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This book is a trilogy of books including:
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Becky Wilson is tall, but small boned so her friends and family understood why she was taking a refresher course called ‘Self Defence for Women.’ Becky met Brenda Walker at the course, and they became close friends.

She and Brenda kept in touch after the course and occasionally had lunches together. One day while they had lunch together at a local cafe, Brenda asked, ‘Why did you want to take that course?’

‘It’s been many years since I had my initial training,’ Becky replied rather shyly. ‘At that time, I was living with my husband and was doing some security police work.’

‘I didn’t know you’d been involved in that!’ Brenda exclaimed, her expression showing that she had new respect for her friend.

Becky continued, ‘Now that I’m a single mom, it will be good to know I can defend myself if I ever need to. My son Ken is now living in Edson so it’s just Sandy and I at home now.’

Becky is an editor at a publishing firm has an open agreement with her boss that she could work from home or from the office if she gets her work done. Most of the time she worked in the office because they have copying machines and an excellent reference library that she didn’t have at home. During the hours from the time school ended until she got home from work, her daughter Sandy went next door and be cared for by their neighbour Mary Simpson.

After school one day, twelve-year-old Sandy told Mary that she needed to go home to get a textbook, so she could study for a test she had the next day. 

Sandy used her house key to enter her home, took off her snow-covered boots and was startled when she heard a sound from the den that someone was home. She immediately thought it was Becky and called ‘Hi Mom.’ then stifled a scream when she saw a scruffy looking man coming out of the den carrying her mother’s computer. He put down the computer, strode over the living room carpet and grabbed Sandy. ‘Cute little thing, aren’t you?’ he said as he looked at her pixie face, lovely brown eyes and raven hair. ‘You’ll do just fine.’

He held her tightly while he pulled down her jeans and underpants. Sandy struggled frantically until he backhanded her across the face. She stopped struggling and sobbed as he proceeded to undo his belt buckle and push down his jeans. He had just thrown Sandy onto the carpet and parted her legs when the front door opened, and Becky entered the living room.

Becky’s overwhelming anger at what she saw propelled her across the room. When the man looked up and started to rise, Sandy moved to the side, trying to get out from under him, but her right leg was still trapped under his body. With Sandy safely away from under the top of him, Becky made a running leap and landed with her knees on the centre of his back. This forced him face-first into the carpet. Her fury gave her massive strength. Initially she was going to smash his head into the floor until he was unconscious, but realized he was lying on a soft carpet, and then she saw the computer and thought about bashing him with it. Instead, she grabbed him under the chin and pulled with all her might to get him off Sandy. The crack his neck bones made told her she had used too much force.

She stepped back from the man’s body, lifted his hips so Sandy could remove her right leg and sat her on the sofa. She kept her eye on the man as she walked around his head until she was next to Sandy who was still tangled in her jeans and underpants. The man had not moved since she’d pulled him away from Sandy and Becky decided that he was no longer a threat to them. 

She glanced at Sandy who was huddled on the sofa watching her. She knew what she had to do and went over to the phone to call the police. The officer said they would be right there. 

‘You’d better bring an ambulance because the man is unconscious.’ Becky added.

She was tempted to throw a sheet over the man’s lower body but decided to leave his bare buttocks showing so the police would have no doubt as to what the man had attempted to do. Sandy was sobbing and reached for the comfort of her mother’s arms. 

‘Did he hurt you?’ Becky asked as she surveyed Sandy’s tear-stained face and saw the welt on her cheek.

‘Just when he hit my face.’ Sandy replied as the tears ran down her face. Then she bent in two and an almost inhuman wail came out of her she was so traumatized. Becky could hardly understand her as she wailed, ‘I was so scared...’

Becky didn’t know what to do except hug her, kissing her hair repeatedly trying to comfort her. She finally pulled away from Sandy, so she could see her face and asked, ‘Did he hurt you down here?’ pointing to her vagina.

‘No Mom, he didn’t – but I think he was going to. He was so strong, and I knew I couldn’t fight him off after he hit me.’ She sobbed as she again sought the comfort of her mother’s arms.

Becky cuddled Sandy for a few minutes keeping her eyes on the man. He hadn’t moved. She let go of Sandy and said, ‘I have to check to see whether I have to tie him up or not.’

She put her fingers around the man’s wrist to check for a pulse but found none.

Sandy asked if she could go to the bathroom, but Becky asked if she could wait a while.

‘Sure Mom, but why?’ she asked.

‘The police might have to check to see if he harmed you down there.’ Becky replied as she paced back and forth in the living room. She couldn’t settle, and her adrenalin was still pumping madly. She looked over at Sandy and realized that Sandy was shaking, and her alabaster white face signalled that she might be going into shock. Becky went to Sandy’s bedroom, picked up a blanket, wrapped it around her and sat cuddling her on the sofa.

While they were waiting for the police, they both jumped when the front doorbell rang. Becky peeked through the door and saw that it was her neighbour Mary. Mary looked at Becky in surprise and commented, ‘I didn’t know you were home. I came over to check to see why Sandy was gone so long.’

Becky intentionally stood so that Mary could not see the body. ‘Mary, I have something to tell you. The police are on the way.’

‘Why?’ Mary asked.

Becky explained what had happened then stood aside to let Mary into their home. Mary gasped as she took in the sight of the partially nude man sprawled on the floor, then swivelled to see Sandy huddled in a blanket on the sofa.

Mary cautiously walked around the man’s feet and approached Sandy. ‘Oh, I’m so, so sorry I didn’t come with you. I had no idea you could have been in so much danger. Are you all right?’

Sandy nodded. ‘He hit me on the face, otherwise I’m okay.’

Mary looked at Becky, asking silently whether he had raped her. Becky shook her head as she looked at the man’s body.

Mary started to cry, and Becky was hugging her when the doorbell rang again. ‘It’s probably the police,’ said Becky.

Mary sat down next to Sandy and held her as Becky answered the door. She saw two police officers, opened the door and invited them in. As they entered, Becky looked behind them and said, ‘The ambulance has just arrived.’

The police officer introduced himself ‘My name is Sergeant Daniel Jeffries from the Edmonton Police Services. I’ll be investigating this incident. This is Constable Peters who will be helping with the investigation.’ He glanced towards the ambulance and added ‘I’ll be right back.’

Sergeant Jeffries went down the front steps and angled over to where the ambulance was parked. He spoke briefly with the paramedics and then returned to the home. In the meantime, Constable Peters went over to where the man was lying on the living room carpet. He bent down, being careful not to touch anything else and checked the man’s pulse. When Sergeant Jeffries re-entered the home, he looked up and said, ‘This man is dead.’

Sergeant Jeffries returned to the ambulance and explained that it was now a crime scene and the man was dead. The paramedics left, and he re-climbed the steps to the home. He stood to the side of the living room and made several phone calls. Becky listened as he notified the Medical Examiner’s office about the dead man’s body then arranged to have the body removed to the morgue. He also called his police division to request a crime investigation team to come to the home.

Becky watched as he deftly handled the situation. He was a very good-looking man in his early forties and filled his police uniform well. She noted all the equipment he had to carry – a gun of course, what looked like a taser gun, a billy stick, and several other pieces of equipment. A quick gaze at his chest showed that he was likely wearing a bullet-proof vest as well, so she realized that he was probably used to dealing with hardened criminals.

‘I will need to interview all three of you separately. I’d like to start with Sandy. How old are you, Sandy?’ 

‘Twelve.’ She answered, looking down at her hands.

He crouched for a moment in front of the sofa and Becky noted his sharp green eyes as he concentrated on her daughter. She felt a momentary surge of attraction and was pleased that he seemed to know that all three females were traumatized. He rose and told the other officer to make sure nobody came near the body or touched anything in Becky’s office or the entranceway to the home. ‘Could you check to see where he got in?’ 

Constable Peters made a sweep of the house checking windows and door and found that the attacker had gained entrance to the home through the back door, just off the kitchen. When he returned to the living room, he stated, ‘It looks as if he used a crowbar or big screwdriver to jimmy the back door. It still closes, but you will need to get a locksmith to replace the lock after the crime scene investigation is over.’

Sergeant Jeffries turned to Becky, ‘Could we use your dining room for the interviews?’

‘Sure. Do you mind if Mary and I go to my bedroom I’m not comfortable being in the same room as him’ she said as she gave a shivery look at the man on the floor?

‘No problem. But first, why don’t you help Sandy come to the kitchen?’ His voice was kind, and he concentrated on Sandy who was still in deep shock from the attack.

Mary stood and headed towards Becky’s bedroom while Becky helped Sandy into the kitchen. Sandy stumbled along dragging the blanket with her. After Becky had tucked her in again, she gave Sandy a kiss on the forehead and said, ‘I’ll just be in my room. I want you to answer Sergeant Jeffries questions. After that you can join Mary and I in my bedroom.’

‘Okay Mom,’ she replied as she cautiously looked at the burly police officer who sat across the kitchen table from her.

Sergeant Jeffries gently interviewed Sandy and wrote down what she had observed. He asked several questions that Sandy answered as honestly as she could. ‘Thanks Sandy, you’ve done a good job telling me what happened. We’re finished for now. Could you please go to the bedroom and ask your mom to come next?’

Sandy wrapped the blanket around herself and made her way to Becky’s bedroom.

‘It’s your turn Mom. He said for you to come to the kitchen,’ then added, ‘he’s a very nice man.’

When Becky went to the kitchen, she glanced at the officer, then needing to move, she filled the kettle with water to make tea. ‘I’m making tea for Mary and I and hot chocolate for Sandy. Would you like some?’ she asked.

He shook his head as he watched her. He could tell she was still very upset, was shaking and knew the tea might help. Probably a stiff drink would work even better, he thought.

After she had prepared and distributed the tea and hot chocolate to Mary and Sandy, she asked Constable Peters if he wanted some. ‘No thanks,’ he replied.

Then it was time for Sergeant Jeffries to begin her interview. He started by asking her full name.

‘Rebecca Jane Wilson,’ she replied

‘Tell me what happened.’

Becky wrung her hands and took a big breath. She hoped she could keep her composure. ‘I came home a bit early today to get some information that was on my home computer. I was going to find the information and email it to my office. Then I was going to get Sandy from Mary’s place next door where she goes after school,’ she said as she gestured with her hand to point out the direction where Mary lived.

‘I came in the door to find this animal raping my daughter. He turned and saw me. I knew I had to get him off Sandy, so I grabbed him under the chin to pull him away. It was then that I heard his neck crack, and he collapsed on the floor. Then I grabbed Sandy to get her out from under him. Sandy’s jeans and underpants were around her legs, and he had been ready, as you could see from his bare bottom, that he was ready to rape her. Thank goodness I arrived in time!’

‘Do you think he raped her?’ he asked cautiously.

‘I don’t think he penetrated her.’

‘We’ll need to take her to the hospital in any case, because we’ll need to know for sure whether he did or didn’t penetrate her. Because the man died, there will be an investigation into his death, and we will need that as evidence.’

‘What happened after that?’ the officer continued. Becky realized that the matter-of-fact tone of his voice was probably designed to keep her calm. Since it seemed to be working, she appreciated it.

‘I held Sandy and made sure she wasn’t badly hurt and then called you. Just before you came, Mary the babysitter arrived wondering why Sandy had been gone so long. That’s about all that happened until you arrived.’

Mary was interviewed next. While she had been waiting to be interviewed, she had phoned her family to say that she would be next door for a while. Then she looked up the number of a twenty-four-hour locksmith. The crime investigation team arrived and began their investigation by taking fingerprints of all three of them.

‘While they’re doing their investigation, I’ll take Sandy to the hospital for a rape check. I’ve already phoned ahead to make the arrangements,’ said Sergeant Jeffries.

Sandy looked in fear at her mother and Sergeant Jeffries quickly added, ‘Your Mom will come too.’

Sandy relaxed and followed the officer to his police car.

Mary said, ‘Seeing your back door won’t lock, I’ll stay here until the crime investigators are finished. Then I’ll find a locksmith to come tonight to fix the back door. When he’s done, I’ll go home’

‘Thanks Mary, you’ve been a great help to us.’

When they got to the hospital, a nurse and a female police officer took Sandra to a cubical and did the necessary rape tests. After that, Sandra begged to use the washroom because she was bursting by this time. When she returned, the nurse checked the wound on her cheek and determined that it was not fractured, just bruised and would not need stitches. Becky waited outside and wondered how her daughter would handle the indignity of the rape test. When the nurse came out, she beckoned Becky to come in. Sandy got dressed, and Sergeant Jeffries drove them home. 

Becky and Sandy entered their front door. Sandy held back a bit, so Becky peered into the living room to ensure herself that the man’s body was gone. ‘The man’s gone,’ she said as she put her arm around Sandy to encourage her to come in.

Sergeant Jeffries went in as well and hoped that the investigation team had not left too much of a mess. Thankfully, there had been no blood to clean up. They had taken fingerprints off Becky’s computer, desk and on the back door which would be compared with the dead man’s fingerprints. He checked the back door and when he went to the living room said, ‘It looks like the back door lock has been fixed as well. Here’s the invoice that I found on the kitchen table.’

‘I guess Mary paid for it. I’ll have to remember to pay her for it,’ Becky reminded herself.

Becky asked if she could clean up the area now that the investigation was over. 

‘Yes, they’re through here. Do you have someone you’d like to phone? You really shouldn’t be alone tonight,’ he said kindly.

‘Yes, I have a friend I can call. Thanks for your help today,’ she added as she patted his arm – he had been very kind and had been especially gentle with Sandy.

‘Here’s my number. If you have any questions or would like to add anything to your statement, please feel free to contact me. If you think it could help, you might consider having counselling for the both of you.’ He queried with raised eyebrows.

‘I’ll think about that. However, I do have two questions. First, when will we have the results of the rape test and second, when will the autopsy be done? Actually, I have three questions; will I be informed about the autopsy results?’

‘Firstly, it appears that Sandy was not penetrated, but they will still test for sperm and if there is any, they’ll do a DNA test. That can take up to three or four weeks. Secondly, they will likely do the autopsy tomorrow or the next day and we should have an official report within two weeks, and you can ask for a copy of that report.’

‘Will you let me know when the results come in?’

‘Yes, I will. If you don’t hear from me in three or four weeks, just call my office and remind me to look up the information.’

After he left, Becky made sandwiches and soup. It was now eight o’clock and neither of them had eaten since noon. Neither one was hungry but knew they needed to eat something. Becky decided she was too tired to phone anyone and didn’t want to relive the incident another time. Shortly after, Becky checked to ensure all the windows and doors were locked and both went to bed.

‘Can I sleep with you tonight, Mom?’ asked Sandy.

‘Of course you can. I know how upset you must be, and I must admit that I’m still upset myself. We can comfort each other.’

It wasn’t long before Sandy was curled up asleep, but Becky stayed awake watching the clock click over the hours and finally fell into a light sleep. 
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Becky woke up still exhausted at six o’clock, feeling sick to her stomach because she couldn’t seem to stop reliving yesterday’s events. Sandy was still curled up in bed and Becky was glad that she at least, had been able to sleep.

She became wide awake when she realized that she had not informed Sandy’s father, Shane about the situation. She also realized that it would likely be on the morning news and Shane always listened to the news as he drove to work. It was still dark when she carefully got out of bed. Sandy was still curled up sound asleep. Becky mulled over whether she should go into work and quickly decided that she should call in sick and she doubted if Sandy would feel up to going to school today either.

Becky was employed as an editor at a publishing firm and knew there were no pressing issues she needed to attend to that day. This day off would give her time to recover over the weekend before facing her boss and co-workers. She wondered if the press would latch onto the story and hoped they would not come to her home but allow them to remain anonymous because of Sandy’s age.

At seven o’clock she phoned Shane. A very sleepy voice answered the phone. Becky realized that the voice was Marilyn’s. She was Shane’s wife, and Becky knew she was heavily pregnant with their first child. She apologized, ‘Hi Marilyn, it’s Becky. I’m so sorry to wake you. Could I please speak with Shane?’

‘Sure,’ was the reply and Becky could hear her calling Shane. He picked up the extension and said, ‘Hi Becky. I was just shaving. What’s new?’

‘I have some news you need to hear before you hear it elsewhere,’ she began, then told him about the incident. She could hear him gasping at the other end.

Shane felt dizzy and sat down on the end of the bed as he visualized his daughter being attacked. ‘I can’t believe this! Is Sandy okay? You say you killed the guy?’ He realized that he was rambling and tried to calm himself down.

Becky explained more and told Shane about the medical examination that had proven that their daughter had not been penetrated sexually. ‘The only sign that she was attacked is that she has a bad bruise on her cheek and will probably look terrible when she wakes up later.’

‘Can I come over?’

‘You can, but I think Sandy should wake up on her own. I don’t want to wake her up. But do come so you can be here when she does. I’ll make you some breakfast.’

Shane told his wife what had happened and encouraged her to stay in bed. She seemed to need far more sleep now that she was in the last month of her pregnancy.

‘Okay. Let me know if I can help in any way,’ she said as she sank down under the covers.

When Shane arrived, Sandy was still asleep, so he and Becky went into the kitchen where she made him coffee and raisin toast. She related the entire story again, and he commented, ‘I don’t know what I would do if I had been you and had come in to find some maniac trying to rape my daughter. I think I would have kept pounding him until he was dead. It was so lucky that you came in when you did and were able to disable him so effectively.’

‘Yes, I killed him. It was a fluke that I came home at that time. Normally, I would come home from work well after five o’clock, but since I had some information on my home computer and had to send an e-mail to the people before four thirty, I went home at four o’clock and walked in on him trying to rape Sandy. Lord knows what would have happened if I’d come home at the normal time.’

‘Thank goodness you came home when you did, although you too could have been attacked by him. So, all in all it turned out the best way with both of you safe from him.’ Shane added.

‘Mary could have run into difficulty too. She was worried about Sandy. She had been gone over fifteen minutes, and had just gone to get some textbooks, so she came over to check on what was happening. She too could have walked in on disaster and who knows, he could have harmed her as well. I’m still shaking when I think about how this could have ended.’ By this time, she was sobbing, and Shane stood and hugged her as she sobbed.

When Sandy woke up in Becky’s bed, she was at first confused because she wasn’t in her own bed. Her mom was not in bed, and she wondered where she was. She peeked at the clock and saw that it was after eight o’clock. Then in a flash, she remembered what had happened yesterday and she winced when she touched her face. She stumbled into the bathroom and when she looked in the mirror, she saw that the right side of her face was a mess. Her cheekbone was starting to show angry bruising, and her eye was so puffy it was almost closed. She decided she wasn’t ready to face anyone with a face like that and started searching for her mother.

Becky hadn’t felt like eating anything - her stomach was so upset. She glanced up as Sandy came into the kitchen and when she noted her terribly swollen face, she jumped up and went over to her.

‘Oh Sandy, your face looks so sore! I should have put some ice on it yesterday. I can’t believe I didn’t think to do that.’

Sandy glanced around the kitchen and was surprised to see her dad at the table having breakfast. He came over and gave her a big hug. ‘Your mom told me what happened to you both yesterday. I’m so sorry that happened to you, but I’m glad that you weren’t seriously hurt.’ He gazed at her face then said, ‘You’re going to have a lovely shiner. Everyone will be asking you how the other person looks.’ Then he realized what he’d said and added, ‘That was a stupid thing to say. I hope nobody is dumb enough to say what I just did. It was terrible that the man died, but if he’d lived, we don’t know what he might have done to you and your mom. And with Mary coming over shortly afterward, she too could have been harmed. So, we must thank our lucky stars that nobody was seriously hurt except the animal that hurt you.’

‘Do you want some breakfast honey?’ her mom asked as she guided Sandy to a chair at the table. ‘We’ve got to eat, so what would you like?’

‘I’m not hungry.’ Sandy replied.

‘Honey, you must eat something, or you’ll get sick. Try to think of something you’d like. How about pancakes with frozen strawberries?’

Sandy’s eyes lit up, ‘I think I could eat that. Thanks Mom.’

Becky offered some to Shane, but he shook his head.

‘Can I stay home from school today, Mom?’ she asked. ‘It’s Friday and hopefully by Monday the swelling will go down and I should feel less upset by then.’

‘Sure, you can honey. I’m staying home today too. However, we both need to keep busy doing something. Do you have something you could be doing so you don’t continue to relive yesterday?’

‘Yes, I have an assignment to do that has to be in by Monday. I can spend my time putting it together,’ she said as she went to her bedroom and brought her computer to the kitchen.

‘Well, I guess I’d better get to work,’ said Shane as he rose from the table, ‘Thanks for the breakfast.’ He looked from one to the other and said, ‘Let me know if I can help in any way. I’m always here for you.’

He gave them both a hug and put on his jacket.

‘How is Marilyn doing?’ Becky asked.

‘She’s feeling as if she is as big as a whale, and I must admit she is huge. She’s having trouble moving around and must spend most of her time doing very little. I’ve hired a housekeeper to do the heavy stuff like vacuuming, laundry and changing the sheets on the bed. We can’t wait for our baby to come, she’s so uncomfortable.’

‘Give her my regards,’ she said with a smile.

‘Will do,’ he said as Becky closed the front door.

After Becky had cleaned the kitchen and sent the email she’d promised to send to her office, she decided that she needed to get rid of some of her excess energy. She stared at her kitchen cupboards. She’d been putting off cleaning them for months. She nodded to herself and started removing dishes from her cupboards and washed the shelves. Then she vacuumed the home, washed the kitchen floor and did the laundry – anything to keep her mind off yesterday’s events. By noon, she realized that she was exhausted but still could not stop thinking about yesterday’s events.

Becky didn’t want to bother her parents with the situation until she had a chance to calm down. Her parents lived in Vancouver, British Columbia and knew they would insist on coming to Edmonton. Right now, she just wanted to be there for Sandy. However, she knew that she needed to talk to someone, and she mulled over a list of her friends she could call. When she came to her friend Brenda’s name, she decided that she was the one she should talk to. The fact that they had both taken the self-defence course for women would help her understand what Becky was going through. So, she phoned and asked Brenda to come over.

Brenda could tell from her voice that something was seriously wrong. ‘What’s the matter? You sound awful.’

‘I have something I need to discuss with you, but I’d rather not discuss it on the phone. Can you please come over?’

Brenda immediately agreed to come. As soon as she saw Becky’s tear-stained face, she rushed over and gave her a big hug. Sandy briefly came out of her room to say hello to Brenda.

‘I’m going to tell Brenda what happened yesterday. Do you want to stay?’

‘I’d rather not,’ she replied and headed back to her bedroom.

With tears running down her face, Becky briefly told Brenda what had happened.

‘Oh my God! It was you they were talking about on the radio. This morning, I was driving to the shopping centre listening to the news on the radio when I learned that a young girl had been attacked by a man the day before. They said her mother had walked in on him when he was raping the girl. The news reported that the mother had ‘flipped out’ when she saw what was happening and tried to pull the man off her daughter. In her fury to do this, she'd broken the man’s neck, and he'd died instantly. They said that the police were investigating the death.’

She continued, ‘The report also stated that the man was from out of town somewhere – a kind of drifter who had a long police record for break and enter. He’s been in jail several times and was not a nice person.’

‘Is Sandy okay?’ Brenda enquired, and after looking closely at Becky quickly added, ‘Are you okay?’

‘It was horrible – a day that I’ll never forget. I was so angry at him; I would have done anything to get him off her!’

‘Would you feel comfortable telling me what happened?’ Brenda asked.

‘I’ve got to tell someone what really happened. It’s not what I told the police, but because you were in the self-defence class with me, I think you’ll understand why I haven’t told them the whole story. Here’s how it really happened.’ And she told her what had really happened.

‘What am I going to do?’ she asked Brenda. ‘On thinking things over, I think I killed him on purpose – that it wasn’t an accident that his neck broke. I was so terrified, furious, and angry at him that I was ready to do anything to get him off her. I’m a murderer – I killed him!’ Becky sobbed, and then quickly looked around hoping that Sandy had not heard her.

‘What do you want to do about this? You realise that if you tell them that you killed him on purpose, you could be charged with manslaughter? As it is, you might still be charged with that because the man did die.’

‘The police believed my story. In fact, the officer who took my statement was very sympathetic. However, I’m wondering if the autopsy will show that I had knelt on his back when I broke his neck.’

‘Becky, you must do what you think is right. You must consider what will happen to Sandy if you tell them the truth. I will never tell anyone, so you’re safe with me. But you must decide whether you can live with this or not.’

‘All I know is that I’m not sorry for doing what I did. He deserved to die so he wouldn’t try to do that to a child again. Rather than say anything right now, I was thinking I should wait till they do the autopsy and see what that shows. They may not pick up any bruises on his back. What do you think?’

‘It’s completely up to you.  You’re the one who must live with the consequences of what you do after this point. As I said, I will never tell them what you told me, so your secret is safe with me. To be honest, I think I might have done the same thing. And who knows, the shock of seeing Sandy in that predicament might have put you into a self-defence mode and made you so angry that you really weren’t aware of the force you used when you were wrenching him off Sandy.’

Brenda finished her coffee, gave Becky a hug and told her to phone her any time she needed to talk. She also reminded her to phone her when she got the results of the autopsy.

It was a trying weekend for Becky and there were numerous mentions on radio, television and in the newspaper about a child being attacked and the attacker being killed by the mother. Thankfully, the law did not allow the media to give out the name of the child or the mother.

On Saturday they were both restless. Becky said, ‘Let’s get out of here and go for a ride in the car somewhere. It’s cold, but sunny today.’

So, they went for a long drive and watched some skiers practicing jumps on a small artificial snow slide – anything to keep their minds off what had happened to them. Sandy was distracted so much that they stayed longer than they should have, and both were chilled to the bone when they returned home. 

‘Time for some hot chocolate,’ said Becky.

‘Yes please, I’m freezing!’ replied Sandra.

As Becky prepared the hot chocolate, she stated, ‘I think we should ask your brother for dinner tomorrow, so we can tell him about this. He will probably find out somehow, and it’s better if we tell him ourselves. What do you think?’

‘Yeah, I guess he needs to know.’

Becky phoned Ken in Edson and asked if he could visit for the day. She promised that she would make an early dinner, so it wouldn’t be too late for him to drive back to Edson that was almost two hundred kilometres west of Edmonton.

‘Sure Mom, I don’t have any plans. What time do you want me to come?’

‘Why not come for the day. When you wake up, just drive here and we can have a visit till it’s time for dinner.’

‘Okay Mom, I’ll see you there about eleven.’

After all the fresh air they’d had, Sandy and Becky went to bed early that night. This time Sandy was content to sleep in her own bed – a good sign for Becky that she was slowly but surely getting back to normal. 

Becky decided that seeing it was an hour earlier in Vancouver, she would phone her parents. As expected, when they heard her explain what had happened, they offered to come to Edmonton. Becky declined but promised she would phone them on Wednesday to let them know how they were doing. They sent their love to them both.

The next day when Ken arrived, Becky told him what had happened. As expected, he was very shocked to hear that the young girl that had been attacked was his sister. He looked incredulously at his mom and said, ‘Did you really kill him, Mom?’

‘I’m afraid so. I was so scared and angry when I saw him straddling your sister that I grabbed his head and yanked him off her. As you know he died instantly.’

‘Oh God Sandy,’ he said as he came over to her and gave her a hug. ‘Are you okay now?’

‘Yes, I am, except for this big bruise on my face,’ she said as she tipped her face up for him to see.

Later, when he had a private moment with his mom he asked, ‘Mom did he rape her?’

‘No. Thankfully, I got there early enough to stop him from doing that, but he had his and her pants down and was ready to do so if I hadn’t arrived at that exact moment. Thank goodness I did – this is going to be traumatic enough for your sister without having to deal with an actual rape.’

‘I’m so sorry you two have been through this. I keep wondering if it would have happened if I was still living here with you.’

‘Don’t concern yourself about that – what's happened has happened and we just have to deal with it.’

Ken and Sandy played scrabble while Becky made them a small lunch knowing they would be eating dinner early.

Before Ken left, he put his hands on Becky’s shoulders and looking her in the eye asked, ‘Are you okay?’

She assured him that she was managing as well as could be expected but was not looking forward to Sandy’s first day back at school and her first day back at work.’

He gave her a quick hug and left to drive home to Edson.

On Monday, Sandy’s cheek was an even more glorious rainbow of colour; however, the swelling on her eye was down considerably. 

‘Should I go to school Mom? And if I do, what do I tell everyone? Should I lie or tell the truth?’ she asked cautiously.

‘What do you think you should do?’ her mother asked.

‘I think everyone is going to find out anyway, so I might as well get it over with. Will you come to school with me and speak to the principal and my teacher?’

‘Of course I will. I’ll phone the school now and see if I can speak to the principal and the teachers before classes begin.’

Becky phoned the school and spoke with the principal, told her briefly about the attack and asked if she could arrange for a meeting with the teachers before classes started that morning.

‘Yes, I’ll do that. Can you be here by eight o’clock?’

‘We’ll be there. Hopefully, you and the teachers can help Sandy get through this day.’

‘We’ll do our best,’ she promised.

Becky drove Sandy to the school and held her hand while they went to the staff room. ‘Thank you,’ she kept saying as they showed their support.

Becky then spoke to the group, ‘I know you are all wondering why Sandy was away from school on Friday. After school Sandy goes to our next-door neighbours until I get home from work. On Thursday, she had left a textbook at our home that she needed to finish an assignment. So, she obtained permission from our neighbour to go home to get the book. She let herself into our home and watched as a man came out of my office carrying my computer. He set it down and grabbed Sandy and was in the process of trying to rape her when I came home.’

She felt very emotional as she added, ‘I grabbed him around the neck and hauled him off her. In the process, I broke his neck, and he died. Thankfully, he hadn’t raped Sandy, but he did backhand her across her cheek, so she has that horrible bruise.’ They all looked at the terrible bruise on Sandy’s cheek.

Becky paused then asked, ‘Do you have any questions?’

During this monologue, Sandy had sat with her head down surrounded by two very sympathetic teachers who kept patting her to show their support.

‘What can we do to help Sandy through this awful episode?’ her homeroom teacher asked.

‘How do you think you should deal with it? Becky asked.

One of the teachers spoke, ‘I’m Sandy’s home-room teacher and think we should tell the class that Sandy was attacked in her home but is fine now except for a bruise on her cheek. Her mother saved her by dealing with the intruder and Sandy needs all our support to get through this situation. How does that sound to the rest of you?’

They all agreed that was how they should deal with the issue. If the children wanted more information, they could question their teacher. Then, one by one, the teachers came over to give Sandy a hug and show their support.

Becky put her hand on Sandy’s shoulder and asked, ‘Are you happy with this solution?’

‘Yes Mom. I’m not afraid any more.’

‘Well honey, if it becomes too hard for you, just call me at work and I’ll come and get you,’ she promised as she looked her in the eye.

‘Okay Mom.’

Becky thanked the teachers for their support. She looked up as the school bell rang for the start of classes. Her home-room teacher walked beside Sandy as she went to the classroom. Becky watched as her traumatized daughter walked down the hallway with the teacher and hoped things would go all right for her that day.

When Becky got to her job at the publishing office, she was very pale, jumpy, and nervous. As she passed her boss Jim Stevens’ office he called out and asked her to come in.

‘Hi Becky. I hope you’re feeling better today. Sorry you were sick on Friday. I had to field a couple of calls for you and have started a file on them. Shall we go over them?’

‘Sure.’

He suddenly noticed that she didn’t look well. ‘You don’t look very well today. Did you come back too soon? Someone can fill in for you if you still need more time off.’

Becky decided to be honest with him and asked him if she could close the door. He nodded, and she closed it.

She started by saying, ‘I imagine you’ve heard the reports about a child being attacked on Thursday.’

‘Yes, I did. Do you know the family?’ he asked, now understanding why she might be feeling unwell.

‘That was my daughter and I’m the mother who killed the man who attacked her,’ she sobbed.

‘Oh Becky,’ he said as he came around the desk to comfort her. He reached for a box of tissues and gave them to her.

‘What a horrible experience that must have been! Is there anything I can do to help?’ he asked, full of concern about her situation.

‘No, we just need to get through this. Sandy is just twelve, so this is likely to affect her for the rest of her life. The poor kid was brave enough to go to school today, but I may have to leave if the school calls me to get her. She has a nasty bruise on her face and it’s obvious that she has been hurt. I’m sure she will face lots of questions. It’s just so hard,’ she said as she sobbed uncontrollably.

‘Do you need some time off?’

‘No, I think it’s best that I keep working. I have several books that need editing, and I have committed myself to doing them. No, I’ll be fine. I’ll just need a bit of time to get my act together.’

‘Well, come in and talk to me any time – I can’t imagine what it must be like to have had a situation like that happen. You have my deepest sympathy about the terrible thing that has happened to you both,’ he commiserated.

Becky was thankful that the ladies’ room was next door to her boss’s office, and nobody seemed to notice her tearstained cheeks. However, when she entered the ladies ‘room, two of her co-workers were there and she was forced to relate the details again to them. Other female staff workers came and went from the washroom until all of them had commiserated with Becky and had asked if there was anything they could do to help. 

Finally, she wiped away her tears, repaired her makeup and went to her office. Someone had taken the floral display from the reception area and had put it on her desk and there was a steaming cup of tea and several biscuits waiting for her in her office. She saw that Jim Stevens had placed the folders for the new clients on her desk.

She took several big breaths, enjoyed the tea and biscuits and settled down to work. She was amazed at the support she and Sandy had received, firstly from Sandy’s school and now from her co-workers.

When lunch time came, the receptionist popped her head around the corner of her office and asked if Becky would like anything from the deli. Most of the staff ordered lunch there. When her order arrived, several co-workers coaxed her to come into the staff room. Several of the male employees came over to add their support and she ended up in tears again.

By three-thirty she was so wrung out emotionally, she asked Jim if she could go and pick Sandy up at school. Jim heartily agreed and patted her back as she left his office. Everyone was so kind, she kept thinking.

Becky phoned ahead to tell Mary that she would be picking Sandy up at school. She arrived shortly before the deluge of students came barrelling out of the school. She was pleased to see that Sandy was surrounded by several of her school friends. Sandy looked up, smiled when she saw Becky, waved to her friends, and ran to the car.

‘How did your day go?’ Becky asked.

‘A lot better than I thought. I was treated as if I was a celebrity and everyone was giving me hugs to make me feel better. The boys were teasing me about my bruises, but I felt bad when they asked how my opponent looked. I know they didn’t mean any harm, but it did remind me about what really happened.’

She continued, ‘But I’m pooped; so tired. The teachers said I don’t have to do any homework tonight, but I think I’ll do some of it anyway.’ 

She looked at Becky, ‘How did your day go?’

‘Mine was the same as yours. I can’t believe the support I’ve received from my boss and co-workers. They were so sympathetic and shocked to hear what happened to us. But I too am pooped. What do you say we pick up some Chinese food and pig out on it tonight?’

‘Sounds good to me – I didn’t eat much lunch, because everyone wanted to talk to me.’

They spent a quiet evening watching TV and munching on their take-out food.

On Wednesday, as promised, she gave an update to her parents. They were pleased to hear that things had gone so well for her at work and for Sandy at school. They again sent their love and to call if they could help in any way.
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Two weeks after the attack, Becky had just collected Sandy at Mary’s and was making dinner when the doorbell rang. She was surprised to see that it was Sergeant Jeffries and was glad she hadn’t changed into what she thought of as her ‘home clothes’ which were comfortable old jeans and fleece-lined shirt.

‘Come in,’ she said as she opened the door wide.

‘I thought this might be the best time to come with you working and all.’ He explained. ‘How are you both?’

‘Things are slowly getting back to normal.’

‘Did you decide to go to counselling?’ he asked.

‘I didn’t think it was necessary because everyone has been so supportive. The principal and teachers at Sandy’s school have been wonderful and my boss and co-workers have been very understanding.’

‘Glad to hear that. It was a terrible ordeal to go through.’

‘What a nice man he is,’ she thought as she felt that pang of attraction again. Then she reminded herself that he was a police officer, not there to be considered as a possible future date. She offered him a cup of coffee and was pleased when he accepted.

‘Do you have any news?’ she asked.

‘In fact, that’s why I’m here. I have a copy of the autopsy report.’ He said as he handed her the document.

It seemed to Becky that it had taken forever for the results of the autopsy to come in, but it had taken only two weeks. Her heart was racing, and she was fearful to learn what was in the document. Had they noticed the bruising on the man’s back? Did they think she had killed him on purpose?

As she read it over, she asked a few questions about the medical jargon which he explained to her.

Becky was pleased to see that the report said that although she had broken the man’s neck, it had been done to get the big man off her daughter and stop him from raping her.

’You won’t be charged with the offence,’ he added.

‘What a relief that is. I’ve been told by some friends that because he died, I could be charged with manslaughter. Sandy wouldn’t have been able to survive if I’d been sent to jail,’ she said with relief.

‘It’s been determined that his neck was broken by accident; that you were so panic-stricken and scared for the welfare of your daughter that you didn’t know your own strength,’ he explained. Then with a twinkle in his eye he laughingly added, ‘I guess I’d better not mess with you, had I?’

Becky thought, ‘He’s flirting with me!’ and didn’t know what made her reply, ‘Oh, I don’t know. It might be fun.’ Then she apologized to him by adding, ‘I really shouldn’t have said that should I? But you are a very attractive man.’

‘And a lonely one, I might add. I know you’re divorced, and my divorce will be coming through any day now. I’m still reeling that it happened so fast,’ he said as he sipped his coffee.

‘What made your marriage break up?’ Becky asked.

‘She thought she could take the erratic shifts a police officer must accept but finally admitted that she missed having what she called a ‘social life.’ We were only married for three years, and I have a two-year old son Mike. Is Sandy your only child?’ he added.

‘No, I have a son Ken who’s eighteen. He works in Edson with a pipeline company,’ she replied and realized that he probably wanted to know a bit about her divorce. ‘My husband Shane and I broke up because he had an affair with his secretary. I found out and we’ve been divorced for two years. He married her shortly after and she is expecting their first child.’

He finished his coffee and said, ‘Well, I’d better be on my way. We should get the DNA report from the rape kit next week. I’ll phone you when it comes in.’

After he left, Becky wondered what had just happened. Had she really been flirting with the handsome police officer, and was he interested in her. Her heart did a small flip thinking that he might be interested in pursuing a relationship with her.

As promised, Becky phoned Brenda to read the autopsy report to her. They were both relieved that she was not going to be charged with manslaughter.

A week later, Sergeant Jeffries phoned to see if he could come around with the DNA results. Becky bit the bullet and asked whether he would be able to share supper with them that night.

‘That can be arranged. What time should I come?’ he asked.

‘We usually eat quite early. Would six o’clock be okay?’

‘I’ll be there,’ he replied.

When he arrived, he was not in uniform but dressed in grey slacks with slate grey sweater under a charcoal leather jacket. She noticed that his shoes were shined to a high gloss. 

He handed her a bottle of white wine. ‘Is this okay?’ he asked, not knowing whether she was a wine drinker or not.

‘Perfect. It will go well with the chicken I’ve cooked for dinner.’

‘Is that what I smelled when I came in – my stomach is rumbling with the smell of it.’

Sandy came into the living room and said, ‘Hi Sergeant Jeffries.’

‘Hi yourself. How are you doing?’ he asked, true concern and interest showing on his face. He examined her carefully and noted the dark rings under her eyes but was pleased to see that all her bruising was gone.

‘Doing okay.’ She nodded. ‘But lately I have far too much homework to do.’

He was glad she was not dwelling on the attack and seemed to be getting on with her life. He debated whether he should give the DNA report to Becky with Sandy in the room. He removed his jacket and took an envelope from a pocket and handed it to Becky, leaving it up to her whether she wanted Sandy to see it or not.

Sandy excused herself saying she had to get back to doing her homework. So that problem was dealt with.

Becky put out her hand to receive the envelope and said, ‘Thank you Sergeant Jeffries.’

‘That’s Dan,’ he corrected.

She nodded then read the report. ‘So, there was no semen involved?’ she asked.

‘Thank goodness, he hadn’t got to that stage. We were very lucky that you came in just when you did. A few minutes later and it could have been very awkward for Sandy, and she would have had to have an AIDs test. This way, she has nothing to worry about.’

‘Thank goodness,’ she agreed as she gave him a quick hug. ‘I can’t tell you how worried I’ve been about this and so glad you’ve been so helpful getting the results to me as soon as possible.’

He patted her arm, nodded to the bottle of wine and asked Becky if she would get some wine glasses. He poured them both a glass then Becky clinked the glasses together with the toast, ‘Here’s to celebrating a negative test!’

They sat in the living room making small talk. They talked about their families and their marriages. His father, Bob had been a police officer but had been shot dead when he was fifty-four by a man who had robbed a store. He explained that when he went into the police force, his father was still alive, but his mother, Dorothea often told him how worried she was that he too would be shot.

Becky told Dan about her marriage to Shane. They had been married for nineteen years; had a son Ken who was now eighteen and working in Edson and of course Sandy was twelve. Her parents were Millie and Jack Hawkins. She had a brother George who was fifteen months older than her and was married to Liz. Her sister Janice was ten years younger, had been married, but divorced her husband when their daughter was only six months old.

Becky had to go to the kitchen off and on to check how the dinner was going. Recently she had purchased a slow cooker and could not believe how she’d managed without it. Today’s dinner was a small chicken, potatoes, carrots and broccoli.

Becky set the table, then called Dan and Sandy to the table. She was glad that Sandy was comfortable having Dan for dinner, and they chatted like old friends. Sandy was on her school’s girl’s football team, and Dan had been a football player at college. They discussed different moves and games they had played in. Becky kept looking from one to the other and was glad she had asked Dan to dinner.

After dinner, as usual, Sandy put the dishes in the dishwasher while Dan and her mom had another glass of wine in the living room. 

‘I still have some homework to do,’ Sandy said as she passed through the living room on the way to her bedroom.

‘Okay honey. Hope it goes well,’ said Becky.

When she had gone to her room, Dan said, ‘I can’t tell you how much I’ve enjoyed your dinner and the company of two such lovely companions.’

Becky blushed, and then laughingly said ‘It was our pleasure sir.’ 

‘Next time, it’s my turn. I’m off this Saturday. Do you think you and Sandy would like to go to the Ice Festival? I’ve heard that some of the sculptures are spectacular.’

‘I’m sure Sandy would love that, and I know I would too. Yes, we’d love to go,’ she agreed.

‘Let me get back to you during the week. I’m not sure what time it starts, but I can pick you up. How’s that?’

‘Great, I’ll look forward to hearing from you,’ she said as she handed him his jacket.

He paused at the door, and she was wondering if he was going to kiss her. He did, but on the forehead. ‘I’ll talk to you soon.’

After he left, Becky went into Sandy’s room. ‘Did you enjoy dinner?’ she asked.

‘Yes, he’s a very nice man and he was so nice to me the day I was attacked.’

‘He’s asked us if we would like to go to the Ice Festival on Saturday. Would you like to go?’ she asked cautiously.

‘Oh yes. I hear it is fun to go to.’

‘Dan will be calling me during the week to let me know when it starts, but I think it starts in the morning.’

‘Great, sounds like fun,’ she said as she yawned. ‘I’m pooped. I think I’ll get ready for bed.’

‘I am too, but think I’ll read a book for a while,’ said Becky.

When Becky settled down in her bed with a book, she found that she kept losing her concentration and found herself thinking about Dan and where their relationship might go. She really liked his good looks. Because she was tall, she gravitated towards tall men and Dan was well over six feet tall. He always looked well dressed and looked gorgeous in his police uniform.

She finally put the book down and turned off the light with a smile on her face.
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Dan arrived on Saturday at two o’clock. They piled into his car and were soon at the Ice Festival. Dan paid for the tickets, and they had an Ice Palace stamp put on the back of their hands.

Sandy was over the moon looking at all the sculptures. There were over a hundred of them – some small, but others were huge. One was an ice palace that was almost full size. They all marvelled at the detail on it. Sandy was kept busy taking pictures of them with her digital camera.

It took them two and a half hours to see them all, and Becky was glad it was a balmy winter day.

As they climbed back into Dan’s car, he asked Sandy, ‘What is your favourite restaurant?

Sandy looked at her mom who nodded and gleefully said, ‘McDonalds!’

‘Then McDonalds it will be!’ he replied and promptly drove there.

They enjoyed a very naughty meal of burgers, fries, and coke. Sandy opted for a milkshake instead of a coke and was busting by the time she finished her meal. They all visited the washrooms and trooped back to Dan’s car. By now it was dark, and the evening was settling in.

Dan sat for a couple of minutes, nodded to himself, then said, ‘Do you mind if we make a detour before I take you home?’

They both said, ‘Okay.’ So off he drove. Becky and Sandy were surprised to see that they were back at the Ice Festival. They all showed their Ice Palace stamps and Dan gave them a tour again. This time, the sight was even more amazing because all the sculptures were captured with multi-coloured lights. They all exclaimed in awe as they looked at them, and Sandy was busy taking more pictures with her digital camera.

By the time they left, all three were cold and hustled to his car. Dan cranked up the heat in the car and soon had them home.

‘Would you like to come in for a warm drink before you go home? Becky asked.

‘Don’t mind if I do.’

After they had disposed of their coats, Sandy went up to Dan and putting her arms around his chest (he was so tall) she gave him a big hug and looking up at him said, ‘That was the best day ever! Thank you.’

‘You’re very welcome,’ he replied as he patted her hair.

Sandy went off to bed and Becky went into the kitchen. ‘Would you like a hot toddy?’ she asked Dan.

‘Just a little one, I have to drive home,’ he replied.

Becky prepared the coffees and added a dollop of vodka to each cup, then plopped a tablespoon of cream on top.

‘Mmmm that is certainly warming the cockles of my heart,’ he said as he smacked his lips and used his tongue to remove the cream from his lips.

‘I agree. After a time outdoors in winter, this is what puts a nice ending to a perfect day. Thanks, from me too for giving us such a lovely day.’

As he finished the dregs of his drink, he replied, ‘We’ll have to do this again.’

‘I’d love to.’

This time when he left, he tilted her chin, looked into her eyes and gave her a gentle kiss that rocked her to her foundations. She found herself kissing him back and they ended up almost devouring each other. They both stepped back at the same time and looked at each other.

‘What was that!’ gasped Becky.

‘I don’t know, but it sure felt good. Are you willing to try it again?’

‘I’ll melt like a marshmallow if I do. It was fabulous, but I think we’d better cool it right now.’

‘You’re right, we should,’ he said as he leaned forward again. She was ready to have her senses re-lit and didn’t care. However, he chastely kissed her on the forehead and opening the front door said, ’We’ll have to do this again.’

‘Yes, we will. Bye for now and again thanks for a wonderful day.’

After she closed the door, she stood with her back to it and panted, ‘What a man!’ And what an attraction she felt! She was still tingling down to her toes.

She was smiling again when she went to sleep that night and couldn’t wait to see Dan again. Back to Top
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The next morning, Sandy answered the phone, then gave a whoop as she turned to Becky, ‘Guess what Mom? It’s Dad - I have a new brother!’

She talked to her father and asked, ‘When can I see him?’

‘You can come after school on Tuesday if you want. He should be home from the hospital by then. Can I speak to your mom, so we can make arrangements?’

‘Sure’ she said as she handed the phone to Becky.

‘I see congratulations are in order. Did everything go all right for Marilyn and the baby?’

‘Yes, she went into labour last night about nine and he was born about five this morning. I don’t know about Marilyn, but I’m absolutely bushed and will be going home to have a few hours’ sleep. But I couldn’t wait to tell Sandy about the baby. Will you phone Ken for me? I don’t think I can stay awake long enough to phone him.’

‘I’ll phone him at work. I’m sure he’ll be pleased that he has a new brother. Now relating to when Sandy can see the baby, I think you forget how tired and busy Marilyn will be with a new baby. I think we should give her a couple of days to settle in at home before Sandy sees him. How do you feel about me bringing her over on Saturday to meet him?’

‘That would be great. You’re right. I remember when you came home with Ken how tired you were’ he agreed.

So, the next Saturday, Becky drove Sandy over to see her new brother. On the way, she stopped off at the supermarket to pick up a package of newborn diapers which she handed to Shane as soon as they arrived.

‘I still remember how many of these the little ones go through, so thought it would be the best gift to bring.’

‘Good thinking,’ he agreed as he took their coats. ‘Marilyn is just feeding him, so will be a couple of minutes.

‘What have you decided to call him?’ Sandy asked.

‘We’ve got a few names we’re considering. What do you think we should call him?’ he enquired as he looked at Sandy.

‘How about Danny?’ suggested Sandy. ‘Oh wait, that might be confusing because of Dan.’

‘Who’s Dan?’ Shane asked as he looked at Becky.

‘Oh, he’s Mommy’s new boyfriend. His name is Sergeant Daniel Jeffries.’

Shane gave an enquiring look at Becky, who nodded. ‘He’s the police sergeant who investigated Sandy’s attack,’ she explained.

‘Oh, I see,’ he said rather tersely as he turned to watch Marilyn enter the room with the baby.

Sandy rushed over and peeked at the baby. ‘Oh Marilyn, he’s so cute!’ she gushed, ‘can I hold him?’

‘Sure, you can. Why don’t you sit on the sofa, and I’ll put him in your arms?’

Becky watched Sandy’s face as she looked in wonder at the little being in her arms. The baby was sound asleep wrapped in a baby blanket, so she could only see the little cherub face.

She looked up at Becky, ‘Come on over Mom and see him. He’s really cute.’

Becky sat beside Sandy and had to agree he was an angel and would likely turn out to be a lovely looking boy. Sandy shifted the baby into her arms and Becky became dewy eyed.

Shane looked at her and wondered if she was sad about his having had a son. Maybe, he thought, she was sorry it wasn’t her own child.

‘Why are you so sad?’ he asked.

‘Oh, I’m not sad. I think all mothers get dewy eyed when they see a newborn. It’s in the hormones.’

Marilyn took the child, ‘I’ll put him in his basket. He’s out like a light. He’s a good baby and only wakes up a bit during the night for a feed, so we’re lucky.’

‘What have you decided to call him?’ Becky asked.

‘We’ve agreed to call him Alex. That was my brother’s name, but he died of cancer when he was seven.’

‘Good choice,’ replied Becky.

After Marilyn left, Becky turned to Shane and said, ‘He’s beautiful – well done.’ Marilyn returned and they all enjoyed a hot drink. Before Becky left, she hugged Marilyn and said, ‘You should be proud – Alex is a lovely baby. I’m glad your delivery went well. I also know there is a little lady here who would love to babysit for you when the two of you want to go out for an evening. You could bring him to our place, and I could help as well.’

She continued, ‘I also have some baby things left over from Ken and Sandra. Would you like to have them?’

‘That would be very kind – yes, I’d love to have them,’ Marilyn replied, surprised at Becky’s generosity.

Becky remembered the little sleeping bag she had made for Sandy. It was fully lined with fake fur and was like a patchwork quilt on the outside. It was washable and would be perfect for the baby to keep him warm.

‘I have a tiny baby sleeping bag too. I’ll put that with the items and will drop them off one day on my way home from work.’

Marilyn gave a sigh of relief. She was concerned that Becky might feel some animosity about her ex-husband having a child by his new wife, but she realized that her fears were groundless. ‘Thanks Becky. You can’t know how worried I was that you would feel cool towards our little fellow.’

With that she gave Becky a big hug.

While driving home with Sandy, Becky was miles away as she remembered how it had been when she and Shane had brought Sandy home from the hospital.
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Sandy had been only eleven days old when Becky and Shane had adopted her. Ken was seven at that time. After Becky had her son Ken, she had miscarried baby after baby. Her last pregnancy ended when she went into labour at seven and a half months and the baby was stillborn.

Shane put his foot down when it came to trying to have another child. ‘We’re not going through this again!’

‘But I want a sister for Ken,’ was her reply.

‘Well, then I guess we’d better try to adopt one,’ he suggested.

They filled in all the papers and were told by the adoption agency that it might take about two years for them to find a baby girl for them.

Two months later Becky was at work when the phone rang. She thought it might be the author whose book she was just finishing.

A woman asked, ‘Hello. Is this Rebecca Wilson?’

Becky confirmed that it was.

‘Hello. My name is Deborah Fields from the adoption agency, and I have some good news for you. We have a beautiful little girl, just eleven days old who is ready to be adopted. Can you come to the Misericordia Hospital to see her?’

‘I’ll phone my husband at work and have him meet me at the hospital,’ she replied excitedly.

‘I’ll talk to you first and give you the baby’s history, and then we’ll show you the baby. Please keep in mind that if you don’t feel this is the right baby for you, just tell me. Is that understood?’

‘Yes. What time do you want us to meet you? ‘

‘Can you be there about two-thirty?’

‘I’m sure that can be arranged. In case my husband can’t get away at that time, could you please give me your telephone number? If I don’t contact you by two o’clock, you’ll know that we’ll be there.’

Becky was so excited that she misdialled the number of Shane’s office and had to dial again. She took a big breath and when he answered, she was talking so fast, that he had to ask her to slow down.

‘The adoption agency called – they have a baby girl for us, and we can see her this afternoon at two-thirty. She’s in the Misericordia Hospital. Can you meet me there?’

‘Wow – that was fast!’ he exclaimed. ‘I had no idea we would get a baby that fast. Is there something wrong with her?’ he asked.

‘I never thought to ask, but she did say that if we didn’t feel the baby was right for us, we could just tell her.’

‘Give me a few minutes to talk to my boss. I’m sure he’ll be willing to let me go for the rest of the afternoon.’

‘If he doesn’t, please call me right away, so I can make other arrangements,’ she warned.

‘Will do,’ he replied, and she could sense the big grin he had on his face.

‘I’m so excited!’ she chortled, ‘I’m almost peeing my pants.’

‘Well do something about that before you get to the hospital!’ he said laughingly.

‘I’ll meet you at the admissions section of the hospital, then we can go together to talk to them,’ she advised.

Becky went to her boss’s office and told him the good news. ‘I can’t believe there is a baby available so soon,’ she exclaimed.

He could see how excited she was. ‘How are you doing on the book you’re editing?’

‘It’s almost finished,’ she replied.

‘That’s good. We’ll have to think of a plan that will work now that you will have a new baby at home. You realize that you qualify for maternity/adoption leave?’ he asked.

‘I hadn’t thought of that. I’m sure I could work from home some of the time and could take on a book or two in the meantime,’ she suggested.

‘We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it. Now off you go to meet your new daughter.’

Becky and Shane met in the foyer and went together to meet Deborah Fields in the appointed interview room at the hospital.

After introductions and hands had been shaken, Deborah motioned to two chairs and sat down behind the desk. ‘As I told your wife, this little bundle was born eleven days ago. Her parents are university students and made the decision not to have an abortion but decided to give her up for adoption. The mother is blonde like you,’ she said as she nodded at Becky.

‘And the father is dark haired like you,’ with this she nodded to Shane. 

‘The little girl has a thatch of dark brown hair and the most gorgeous big brown eyes. She’s healthy and has been fully checked out to see that there are no deformities or ailments.’

She gave details about the grandparents of the child and did admit that the sister of the mother had died at a young age from leukaemia, then added. ‘Do you have any questions?’

‘When can we see her,’ asked Becky as she looked at Shane.

‘You can see her right away,’ she smiled as she said this.

‘When would we be able to take her home?’ Shane asked.

‘Today if you wish, but because we sprang this on you so suddenly you might want a day or so extra to set things up at home.’ Deborah replied.

‘We have everything stored in our basement – it would just be a matter of getting diapers, bottles, formula etc. so we could likely take her home today and one of us could get the necessary gear.’

‘Well, let’s see first whether we have a match.’ Deborah lifted the telephone and asked the nurse to bring the baby to the interview room.

When Becky saw the child, she couldn’t believe her eyes. The baby girl was awake and looking around with her big brown eyes. Her mouth was a tiny cupid’s bow, and she was truly one of the most beautiful babies Becky had ever seen. She asked to hold her. The baby immediately held onto her finger. Becky was amazed at the strength of the grip. She looked wonderingly at Shane and asked, ‘Do you want to hold her?’

‘Sure,’ he said a bit hesitantly. It had been seven years since he’d held a newborn. He was mesmerized by her as well and Deborah knew they had a match.

‘Well, what do you think?’ asked Deborah.

‘You’ve got to be kidding – nobody could turn down a beautiful baby like this. Just look at her. And she seems so content and alert.’ exclaimed Becky.

‘She is a beauty, isn’t she?’ Deborah agreed.

‘What happens now,’ asked Shane.

She turned to the nurse and gave a nod that she could leave the baby with the new parents. Then Deborah asked the nurse to explain the baby’s formula and health-care needs.

‘We advise all new adoptive parents to take their child to a paediatrician, so the child can be monitored and given vaccinations when necessary. Do you have a paediatrician?’ she asked.

‘Yes, we used to have one for our son Ken when he was young, so I’ll see if I can make an appointment with him tomorrow.’

The nurse continued, ‘We will give you a week’s supply of formula along with instructions on how it’s to be prepared. Here’s a sheet with the birth details. She was seven pounds two ounces at birth (or 3.22 kg) and was twenty-three inches (or 58.4cm) long.’

The nurse left the room to get the formula and birth documents. In the meantime, Deborah had Becky and Shane sign a document stating that they were planning to adopt the child. 

‘The final adoption papers won’t be filed for about a year. This is for the protection of the child, and we will be making several visits during that time to ensure the child is being cared for adequately.’

While Deborah was explaining all this, Becky couldn’t take her eyes off the baby. She was still lying quietly, hanging onto her finger and gazing around. Shane leaned over to watch her, caught Becky’s eyes, and nodded with a grin on his face.

The nurse returned with a diaper bag full of formula, diapers, and a change of clothing for the child. Because it was cold outside, she also brought a bunting for the baby to keep her warm.

They said goodbye to Deborah and the nurse and carefully walked to the doors of the hospital.

‘Wait here’ said Shane, ‘and I’ll get the car.’

When they got home, everything went into high gear. Shane brought the crib, change table and rocking chair up from the basement and washed them down. Becky took one of the crib sheets and prepared the bed for their new daughter. She heated a bottle, fed the child and soon she was sound asleep.

Becky made coffee for them, and they started a list of all the things they needed to buy for the baby.

‘Beck – can you check to see what size diapers we need to buy? And what size is the little all-in-one outfit she’s wearing?’ Thank goodness they gave us a diaper bag – that’s one thing we won’t have to buy.’

‘Let’s see – the diapers are called newborn for seven to ten pounds and the little outfit with feet is also a newborn size, so we should get a few of those and a few a bit bigger.’

Once the list was made, Shane leaned over and gave Becky a kiss on the cheek. ‘I’ll go get the things we need. Don’t forget that Ken will be home from school shortly, and you’ll have to think about what you’ll say to him.’

She looked up in surprise. She had forgotten all about Ken; she’d been too overwhelmed by having the baby home.

Ken was surprised but happy to have a new little sister.

Becky arranged to edit a book for the publishers. This time they gave a figure they would pay her when the editing was completed, which allowed her to take her time and fit in the editing with her busy schedule.

When she completed the first book editing, she took Sandy in to work so everyone could see her new baby. They all ‘Oh’d and Ah’d’ because she was truly a beautiful baby.
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The next three weeks were hectic. They mulled over several names for the baby and opted to call her Sandra - Sandy for short.

The day after they brought Sandy home, Becky took her to a paediatrician who agreed that the baby was healthy and doing well.

However, in the next few days, Sandy started doing something that really bothered Becky. After her feed and when she was gently burping her, Sandy started crying and suddenly projectile vomited most of what she had just ingested. Then she started wailing because she was hungry again. This didn’t happen every time she was fed but happened often enough to worry her new parents.

They’d borrowed a little basket bed from a friend and put it in their bedroom, so they could monitor the baby during the night. Becky had slept little during the past two nights and was worried about Sandy so much that she found herself jumping at every sound. By the third day, Becky was worried enough to make an appointment to see the paediatrician again. 

‘What kind of formula is she on?’ he asked.

Becky described the formula they had sent home from the hospital.

‘I have a feeling that she’s allergic to one of the ingredients. Let’s try something else for a couple of days and see whether it improves things. I want you to give her as much diluted two percent milk as she can drink. For every litre of milk, add one cup of boiled water. I know that sounds weird, but I had a case like this a couple of weeks ago and it worked for that baby. I will also give you a prescription for some liquid medication that should stop her from retching and will stop her projectile vomiting.’

It did the trick, and they were amazed at the amount of milk Sandy consumed and were pleased to see that she stopped vomiting her food.

When Sandy was three, she went to a dentist for the first time. After examining her, the dentist said to Becky, ‘Her teeth are missing enamel in several places. Has she been drinking enough milk and dairy products?’

‘Yes, she loves milk and cheese’ Becky responded.

‘Did you have enough milk and dairy products when you were carrying her?’

‘Sandy was adopted, so I don’t know what her mother ate during her pregnancy.’

‘Well, we’ll have to see what we can do to make sure her permanent teeth are all right. I’m going to have to put about four fillings into her baby teeth to cover the spots where there is no enamel; otherwise, her baby teeth will keep deteriorating.’

‘Won’t that be rather traumatic for her?’

‘I’d put her out to do them, otherwise it would be difficult to keep her still for that length of time. The fillings will be white, so nobody will know they’re fillings.’

‘When do you want to do it?’

‘I’ve just had a cancellation, so I could do it right now.’

‘Well, I guess we should do it then.’ She was surprised it could be done so soon. Because it was almost lunch time, Sandy had not had anything to eat since seven o’clock that morning.

The dentist had Sandy show him how she could take deep breaths. Then he explained that he was going to put a mask over her face, and she was to continue taking those big breaths. Soon Sandy was asleep, and he proceeded to put the four fillings into her mouth. It didn’t take long, so she didn’t have to be out for more than twenty minutes.

‘I’ll leave her here in the chair until she wakes up. Have her swish her mouth with this mixture and give her this small glass of water. When she’s fully awake, you can take her home. Stop at the front desk on your way out.’

Sandy woke up, swished out her mouth as instructed and drank the glass of water.

‘Mouth tastes funny,’ she said.

‘I guess it’s the taste of your new fillings. Open your mouth and let me see them?’

Sandy opened her mouth, and Becky saw that the dentist was right; she could hardly see where they were and was glad that they had taken the precaution of filling them which hopefully would ensure that her permanent teeth would be all right.

When Sandy was fully awake, they went to the reception area. The bill was huge, but Becky realized it was a necessary expense.
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Becky brought herself back to the present as she drove into their driveway. She was glad her visit with Shane and Marilyn had gone well and reminded herself to look for the baby things to take over to them.

On Wednesday, Dan phoned Becky at work, ‘I’m booked to do talks at the elementary schools in the city about drugs and cyber bullying. What school does Sandy go to?

‘She goes to the Buchanan Elementary School.’

‘Let’s see ... I’m booked to do my talk there next Tuesday. Could you tell Sandy about it, so she won’t be surprised to see me there?’

‘Will do,’ she promised.

‘Can I take you out to dinner this Friday night; just the two of us?’

‘I’ll make arrangements. Sandra and her friend Darcy are always having sleepovers. Maybe that can be arranged for Friday night.’

I'll try to arrange it.

After she said this, she suddenly thought, ‘He probably thinks I will ask him to sleep over as well. It’s far too soon in our relationship to be thinking that.’

‘I’ll call you tomorrow to see if dinner is on,’ he promised.

‘Right. Talk to you then.’

That afternoon when she got home from work, she went to Mary’s to get Sandy. ‘Do you think you could look after Sandy on Friday night?’

‘Sure,’ she replied. Then with a smirk on her face asked, ‘Heavy date with that gorgeous policeman? Oh, don’t give me that look. Do you think I’m blind? I’ve seen him come to your home and he wasn’t in uniform. Am I right? You’re dating him?’

‘Yes, I am. He’s a lovely man and Sandy really likes him too.’

‘He was so kind to all three of us that night – no wonder you fell for him.’

‘His divorce has just been finalized, so we’re both free to date openly.’

‘Sure, I’ll look after Sandy. Do you want me to come over there?’

‘I’d prefer that, so Sandy can sleep in her own bed. We shouldn’t be too late – because I think we’re just having dinner.’

Dan phoned, and they confirmed that he would pick her up at seven o’clock. ‘Do you like barbecued ribs?’ he asked.

‘I love them.’

‘Then that’s what you’ll get.’

Becky tried on several outfits before she decided to wear her favourite, a slinky fiery red silk dress that looked good on her slim figure. She also wore her black slinky stiletto shoes. She looked at her hair and decided to put it up into a fancy knot. When she pirouetted in front of her mirror, she was pleased at the results.

Sandy gulped when she saw her mom all decked out and gave a wolf whistle as Becky blushed furiously.

‘You look fabulous Mom,’ she said.

‘Your dinner is ready. You’ll have to eat alone tonight.’

When Mary arrived, she did a double-take and said, ‘You’re out to vamp him aren’t you. He won’t be able to take his eyes off you tonight!’

‘Am I that obvious?’

‘No, I’m just jesting. You look gorgeous,’ she confirmed.

Dan greeted them all and did his own double-take when he saw Becky. His eyes met hers and he said, ‘You look beautiful.’

Then he looked down at Sandy and said, ‘Hi kiddo. Did your mom tell you I’d be at your school next Tuesday?’

‘Yes, she did. Should I pretend I don’t know you?’

‘You’ll have to decide that, but seeing they all know that you were attacked, they might be interested to know that I was the police officer who investigated your case. But you do what you want. I’ll follow your lead.’

Dan helped Becky on with her coat and held her arm as she walked down the sidewalk. ‘Those shoes are not the best to have on with all this ice and snow. I guess I’d better hang onto you.’

‘You do that,’ she replied with a wicked gleam in her eye.

He opened the car door for her and saw her comfortably seated, then walked around the car to his side. On the drive over to the restaurant he said, ‘I’ve been looking forward to this all week and I’m glad you agreed to come.’

‘It’s been a hectic week for me too and this will be a treat going out for dinner with such a handsome man as you.’

He had chosen one of her favourite restaurants – Tony Romas that was famous for its barbecued ribs. Her mouth started watering as soon as they arrived.

When they were seated, the waiter asked if they would like a drink. ‘I’d like a glass of chardonnay please.’ Becky replied.

‘Why don’t you get a half bottle? You don’t have to drive.’

‘Are you hoping to get me drunk sir?’ She joked.

He just smiled.

‘Oh, why not – I’ll have a half bottle of chardonnay please.’

‘Make mine glass of a red Shiraz please.’

‘Do you wish to place your dinner order, or do you want to wait a while?’

‘We’ll order a bit later, thanks,’ he replied.

When the waiter returned with the wine, they clinked glasses and Dan said, ‘To a lovely evening with a beautiful companion.’

‘I’ll double that.’

They spent the next half hour enjoying their wine and discussing interesting things that had happened at their two workplaces. Becky told him about a series of three books she was editing. ‘They call that a trilogy when there are three books in a series.’

‘What are the books about?’

‘They’re about three sisters who go into business for themselves. All three businesses support each other, and the books are about their stories setting up their businesses, their love lives and the trials and tribulations of everyday life.

The author keeps one interested throughout the books but has trouble with grammar in several places and used the incorrect name for one of the characters in one spot that had me confused for a while. 

The author, Tracey Jacobs, is an interesting person to deal with. From what she’s told me; she started out on ‘the other side of the tracks’ so to speak and through sheer willpower has pulled herself up by her bootstraps. I think her books might go best-seller, but haven’t told her I think so, in case I’m wrong.’

‘Your work sounds interesting. I love to read but seldom have time to do so. It must be nice reading all those books and being able to make them just that bit better for the reader,’ he said as he held her hand.

‘I really love my work, and the days simply slip away while I go into another world. Where else could one do that?’ she laughed as she sipped her second glass of wine.

The waiter came, and they gave their order. She ordered the original barbecued ribs, and he ordered the spicy ones.

‘One interesting aspect of my job is that I wear two hats with the publishing company. I also go on book tours with authors when they launch their books. I arrange for all the radio, television, and newspaper coverage about the release of their books. I also arrange for them to talk about their books at main libraries in the cities we visit. Unfortunately, this takes me out of town for up to two weeks at a time. Thank goodness I have Mary next door who just loves Sandy and is very willing to fill in any time I can’t be there.’

‘Now enough about my job. How about your job? You must run into some interesting situations and people yourself,’ she commented.

‘Yes, we do. Most I can’t tell you about because they’re in the news and I could jeopardize the case for court, but there are some that will never go to court that have been interesting.
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