explained that my mother, being heavily medicated, could not speak with anyone over the phone. That night, Erica taught me how to make spaghetti and meatballs. We also baked a vanilla cake together, topped it with chocolate icing, and she did her best to make me smile.

Roland, on the other hand, couldn’t care less whether I smiled or not. And when Erica left to go shopping the next morning, Roland arrived at the house to wreak more havoc into my life. He announced there was something he needed to tell me, and sat me down at the kitchen table for a talk.

I wished with all my might he would say Mom had a sudden turnaround and was coming home soon. But that was not the case, and his words sent me reeling. 

When he finished, I rushed to my room, threw myself on the bed, and bawled my eyes out. And after thrashing about for a while, I rolled over; the dampness of the wet pillow from my tears soaking into the back of my head as I stared at the ceiling. 

The slamming of the car door outside announced Erica's arrival back home. And her hurried footsteps, with the clapping of the screen door, let me know she was unloading the groceries. Then, although I couldn't hear what was being said, their hushed tones—muffled by the paper-thin walls of our small house—told me that Roland was filling Erica in on the tragedy being inflicted upon me. 

Shortly after, his car engine rumbled to life. I heard him drive away, and there was a soft tap at my door. “Adelia. Are you okay?”

“I-I need to be alone for a while,” I said. And after Erica went back down the hall, I laid there in a daze.

In the stillness, memories of the days leading up to Mom’s leaving flooded my mind. And I remembered a happy Saturday afternoon with my two best friends, Diana and Crystal. We had taken the bus to Edie’s Department Store. And after making our way up and down the aisles, we stopped at the paper racks near the check-out. Leafing through the latest teen magazines, we awed and giggled over the glossy photos of cute boys with dazzling smiles and shag haircuts. And we raved about the gorgeous girls with their sensational makeup and cool clothes.

“Oh! Look at her!” I exclaimed, taking a sweeping view of the stunning brunette sprawled across the centrefold. Snatching the magazine from Crystal’s grip, I soaked in the details of the beautiful model’s long silky hair cascading over her sassy orange halter top. “Her hair is about my colour, don’t you think?”

Crystal peered over my shoulder. “Pretty much. Maybe a tad darker.”

“How does she get it so perfectly wavy?”

“Gigantic rollers,” Crystal said. “That’s how Miranda does it.”

“Would your sister show me?”

Crystal shrugged. “Sure. She does a fantastic job of it!”

As my eyes slid across the model’s snug-fitting jeans with embroidered flared legs, I said, “These are the funkiest bell-bottoms I’ve ever seen!” Then, jamming my thumb in between the pages, I spun around to scan the aisles. Clutching the magazine in both arms close to my chest, I said, “I wonder if there are any like them in the bins near the change rooms. There are some huge piles of denim back there...”  

The words were barely out of my mouth when Diana elbowed me in the ribs. “Ow!” I said, turning to scowl at her. “What’s wrong with you?” 

“Hurry it up!” she hissed in a whisper, sneaking a glance toward the front. “Edie’s giving us the evil eye!”

I looked over to see the shop owner behind the counter glaring at us through her cat eye glasses. Then she quickly looked away to greet a customer coming up to the till with a purchase. 

I replied to Diana, “I want to go see if there are some in my size.” 

“Do you have enough money with you to pay for them today?” 

“No ... but if I find a pair, I’ll ask Mom to get them for my birthday.”

“Forget it, Adelia!” Diana snapped. “We’ve already riffled through reams of clothes! You know how Edie gets when we stay too long and don’t buy much.”

I looked at Crystal for support. But she just smirked, shrugged her shoulders, and said, “It’s your turn to buy. So, make up your mind which one you want, and let’s get outa here. I’m getting thirsty.” 

“All right!” Slapping the magazine closed, I turned on my heel and shoved it under my arm. “We’ll take this one!” Then I marched ahead, with Diana and Crystal trailing behind.  

When we came up to the till and I set my purchase on the counter, Edie said with a polite smile, “Hello girls.” And after paying and making niceties with her, we made our way outside.  

It wasn’t long before the bus arrived and we scrambled on. After a few blocks, we jumped off and walked the rest of the way to Crystal’s house. 

When we spilled into the kitchen, her mother was standing at the counter with a wooden spoon, sloshing pink lemonade and ice cubes around a big glass pitcher.  

“Hi Mrs. Peterson!” Diana and I said in unison.

“Hi girls! You’re just in time! I’ll pour some drinks, and you can sit in the lounge chairs on the deck. I cranked the awning out, so it’ll be nice and shady for you.” 

“That sounds terrific!” Crystal said, as we swarmed around her mother. And after Mrs. Peterson handed each of us a green-plastic tumbler nearly filled to the brim, we carefully took our drinks outside.

Then we wiled away the rest of the afternoon, leafing through our newest magazine, and some older ones, too. Crystal kept the ones she had purchased on hand. It was our Saturday routine to shop for and share our latest find. And the one who bought—took it home after.

Pouring over photos and reading clips out loud, we shared style tips and celebrity gossip, as usual. And we chattered away, with lots of laughs and giggles in between, sipping our drinks until every drop of lemonade was gone; the ice cubes melted long before. 

After going home, I helped Mom make supper and clean up when we finished. As she started washing the dishes, I reached for the magazine I had set nearby. Opening it up, I said, “I saw the coolest jeans in here.” Then, shoving the centrefold in front of her, I asked, “Would you buy me a pair for my birthday?” 

At first glance, she seemed taken aback. I thought she was having the same reaction I had when I first saw the stunning model, and added, “She’s so pretty, isn’t she?” 

Mom quickly wiped her hands on her apron, and then gingerly took the magazine from me. “Yes, she is. Hmm ... she looks like someone I knew long ago...” As she studied the picture carefully, a heavy sigh escaped her lips. Then, pensively folding the magazine closed, she handed it back to me. “I’m not sure if Edie would have any like these. We’ll see...” 

But a few days later, after coming home from work, she handed me a paper bag when I was watching TV in the living room.

“What’s this?” I asked, taking the bag from her. 

“It’s a gift for you ... sorry for not wrapping it. I’ve been so tired. It’s all I can do to get through the day.”

“That’s okay, Mom. But my birthday isn’t for a couple of weeks.”

She sighed. “I’m sorry we can’t have a party for you this year, either...” Motioning to the bag in my lap, she said, “Anyway, I wanted to give this to you early.” Then she added, “In case you need to exchange for another size. Then, at least, you’ll have them for your birthday.”

I peered into the bag and stuck my hand inside. Jumping up from my chair, I pulled out a pair of jeans and held them in front of me at arm’s length. “These are fabulous! They’re almost exactly like the ones in the magazine. Even the embroidering on the legs!”

“Go ahead and try them on. I can’t wait to see how they look on you!”  

I hurried to my room, flung off my shorts, and stepped into my new jeans. I yanked them up quickly, delighted at how snug they felt coming up my thighs. Then I tugged them over my bottom, flopped backward onto the bed to lie flat, and sucked in my gut. Holding my breath, I strained to pull up the fly, just like how Crystal showed me Miranda put her jeans on. And after wrestling the button closed at the waist, I sprang from the bed. 

Scampering out to the hall, I stopped in front of the full-length mirror. Then, turning from side to side, I admired how they looked on me from every angle.

When I came back into the living room, Mom was sitting in the armchair. I crossed the floor toward her and stopped midway to do a spin. “They feel glorious!” As I came around and our eyes met, her lip quivered and, for a split second, I thought she might start crying. 

But she abruptly jumped to her feet. “Let’s have a look!” Then she stood back with folded arms, eying me from bottom to top. “Are you sure ... they’re not a bit too snug?”

“Nooo!” I wailed.  “Everyone wears their jeans tight like this!”

“Well, if your grandmother was here, she’d take them back for a bigger size.”

I shrugged my shoulders, and said, “I know.” Then I added, “Pleeez ... let me keep them.  I love them so much!”

“Well... they do look good on you.” 

“Thanks Mom!” I exclaimed, clasping my hands together.

“I’m glad they make you happy.” Motioning to the kitchen, she said, “Let’s have supper.” And as we headed in, she added, “We’re having meatloaf and mashed potatoes. It’s only the two of us tonight, Roland’s working.”

“Super!” I blurted out, a little too enthusiastically. More because of Roland’s absence than her meal choice. 

After we sat down at the table to eat, Mom asked, “Are the jeans comfortable?”

“They pinch a little at the waist,” I answered. Then I added with conviction, “But they’ll loosen up the more I wear them.” 

As we made our way through dinner, Mom rambled on about the grocery store where she worked. She talked of the goings-on with the staff and customers. And about Mrs. O’Hara stealing coffee, cream, cat food, and a box of donuts that afternoon. “She just dropped them into her shopping bag as she sauntered through the aisles. Then, without so much as a glance toward the till, she breezed right out the door!” 

I nodded in reply. I’d heard the story many times before. It was the same routine, just different items that Mrs. O’Hara absconded every week. And, as usual on Thursdays, Mr. O’Hara came into the store after work and collected the rest of their groceries. Then he paid for what his wife had picked up since his last visit at the front cash register, where the store manager kept a running tab. Mr. O’Hara always apologized on behalf of his wife. And it was understood the clerks would turn a blind eye to her “forgetfulness” for another week.

As she spoke, I wondered for the umpteenth time why there really was no party for me that year. Mom seemed to cope with doing her job, even though she was feeling down. Despite the tragic events we’d gone through in recent months, she took some time off to deal with the funerals, but she kept going to work like she always had. Even a small party would have given me a lift. 

A sudden tug at my heart made me pause and take a deep breath. And I gave myself a shake. I shouldn’t blame Mom. She couldn’t help the things she did—just like Mrs. O’Hara couldn’t help herself.

I told myself the same thing again, lying on the bed after Roland had the “important” talk with me. And I remembered Mom’s breakdown. 

The day she went away, when I was coming home, I heard Roland through the screen door speaking angrily to Mom. As I burst into the kitchen, she began shouting and throwing things about. She didn’t even notice me coming in. Then, without warning, Mom fell to the floor—her body unmoving and eyes vacant—as if she had gone to some faraway place. 

According to Roland, my mother was the one who had chosen their plans for me. That bewildered me, as it was difficult for her to decide on anything, especially since our multiple ordeals began. By the time Gran’s funeral came around, Mrs. Peterson and Erica had to help her with all the arrangements. It seemed impossible for her to come to any conclusions without them.

Summing it all up, I realized it must have been Roland’s influence that brought about her decision for my destiny. But how had it come to this?

As far as Roland was concerned, I usually did my best to hide my dislike of him. To his face, anyway. I also tried to be polite to him most of the time. And he knew I helped out tremendously around the house. This was more than I could say about him. Other than cooking and baking when he came over, which we cleaned up after him, he did little else. So, it baffled me that he would instigate such drastic action against me.

This made me curious about what Mom and Roland discussed when I was not around, and a realization hit me. Could he know our secret? But then, I quickly second-guessed the possibility. After all, Gran had ordered us not to tell anyone else—she firmly resolved that we should never speak of it again. And afterward, we carried on as though it never happened. 

Yet, as I mulled things over, a creeping sense of trepidation washed through me. I couldn’t shake the notion. And I continued to wonder if Mom might have actually gone against Gran’s wishes...

Had my mother told Roland what I’d done?
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Glancing at the clock on my nightstand, I realized I was running late. Time had ticked away for too long while I wallowed in my misery. But I needed to get up, and I hauled myself out of bed.

Making my way towards the door, I glimpsed myself in the mirror. Horrified at what I saw, I crossed over to the dresser for a closer look. 

My face resembled a puffy marshmallow with two red holes where my eyes used to be. To top it off, my long brown hair looked like a squirrel’s nest, from the tossing and turning I’d done. So, I grabbed a hairbrush from the drawer and yanked it through my tangled mess.

After working the knots out of my hair, the knot in my stomach still sat there like a lump. But I carried on. I set the brush on the dresser, and ducked into the bathroom to splash cold water on my face before going down the hall. 

Erica met me at the kitchen doorway, and I rushed into her open arms. As we clung to each other, I mumbled, “I guess Roland told you.”

“Yeah... I’m so sorry, sweetie,” she said. And after letting go of our embrace, she held my hands and looked into my eyes. “Do you want to talk about it?”

I shook my head. “I can’t. Diana and Crystal are expecting me, and I need to tell them.”

“Okay. How about I make you a sandwich for lunch first?” 

“I’m not hungry. I just want to go and see my friends.”

“Okay. Call if you need me. I’ll be here all afternoon.” 

I gave her a brief nod, uttering, “See you later,” and then headed out the door.

After trudging to Diana’s house, I made my way around to the back. And as I started across the walkway, Crystal flung the sunroom door open. “What took you so long? We’ve been waiting for ages!”

Diana came up behind her and gasped. “Adelia, you look awful! What happened?”

They stepped aside and I darted in, saying, “I had the worst morning of my life!" Then I continued, "Roland is sending me away! And he wants me gone forever!” 

“Nooo! Are you serious?” Crystal exclaimed.

“What do you mean sending you away?” Diana asked. “Your mom’s going to be okay, isn’t she?” 

I paced back and forth across the floor, shaking my hands as if to dry them. While my friends stared at me in astonishment, I said, “He told me when she gets out of the hospital, she’ll need to see a psychiatrist. And after she gets better, he’s taking her up north with him. They don’t want me around anymore!”

“Holy smokes! This is terrible!” Crystal said.

“But, where will you go?” Diana asked.

Stopping in my tracks, I turned to face them with my fists clenched. “I have to stay with my father’s relatives a million miles from here!” I stomped my foot, buried my face in my hands, and sobbed.

Diana and Crystal came around, grabbed hold of me, and we clung together in a group hug. While we moaned and cried together, I looked up, blurry-eyed, to see Diana’s father. He came through the door from the kitchen. When our eyes met, Mr. Brown shook his head, and as he walked by, he gently patted my shoulder. “I’m sorry, Adelia.”  

After he went outside, we stepped back and let go of our embrace. Sniffling and wiping my tears, I said to Diana, “I wish I had a dad like yours.” 

She nodded, as though she’d heard me say that a hundred times before, and asked, “Who are your dad’s relatives?”

I cleared my throat and said, “My father came from a big family.” Then I continued, “There were seven brothers and sisters, and some of them have children. But I don’t know any of them. And I’m not sure where they all live. I have to stay with one of his brothers on the family farm where they all grew up. But he doesn’t have a wife, or any kids. So, I’ll be there with some strange guy on a stupid farm for the whole summer! And then, I’m supposed to go to his sister’s place in Vancouver when she gets back from Europe in the fall.”

Diana gasped. Then she asked, “So, you’re going to your aunt’s house in September? What about when school starts again?”

“According to Roland, I’ll have to go to a new school out west.”

Crystal said, “That’s awful! Please don’t go away... You can stay with me!”

“Shouldn’t you ask your parents about that first, Crystal?” Diana said.

“They’ll be fine with it! My grandparents are moving in with us. When Mom and Dad decided that, they said we have plenty of room. Grandpa and Grandma are moving into the guest room. And Miranda’s moving out, so Adelia can have her room. Problem solved!”

“I would love that! But when I told Roland I’d rather stay here with you girls, he said it was out of the question.” I added in a mocking tone, “We will not impose on friends. It’s high-time your father’s family takes responsibility for you.” 

“Why?” Crystal asked. 

“I don’t know. When I pushed him for answers, he got really snarky. And he droned on until I couldn't stand it anymore,” I said. Then I continued in a mocking tone, saying, “Stop with the blasted questions! Do you think there are answers in the Universe that will just magically appear? And all you have to do is ask? Honestly, you’re blathering on as if it’s the end of the world. So, you need to move in with relatives. There are worse things that can happen to a kid!” I rolled my eyes. 

“It sure sounds like it’s all decided, and there’s no going back,” Diana said.

Crystal sighed. “This is awfully upsetting... It won’t be the same without you. When do you have to leave?” 

“Roland was oh so smug about how the timing works out perfectly. For him, anyway! He said my uncle is coming to pick me up after our last day of school before summer break. So, this coming Friday I’m gone! It’s our last Saturday together!” I cupped my hands in my face and shook my head.

Diana said, “This is such a shock... It’s all happening so fast! I’m confused...”

“Me too!” I exclaimed.

“Yeah, I’m stunned!” Crystal added.

Diana said, “Your father has a huge family. I’m curious, how come you never told us about them before?” 

Shrugging my shoulders, I hung my head and shoved my hands into the pockets of my shorts. “Well, you know my dad left when I was little.” Then I looked up, and continued, “I don’t remember him. And Gran used to get snippy whenever I mentioned him. She said he was no good. And she didn’t want me asking questions about him. Or any of the Featherstones.”

“Why not? You have a right to know. They’re your family, too!” Diana said.

Wide-eyed, I replied, “Gran said they were a wicked bunch!”

Crystal gasped. Then she whispered, “Why would she say they’re wicked?”

Diana clicked her tongue. “Don’t sound so intrigued, Crystal!”

“I can’t help it! I want to know!” Crystal said.

“Gran never said... But Marjorie told me things.”

“Yeah?” Crystal said. “Good ole Marjorie! Best neighbour and babysitter around! What did she tell you?” 

“She said when I was a baby and my father lived with us, he’d take me to her house when my grandparents and mom were at work. She said he was a handsome and charming young man! They’d drink coffee and have morning chats. And he told her stories about his life, and a lot of freaky things that happened around Lake Talisa, where he lived.”

“Well, that's a freaky place! My grandpa used to go to Lake Talisa with his family when he was a kid. They’d spend summers at a cottage up there. And one time, he took a picture of a UFO hovering over the water at night.”

“That's the kind of things Marjorie said my father sometimes talked about. But when I told Roland about the flying saucers and alien encounters around there, he said I was grasping at straws for reasons not to go, and they’re just ridiculous rumours.” 

Diana said, “Who knows? My grandpa had the picture blown up and framed. He still has it hanging on the wall of his rec room. Some of his friends think it came from another planet. But others say it must’ve been a secret government aircraft, or something...” The roar of the lawnmower drowned out Diana’s voice as her father went past the open window cutting the grass. “I don’t think we’re in the mood to go to Edie’s today. Let’s go to my room and talk,” she said, over the noise.  

After going upstairs, I plunked down into the bean-bag chair against the wall, facing Crystal sitting cross-legged at the foot of the bed. And Diana propped her back against the headboard with her legs stretched out. 

“I don’t know what to do,” I groaned. “I’ll probably get kidnapped by aliens and never see you two again!” 

“Don’t say that!” Diana said. “Maybe those things aren’t true. And Roland’s right about them being ridiculous rumours. Probably, the only UFOs around Lake Talisa were likely government aircraft. You know what people are like. They make up stories and spread them around.” Then she leaned forward and added solemnly, “Like what they’re saying about my mom.”

“Where is she?” I asked.

“In her room. She took her pills, and she’s likely sleeping by now. She can’t hear us.” Diana rested back on the headboard.

“Okay,” I replied. But then, lowering my voice, I continued, “Maybe they are just rumours. But I still don’t want to go anywhere near Lake Talisa. Or live with any of the Featherstones!” Grabbing my skull, I raked my fingers through my hair and rocked back and forth. “Ugh! I might as well run away from home!”

Diana shook her finger at me. “Don’t even think about that! Look what happened to Billy White when he ran away!” 

“I know ... you’re right.” Bending forward, I dropped my head onto my folded arms on my knees. “Poor Billy.” Then I straightened up and sank back into the bean-bag chair, stretching out my arms on both sides. “I never thought my life would turn out worse than his. But at least his parents want him back... When will he be able to go home, anyway?”

Diana said, “He told me yesterday that he hopes it’ll be soon. The children’s authorities gave his parents a list of things they need to do before they can have him back. And they’re working on it.”

Crystal added, “In the meantime, he has to stay with those nasty guardians! I don’t know how he stands it! They yell at him all the time, and almost starve him to death. I wonder what he’ll do over the summer, when he won’t have us to sneak him extra food from our lunches.”

“Yeah, they’re horrible!” Diana said. “With any luck he won’t have to stay with them much longer.” 

“I wonder what kind of people I’ll be staying with. I’m curious why Gran didn’t like the Featherstones. Now, if she only knew, my life is in their hands...” I let out a defeated sigh and kicked the back of my heel on the floor.

“And your mom’s life is in Roland’s hands,” Diana said. “It’s weird how he came to your grandmother’s funeral, since he never bothered to keep in touch for all those years.”

I snorted sarcastically. “Yeah. I found out about that! I heard Erica talking about him on the phone last night, when she thought I was in bed.”

“Who was she talking to?” Diana asked.

“It sounded like a friend... And it was odd. Usually, she doesn’t say anything bad about Roland. Not in front of me, anyway. She kind of just knows I don’t like him. And she’s usually nice to his face, but she wasn’t nice about him last night.” 

“What did she say?” Crystal asked.

“She said their parents got in too deep financially with a resort they bought up north. And as much as she loves them, she wasn’t giving them any more money. She said she’d been burned by them before, and it won’t happen again. But their golden boy, Roland, wants to get them out of trouble this time. And she figures he’ll try to get his hands on my mom’s big inheritance.”

“How would he do that?” Diana asked.

“Well, he mentioned the resort when we had our talk. But he didn’t tell me about any money problems. He said after Mom is better, they’ll go up to the resort to stay with his parents. He’s planning to work for them in the kitchen, while one of their chefs is on leave. And if all goes well, they’ll buy into the business, and live there too. Apparently, there’s no room for me. That’s why I need to live with my father’s family. But I’m sure it won’t actually be Mom or Roland buying into the business. It will be all Gran’s money.”

Diana said. “Well, technically, it’s your mom’s money now. Isn’t it? So, if she wants to give it to him...” 

“Wait a second!” Crystal exclaimed. “Your mom got a big inheritance from your grandmother? How big?”

Diana clicked her tongue. “That’s a rude question!” 

Crystal replied, “Well, so what? Best friends should be able to talk about anything. And it’s hard to believe it was a big inheritance!”

Diana asked, “Why would you say such a thing?!”

“Well, Adelia’s mom works at a grocery store. Her grandmother worked at a lawyer’s office till the day she died. And they only ever lived in a small house. If I were grown up, and had enough money to leave someone a big inheritance, I’d live in a big fancy house!”

“Crystal! Where are your manners?” Diana exclaimed.

“It’s okay,” I interjected, before Crystal could reply. Then I continued, “I don’t know how big it was. Gran inherited investments, and our house, from her parents. She also got a couple of duplexes that she sold after they died. Gran explained it to me, but she didn’t tell me amounts. She said her parents taught her to live without a lot of extravagance, because they went through tough times to get what they had. Gran was teaching me how to handle financial things, too. Supposedly, the money really piled up. Now, I think Mom inherited it all, except a small amount Gran left me in my bank account. That’s probably why Roland wants to marry her.”

“Are they getting married?” Diana asked.

“I hope not! Erica said on the phone that she thinks with all the grief Mom’s gone through, and Roland pressuring her to marry him, that’s why Mom had a breakdown. Can you imagine, after only three months since he’s back, he thinks they should get married?”

“That’s bizarre! It seems like Roland spreads misery around,” Crystal said.

“You got that right! And he’s kicking me out of my own house!”

“I hope he cares about your mom, and that it’s not all about the money. But my dad says it’s disgusting what some people will do for the almighty dollar,” Diana said.  

“Hmm...” Crystal said. “It sounds like your grandmother was really rich. My grandparents can’t afford to live by themselves anymore. They’re on a fixed income. So, no big inheritance for my parents!”

“Well, your grandparents are sweet,” I said. “Even though my gran could talk and smile nicely, she wasn’t really very sweet. She was tough underneath. But if she were still alive, this wouldn’t be happening to me. She’d toss Roland out the door so quick it would make his head spin!” 

Crystal said, “That’s what he deserves! Hmm... I’m wondering ... I know you said he was super-pushy with your mom to date him. But why would she go for Roland, of all people? Your mom’s too pretty and nice for that big phony.”

Diana said, “Well, she was really dependent on your grandmother, from what I heard.”

“What did you hear?” I asked. 

“I accidentally overheard our neighbour talking outside with Dad one day. She said it was unbelievable a healthy woman like your grandmother died so suddenly. And your mom is probably in shock. Especially after everything that happened. And if there’s a lot of money and investments to look after, maybe she’s overwhelmed, too. The neighbour said she wanted to offer help to your mom.”

Crystal said, “But before anyone else could get involved, Roland swooped in. It seems like he wants to run her life now.”  

“Yeah, he sure does...” I jumped up and paced along the side of the bed. Then I stopped and looked back and forth between my friends. “But maybe, after she gets better, she’ll dump Roland again. Like she did in high school when she met my dad!”

Looking up at me, Crystal guffawed. “Your mom dumped Roland in high school for your dad? How’d you know that?”

“Marjorie—of course!” I exclaimed, throwing my hands in the air. 

Then I dropped back down onto the bean-bag chair and leaned forward. “I miss Marjorie. She’s the only one that ever really told me anything about my family. Marjorie said, with my mom and dad, it was love at first sight!”

“What did your grandmother think of Marjorie telling you things like that?” Diana asked.

“She never found out. Marjorie said to keep that between the two of us. Or I wouldn’t be allowed to go to her place anymore,” I said, more sadness washing through me. I realized I had no problem spilling that secret to Diana and Crystal, but I would never tell them the secret Gran made me keep. What would they think of me? Would I frighten them, too? I shuddered at the thought.

“It’s peculiar how Marjorie, your grandfather, and grandmother, all died within months of each other,” Diana said. 

My stomach did a backflip. “That’s for sure. And I thought after all that, another horrible thing wouldn’t happen again so soon. Now, Mom has a breakdown and I’m being sent away. I hope it’s not another round of three bad things happening!”

“Yeah. It seems like one thing after another,” Crystal said. “I’m curious though... What else did Marjorie tell you?”  

“That my dad was crazy about my mom. And he loved me to bits!”

“Then why did he leave?” Crystal asked. 

A sharp pang pierced my heart. Scowling, I slouched down. “I don’t know! No one ever told me. Nothing makes sense!” Folding my arms across my chest, I muttered, “I hate this! I don’t want to go to away!”

Crystal said, “I’m sorry, Adelia. I shouldn’t have said that about your dad that way. It just hurts so bad that you have to leave.” 

With a nod, I shifted my gaze downward. And a brooding silence settled over us.

Then suddenly, Crystal slapped her knee. “I have an idea!” she exclaimed. As Diana and I looked up in surprise, she added, “We should go to a psychic!” 

With my mouth dropping, I jolted upright while Diana exclaimed, “What?!”

“A psychic!” Crystal said excitedly. Then she smacked her forehead with her palm. “I should have thought of it sooner! I wanted to tell you both today. But with all the other stuff going on, I forgot! Miranda went to see the one above Edie’s. The one with the pink and green neon sign in the window!”

Leaning forward, I said, “Miranda went to see the tarot card lady?”

Crystal nodded with a beaming smile. “Her name is Hazel. And Miranda says she’s terrific!”  

“The first time I saw that sign, Gran and I were crossing the street to go shopping. When I pointed up and asked about it, Gran said using tarot cards is evil.”

Diana said, “That sounds like something my mom would say.”

“Pfft! According to Miranda, that’s old-fashioned thinking. Come on, girls. It’ll be fun!”

“What did your mom say about Miranda going there?” Diana asked.

“She didn’t tell her. She says Mom doesn’t need to know everything. Miranda can do her own thing now. She even got her own apartment, and she signed the lease this morning!” 

“Miranda obviously had a much better morning than me. I wish I was old enough to get my own place,” I said.  

Then Crystal went on describing her sister’s visit with the psychic. All the while, she became more and more enthused. Hazel foretold many good things for Miranda. And she also predicted she could become a successful writer one day, if she put her mind to it.

“Well, I believe that,” I said. “I love hearing Miranda’s stories... And I’m going to miss her reading them to us when I’m gone.” 

“We’ll miss you, too,” Crystal said. “But think about it... If we go to the psychic, we have a chance to find out what’ll happen to us. And don’t you want to know what the Featherstones are like? That way, at least, you can be prepared.” Then she turned to Diana, and continued, “Wouldn’t you like to know about your future, too? And maybe we’ll find out that the three of us will be together again—someday.” 

“Do you think Hazel would see us without adult supervision?” Diana asked.

“I don’t know... I hope so. I’ll ask Miranda to call her. And she’ll come with us, if we need her to. After all, she’s eighteen now—so she is an adult.”  

After more discussion, Crystal told us the price, causing me to gasp in surprise.

And Diana said, “Wow! That seems steep! But you’re pretty pumped about it... I guess I’ll go.” Then they talked it over and were both able to come up with the money they needed from what they had saved from birthday gifts and allowances. 

With my friends agreeing to go, and all the wonderful things predicted for Miranda, I caved in. After all, I could take some money out of my bank account. So, I said, “Okay, never mind what it costs. I’ll come, too!” 

As they continued to chat, butterflies swirled in my stomach. I couldn’t help thinking that Gran would be furious if she knew what I was up to, but I shrugged off my guilt. Then a tingly and mysterious feeling, both exciting and unnerving, swept through me... And I found myself drawn to our forbidden adventure like a moth to a flame. 
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An Ominous Warning
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The next day, after the Sunday morning service at our local church, while the others in the congregation gathered in the kitchen for coffee, tea, and cookies, Diana, Crystal, and I snuck out to a secluded area of the parking lot, away from prying ears. 

Crystal said, “My sister called Hazel! She agreed to see us on our own, so Miranda doesn’t need to come. And she booked an appointment for each of us. Actually, when you see a psychic, it’s called a reading. Our readings are on Tuesday after school. I can hardly wait!”

“I can’t believe we’re really going to do this,” Diana said. “But I shouldn’t have agreed. I don’t think my dad will let me go.”

Crystal said, “Are you kidding me? You can’t say a word about this to your father! We shouldn’t be telling anyone other than Miranda! I don’t want my parents finding out, either!”  

“So, what are we going to tell them we’re doing then?” Diana asked.

“Well...,” I said. “What if we have our readings and go shopping at Edie’s afterwards? I need things to take with me when I go away. I could use new T-shirts and shorts. And I wouldn’t mind loading up on more magazines to get me through the summer.”

“That’s a fantastic idea!” Diana said. “Of course, you need things for your trip! And it makes sense we would help you shop. That’s not a lie! If we make a visit to Hazel along the way, no one else needs to know!” 

“Sounds terrific!” Crystal replied. And with a little laugh, she added, “Problem solved!”

My stomach flipped, and I let out a nervous giggle. Guilt erupted again and moved through me with a sharp twist. Not only was I taking part in this venture, it was I who suggested the plan to avoid raising suspicions. But I did my best to bury my feelings and worked out the details with my friends.

***
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WHEN THE ANTICIPATED day arrived, Crystal’s mother gave us a ride. She was on her way to meet with her theatre group for a rehearsal, and Edie’s Department Store was along the way. After dropping us off in front, as she drove away, we slinked around the corner. 

Then, we made our way along the side of the large yellow-brick building; carefully stepping around delicate purple and pink blooms that overflowed from the neglected flowerbeds onto the pathway. 

As we approached the back, Crystal dashed ahead. She reached for the tarnished brass knob and yanked open the faded red door. Gesturing for us to enter, she said, “This is it, girls! Let the fun begin!” 

After Diana stepped inside, I followed. As my eyes adjusted from the bright sunshine outside to the dimly lit lobby, I wrinkled my nose. “It stinks in here.” 

Crystal exaggerated a loud sniff when she came in after me. As the door closed behind us, she said, “It’s just somebody cooking fish and chips, Miss Hoity-Toity!”

“You’re Miss Hoity-Toity!” I snapped back.

With a chuckle, she headed towards the far corner and motioned for us to follow. “This way!” she said. And she led us past a wall lined with mailboxes, and up a wooden staircase with creaky steps. Upon reaching the top, she pointed and said, “My sister said it’s number seven, at the end of the hall.”

Suddenly stopping in my tracks, I said, “I’m nervous.” 

Crystal spun around. “Don’t be silly! There’s nothing to be nervous about.”

“Really? How can you say that? I mean ... w-what’s this tarot card lady like, anyway?”

“What do you mean? You know she gave Miranda a terrific reading!”

“Yeah ... but ... besides that. Is she dressed all in black, with a black-lace hankie on her head, and gnarly fingers with long hooked nails?” 

Crystal rolled her eyes. “Just because you saw a psychic like that in a movie doesn’t mean that’s how they all look.” Grabbing my arm, she tugged me forward. “It’s too late to back out. She’s expecting us!” 

A child’s cries echoed from behind one of the apartment doors. And Diana whispered, “Shush! You woke the baby up with your yelling.”

Crystal whispered harshly, “I wasn’t yelling!” Then she tip-toed ahead, and we mimicked her cautious steps, silently trailing behind her down the hall. 

Upon reaching the door, just as Crystal was about to knock, it opened.

Before us stood a girl around Miranda’s age. Her long, straight ginger hair gracefully hung down to her slender waist. “Hi! I’m Hazel!” she said with a smile. Then stepping aside, she waved us in, the hem of her green midi-dress twirling around the tops of her strappy sandals. “Which one of you lovely young ladies would like to go first?”

We’d already done rock-paper-scissors to decide the order, so Diana pointed to herself, and stepped forward. She gave her name and introduced us as we came in behind her. 

“It’s nice to meet you! Miranda told me you’re wonderful girls,” Hazel said as she closed the door behind us. “And mature for your age. She said you’d be fine coming on your own.”

Crystal beamed with delight. “Yeah, that’s right. We’re pretty independent. Actually, Miranda has taught us a lot. And she said good things about you, too.”

We awkwardly circled around, unsure of what to do next, and Hazel gestured towards a large arch. “Crystal and Adelia, you can have a seat in the living room and make yourselves comfortable.” Then she said to Diana, “You can come with me.” 

When they headed down the hall, Crystal and I made our way to where she directed us. As we entered through the doorway, our eyes widened at the sight. Plush velvet chairs and sofas draped in multi-coloured crocheted blankets cluttered the room. Shelves and accent tables overflowed with Tiffany lamps, knick-knacks, ornaments, and candles. And the air was thick with the scent of old wood.

After crossing the floor, we sank into the tangerine sofa, nestled side by side, and Crystal nudged my elbow. With her eyes scanning the room, she whispered, “Miranda said she inherited the apartment from her grandmother. Looks like she got all this cool old stuff from her, too.”

“So, Miranda and Hazel know each other fairly well?” I asked.

“They used to go to the same school.”

“Hmm... What if Miranda already told her all about us? And we’re paying for these readings for nothing?”

Crystal chortled and shook her head. “You know Miranda wouldn’t do that. Besides, Hazel was a grade ahead of her. They never spoke until Miranda called her. And Hazel told her lots of things during her reading that no one else could have possibly known.”

“All right then,” I sighed.

With her gaze fixed on the opposite side of the room, and springing to her feet, Crystal said, “Let’s have a look around.” And I scrambled up behind her. 

After making our way to the far wall, we stood in awe; admiring the vibrant and colourful pictures plastered all over it. There hung a huge variety, in an assortment of sizes, ranging from small-framed to poster-sized. As we perused them all, they introduced us to fascinating worlds filled with many types of beings and creatures: wizards, witches, elves, unicorns, dragons, and more. And there we found enchanting settings with castles, cottages, lush greenery, florals, mountains, valleys, lakes, and rivers. 

“They look so mystical!” Crystal said. 

All kinds of people were spread throughout the pictures. From those in elaborate clothing, jewels, and gowns, to paupers in rags. And fairies appeared here and there, too. I stopped to stare at a particularly mesmerizing image, and said, “Look at this gorgeous little pixie! I love her pretty purple dress and see-through wings.”

Crystal said, “She looks so dainty!” 

As we stood there and continued perusing the artwork, time flew by. And before we knew it, Diana appeared in the doorway. “Hey, you two!” she said with a grin on her face. 

“How was it?” Crystal asked. 

“Fabulous!” 

“My turn now!” Crystal said, darting out of the room.

“Seeya!” I said, and headed back to the sofa. 

As Diana dropped down beside me, she said, “That was incredible!”  

“What did Hazel tell you?”  

“Mom’s getting better soon!” she replied giddily, clasping her hands together.

“That’s terrific! So, your dad was right. He told you she’ll be healthy again, no matter what the gossips say... But, did you mention to Hazel that your mom was sick?” 

“Nope! She knew all sorts of stuff without me telling her anything. And she also said there’s a boy who has a crush on me!”  

“Are you serious?” I exclaimed. Diana nodded in reply and blushed. And I added, “See! I told you Rick likes you!”

“Hazel mentioned he’d want to be my boyfriend if I make more of an effort to talk to him. She said he’s kind of shy, and needs a little encouragement.” Diana giggled. 

“Wow... I’m happy for you,” I said, feeling confused. I had known for a while Rick had a crush on her. But how could a stranger know that?

“What have you been doing while I was with Hazel?” 

“Looking at the pictures. Come see!” I jumped up and made my way across the room, and Diana followed. Then we stood next to each other for a long while, admiring and whispering about the beautiful artwork.

Diana said, “These are magnificent!” 

I pointed out the pretty little pixie. “I really like this one.”

“Awe ... she’s sweet,” Diana said.

When Crystal came back and burst through the doorway, she gave us a thumbs up. “Hazel is terrific! I can’t wait to tell you girls all about it!”

“Okay, here I go,” I said. And after heading out of the living room, I glanced down the hall to the door at the other end. It was partially open, and padding toward it, I noticed a sweet smell lingering in the air. 

As I entered the room, Hazel was sitting behind an ivory lace-covered table, shuffling a well-worn pack of cards. I closed the door softly behind me and spotted a slender stick slowly burning on a tray in the corner—emitting a smoky aroma. And a delicate wisp of smoke drifted across my path as I made my way toward her.

I sat down facing her, and she gave me a warm smile. Then she split the deck and said, “That’s incense burning...” I nodded, although I’d never encountered it before. She asked, “Have you ever seen tarot cards?” and I shook my head. 

I watched her arrange a curious mix of cards on the table between us. She placed them in rows in front of herself, and I observed them upside down from my side. Some contained images of fascinating women in elaborate gowns, men on thrones or horses, and beautiful scenery. Others were disturbing, with swords and battling warriors. The card with a skeleton riding a pale horse was downright eerie. And the sight of another card with an exploding tower, and people plummeting from it, sent chills up my spine.

“Don’t worry about the images. They’re symbolic.”

“Oh?” I said in a hoarse whisper. After clearing my throat, I added, “I’m not sure what you’re saying. Could you explain, please?” 

“Of course. The cards don’t necessarily mean what you might think. For example, although the one with the skeleton is named the death card, it has another meaning. It usually means a transition. And the positioning of the cards, as well as the cards that surround them in the spread, all play a role in their meanings.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





