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CHAPTER 1

			1987

			A late summer sun was setting over Bowen Island. The day had been long and warm. The air was scented by the ocean breeze wafting up from Third Beach and in the distance an orchestra of seabirds was tuning up.

			Jane sighed. Such a lovely evening. Shame to ruin it. 

			Jane and Julian were sitting on the outdoor patio at the Stanley Park Teahouse. He had used his connections to secure this particular table for its unimpeded view over English Bay, and now the waiter, dressed in a crisp black tuxedo, came to take their drink orders. 

			“Two dry vodka martinis, please. Hold the olives,” Julian said.

			“Very good, sir.”

			As the waiter turned away, Jane looked at Julian with surprise. “Martinis? You know I’m not a fan.”

			“It’s time you became one, you’re past thirty. In my family we always drink martinis on special occasions,” he said. “And today is extra special.”

			She blinked into the setting sun, through the glare of the present, into the past. This wasn’t the first time Julian had taken over a situation. It made her uncomfortable, but there was no point in making an issue of it. After all, this was going to be their last date.

			This beautiful old building had been a military post in an earlier life, standing watch during the war for the safety of its nearby citizens, according to her dad, and now, retired from active duty, it was the Grand Dame of Stanley Park – a wonderfully romantic restaurant. It still stood silent watch, but over what? And why was she feeling on guard?

			The waiter arrived with the drinks on a silver tray. She thanked him politely but Julian paid no heed. She felt him watching her. Then he reached across the table, pushed a long strand of dark hair behind her ear then stroked her cheek.

			“You are absolutely lovely.”

			What was going on? He was not usually effusive. She leaned across the table and met his lips. The kiss was as gentle as the caress and she felt her defences being gently dismantled. His kiss always had that effect on her. She craved these moments as much as she dreaded them. How could she think straight when her brain was being hijacked by the sensory power of a grazed lip? Stay rational, keep a check on your emotions, girl – but here was this man, once again sending her reeling with the slightest touch. 

			They’d met the year before just around the corner at the Stanley Park tennis courts, each as a ‘single’ looking for a game. She had surveyed the empty spots on the court-side benches and selected one beside a man about her age. They chatted politely for a while and when a court became available, they rallied cautiously, each assessing the other’s ability. Gradually, she had upped her game by adding depth and spin to her shots, delighted to receive the barrage of returns that forced her to reveal her A-level game. She enjoyed playing with men and was happiest when she didn’t have to hold back.

			Afterwards, they drank stale coffee from the kiosk and chatted about everything and nothing.

			“So, what do you do?”

			“I’m a reporter with CKVU.”

			She couldn’t help but notice the way his thick hair swept gracefully across his forehead, softening the intensity of his intelligent grey eyes and square jaw. An unexpected smattering of freckles completed the wholesome boy-next-door look. “I guess your good looks are an asset,” she said.

			He laughed. “Actually, it’s my voice skills honed on CKNW, ‘all-news radio.’ I’ve just moved on to TV reporting. I’m a backup anchor for the local news.”

			“How come I haven’t seen you?”

			“So far, I’ve only done a couple of broadcasts.” He paused. “The early morning time slot,” he added sheepishly.

			They both laughed. After a slow walk back to their cars, it was clear they would become a couple.

			Even as a young girl she had known what she wanted for her future – to work in health sciences – not as a doctor or nurse but doing research which could lead to treatments for the diseases that plagued humanity. Growing up in North Vancouver she had been one of the few girls from her graduating class to make the leap across Burrard Inlet to the University of British Columbia in Point Grey.

			Microbiology was a field dominated by men but women were starting to push gender barriers aside and she was among the first through the gate. After completing her master’s degree she started work as a researcher in the University Hospital Department of Hematology. Her natural intuitiveness and analytical mind propelled her to the position of assistant department head by her late twenties. She had been living in her Kitsilano view apartment for a few years, alone but dating when it suited her – carefree and in control – enjoying a life she had mapped out for herself when Julian Clements drop-shotted himself into her world.

			Julian reached across the table again and took her hand. “This is our night.”

			They clinked glasses and she slowly brought the shallow vessel up to her lips and noticed something round and glinting in the drink – definitely not an olive! She plunged a finger into the glass and plucked out a glimmering diamond ring.

			“I love you, Jane. You are the most extraordinary woman I have ever met.” Julian got up from his chair and knelt beside her. “Will you, Jane Elizabeth Stewart, be my wife?”

			“YIKES!” This was completely unexpected. How had she missed the cues? She had ruled out marriage long ago. No man could live up to her expectations. Marriage, while nice in principle, was simply out of the question. She stood and pulled Julian to his feet but before she knew it he had slipped the band onto her finger and delighted onlookers were clapping in approval. When she looked down their hands were clasped together, the ring glittering in the weak western sunlight. Oh my god! What just happened? He must think I said yes! Am I engaged to be married?

			“Our lives together will be full of adventure,” he said. “We will travel abroad and one day have a family, a boy and a girl and maybe a dog. It will be wonderful.” He beamed.

			She quickly replayed the last year in her mind. They had never talked about travelling, much less marriage or children. They had been focused on their work when not exploring physical delights. It had all been perfect as far as she was concerned, but now it was time to wind things up. Sure, he had introduced her to his parents, Bertrand and Sibyl, and had been a little impatient until she took him home for a Sunday dinner Chez Stewart – against her instincts: she did not take boyfriends to meet Bud and Doreen; didn’t want them to get their hopes up that their strong-willed, independent daughter might be ready to settle down. But Julian had a way of pressing his agenda and she had gone along with it. Now this! What other clues has she missed?

			Julian, clearly oblivious to her distress, was forging blindly ahead.

			“I know you hate surprises but—” he paused for effect “—I have been offered a job as a correspondent with CBC television. Just think, I’ll be covering national and international news! I had the interview a few weeks ago and well… last Friday the offer came in.”

			She struggled to make sense of what he was saying. An interview… a new job?

			“I remember thinking in March when Chernenko died and Gorbachev took over that there was going to be a monumental shift in world politics and I was right, look what is happening; this is a situation so unique that they had to invent a new word for it. Glasnost! Even as we speak Gorbachev is reaching out to Reagan and I think they will meet soon and it’s possible I could be assigned to cover the story!” Julian’s eyes were shining. He continued. “It will mean moving to Toronto, of course, and there will be times when I will have to go overseas but you may be able to join me. We’ll have an exciting life, I promise.”

			She was still reeling from the shock of the marriage proposal, and now all this. Suddenly the vile cocktail in front of her seemed enormously appealing. She raised it to her lips and took a giant gulp. As the liquid scorched its way down her throat she scrambled to compose herself. 

			“But Julian, I’m in the middle of an important pharmaceutical trial… It could lead to major advancements in the treatment of leukaemia… and you know how personal that work is for me….” She was choosing her words carefully, trying to manage the anger surging inside her.

			He checked himself. “I’m sorry I didn’t get to meet Clara.” And then he was off again. “Darling, after we move you’ll find another job. Hell, you won’t even need to work. We can join a tennis club and you can become one of those ‘ladies who lunch.’”

			She reached for the martini again and hoisted it.

			“Yah, and you could host cocktail parties and raise money for worthy causes,” he went on. “I can see you sautéing duck livers on Bunsen burners and passing around Petri dishes of crudités as you host biology-themed galas in support of lost kittens or something. Ya, and you could even wear your lab coat… 

			“Gotcha!” Julian laughed. “You should see the look on your face!” He bugged out his eyes in mock imitation.

			Vodka spurted from her mouth and nose. She was laughing now too. The idea was beyond preposterous. God! He had a way of making her laugh no matter what the situation. When she was around him everything was lighter, funnier, more interesting. And he was the most thoughtful man she had ever dated. He had taken her to Bruce Springsteen’s Born in the USA concert at the Pacific Coliseum for her thirtieth birthday only a month after they started dating. He had gone out of his way to ask her friends what she would like and surprised her with the tickets. She hadn’t been happy about him approaching her friends without her knowledge but was able see that he meant well. After the Boss ripped through I’m on Fire and the Coliseum had gone wild, Julian had driven her home and walked her from his car to her apartment. On that cold, damp October evening she had started to shiver and he had guided her towards a towering pine tree, opened his overcoat and pulled her into his chest, closing the coat around the two of them.

			The embrace and tender kiss they shared had stirred up feelings she had spent years repressing. In the weeks that followed, she’d tried to quash the intrusive thoughts that were popping into her head and distracting her multiple times a day. He was just another transitory boyfriend, after all. Men could be inspiring leaders, brilliant collaborators and good company on rainy evenings, but they didn’t possess the qualities that would allow them into her inner world. Few women did either for that matter. Her mother, yes, and Clara had been allowed for many years, but to avoid unpleasantness she had determined that it was best to keep friends and lovers at a distance. QED. 

			Despite such intentions, keeping Julian at bay had been exhausting. And eventually impossible. It was the little things that had demolished what was left of her willpower; he was not bothered if she beat him at tennis, or at chess; he knew she liked her tea strong with milk and two teaspoons of sugar and that she loved white dahlias; he found her jokes funny. She had fallen in love. She had let her feelings cloud her judgment, and now look, things had gotten excruciatingly complicated. She had to end things before they went any further.

			“What?” Julian looked confused. “This is a very big step for me, you can see that, right?”

			“Of course… and I want that for you.”

			“Toronto is the centre of opportunity – for both of us,” he said. “You will be able to get a better position there and you’ll climb the ladder faster than you would here.”

			The waiter was standing by the table waiting to take their dinner orders. She asked for the Salmon Wellington and Julian ordered his usual, a 10 oz. porterhouse steak, medium rare, along with a bottle of Chateau Margaux. She would have preferred white wine with her salmon, but she knew how much Julian loved a dry red with his beef. Not a big deal. Bigger fish to fry, ha ha.

			She concentrated hard on the pattern in the Irish Linen tablecloth, following the concentric circles in the white-on-white pattern with her index finger, getting to know them well. 

			“How could you not tell me you had applied for the position? How could you buy a ring and propose and then spring all this on me?”

			Julian’s face fell. He looked hurt for a second but regrouped quickly. “I thought it would all be a wonderful surprise; and that it would make you happy. Obviously I’m an idiot but you know how I get ahead of myself when I’m excited about something. And I’ve never been more excited in my life!”

			“So I see. When does the new job start?”

			“I haven’t accepted the offer yet. I want you with me when I agree.”

			“When you agree?” she said coolly.

			“I love you, Jane. I’ve wanted to marry you from the day we met. I want you by my side forever. You’re brilliant, creative, and independent… so much like your mother.”

			She looked at him and smiled. “Thank you for saying that, it’s a compliment to us both.”

			“I will be very proud to call Doreen and Bud my new parents.”

			She began working the ring from side to side on her finger. It was a perfect arc of white gold embedded with diamonds. No jutting solitaire to scratch a cheek, or worse, pierce a latex glove. It was astoundingly beautiful in its simplicity. She couldn’t help but feel a sense of warmth and contentment as she thought about the love and companionship marriage would bring. She looked out the window at the sailboats gliding silently across the bay and the monolithic freighters anchored in the distance. She positioned the ring to capture the last of the fading sunlight but it was too late; the sun had dipped below the horizon.

			She reflected upon how disappointed her parents would be. It was striking how well he had gotten on at the family dinner. He had listened to her older sister Helen’s endless braggadocio about her children, talked football with Bud, helped with the dishes and even invited younger brother, Andy, to play rugby in the park with his old school chums the following weekend. By the end of the evening both of her parents had been smitten. Big mistake that introduction. And now what? She sighed, taking it all in – beautiful setting, beautiful ring, beautiful man.

			She looked into Julian’s hope-filled eyes. Impossibly irresistible. And yet again, she slipped. “I love you too,” she said leaning in for a vodka-infused kiss.

			By the time they returned to her apartment they were both giddy with anticipation. Jackets were dumped onto the floor and shoes flicked off as they made their way down the hall locked in a clumsy embrace. When they reached the bedroom she grabbed his shirt and yanked him inside. 

			Ì Ë Ì

			She awoke cloaked in darkness. With her bedroom window partly ajar she could hear the wind howling like a lost child. Her curtains swayed gently back and forth, letting in the yellow light of a streetlight. She heard the door click as Julian let himself out, headed off to his early morning assignment. She rolled into the middle of the bed, seeking out the comforting smell of his sweat and familiar cologne. They had made love ferociously, as if each was trying to devour the other. He was certainly her match in the libido department.

			She rolled onto her back and stretched out her left arm.

			“Mrs. Julian Clements,” she said softly. “Announcing Mr. and Mrs. Julian Clements…. Hello, my name’s Jane Clements….”

			As a child she had assumed she would eventually marry and have children. She would fall for an ambitious, caring man who would be a good provider and father. Most of her classmates had married years ago, some right out of high school, more after college. She had had multiple suitors along the way but had always ended things. Suitor, what a weird word. None of them suited. The dean of Applied Science held her interest the longest but he had dropped her after six months for a first-year home economics student. Of course. Her only regret was that he had ended the affair before she did.

			She took a deep breath then let the air out slowly.

			“Tomorrow I’ll tell him.”

			She sat up in bed and grabbed hold of the ring. In one smooth motion she pulled it over her knuckle and off her finger. It was surprisingly easy to do, physically. She placed the ring on the bedside table and gazed at it bleary-eyed as a gust of wind whipped aside her curtain allowing the streetlight’s glow to fall onto it. Poor thing. It sat like a lone soldier, exposed, unprotected. Suddenly it released a tiny but remarkably brilliant flash of light. She blinked hard, trying to clear her vision. She stared at the ring, waiting, but the room remained dark.

			She drew the blankets up around her but could not quiet the tremors that were overtaking her. Her mind was racing, pulling her from the comfort of her bedroom… dragging her away…. Sleep was out of the question, so she flung off the covers and swung her feet off the bed onto the floor. Donning the robe from the foot of the bed, she walked into the bathroom. As she stared into the mirror waiting for her eyes to adjust to the poor lighting, she was surprised not to see her own image in the glass. Instead, a pale-skinned girl with a round face and shoulder-length blonde hair gradually materialized. The girl was gazing at her sternly….

			“Oh my goodness!” 

			Jane recoiled from the mirror and her hands flew to her mouth. Am I still drunk? But no, she felt fully in control.

			When she dared to look back, the image in the mirror was gone.

			“Clara?” 

			She began pacing the short hallway between her bedroom and the other rooms of the apartment, her stomach clenched in a hard knot. “Breathe…” she whispered to herself. It was no use. Her brain continued churning, unearthing distant memories. “Breathe? That yoga stuff is obviously a load of crap,” she muttered as she marched into the kitchen and poured herself a glass of wine from last night’s half-empty bottle. She took the glass back to the bathroom, set it on the edge of the tub and turned on the tap. Dawn was still a long way off, she mused, as she lit a jasmine-scented candle and climbed into the tub. May as well get comfortable.

			

		

CHAPTER 2 

			1968 

			The excited chatter of dozens of tiny birds in the treetops outside her window tempted 12-year-old Jane from under the covers. She poked her foot out and, finding the temperature to her liking, not too chilly, she rolled over and opened her eyes. Her first glance, as always, was towards the low window that ran along the entire length of her bed. Tucked into a dormer in the attic, her bedroom was cramped but from her perch she could see over the front yard of her family’s bungalow and across the roofs of the houses down the street, straight down to the dense forest that blanketed the foothills of Mount Seymour.

			It was early April, Saturday morning, no grade eight classes to attend, no projects to work on and no adult-imposed obligations. The sun, swaddled in grey flannel clouds for months, had finally cast off its uniform. She blinked into the glare, letting the warmth caress her face. She sat up. It was a day not to be wasted by lingering in bed.

			As she prepared to stand, the bedspread at her feet roiled and slowly Sophie emerged. The smoky, long-haired cat with her pop-bottle green eyes and flourish of bone-white whiskers was no longer Sophia Loren, her parents’ favourite movie star, but old Sophie, slinking from under the covers completely dishevelled. The fur on one side of her face was flattened while the fur on the rest of her head swirled and spiked in disarray. The end of the cat’s tail, which had been broken, went off in a direction all its own, seemingly unconnected to the rest of her spine. Anyone who ventured to tickle her underbelly encountered mats of fur too numerous to count.

			Sophie stretched, took stock of the situation, then set about the painstaking task of grooming – a futile activity that would occupy her entire day. Jane sat on the edge of the bed and gave the cat an affectionate roughing up which, despite her protests, she thoroughly enjoyed.

			Jane slipped off her strawberry-patterned pyjamas and put on her favourite jeans. Before pulling a T-shirt over her head, she looked down at the soft swells forming on her chest wall. A problem. A few months ago when running down the school corridor she’d crashed, chest-first, through the exit doors, to be knocked breathless with pain. The pain had subsided but had not gone away entirely. The soft mounds confirmed her worst fears. Up until now she had been happy with school and home and friends and teachers and, well, life. What plans did her body have in store for her? 

			Her sister, Helen, had been a regular playmate until her bust developed. After that everything changed. With her mane of auburn curls Helen was considered by the relatives to be “the pretty one” but they quickly added that Jane was “the adventurous one” when they realized she was within earshot. This didn’t bother Jane in the least since she valued risk-taking over appearances any day. A multitude of healing scrapes and minor scars on her forehead and knees were testament to how she hurtled though life. She loved the outdoors and spent many spare hours in the forest surrounding the newly-built neighbourhood on Vancouver’s North Shore, happy to be in her own company. She had been identified a few years earlier as an advanced reader and accelerated a year in elementary school, which had landed her in her current grade a year younger than her classmates. This had driven her even further inward.

			She and Helen had shared a room for years and become very close despite the three-year age difference. They’d talked long into the night, Jane filled with wonder as Helen mapped out the newest neighbourhood mystery to be solved. Jane recalled the prickly mixture of fear and wonder that spread over her while listening to her sister’s play scenarios. She would fall asleep dreaming of how they would unravel the mystery. The next Saturday they would play for hours, sometimes in their bedroom, but often in the empty lot beside them or in the forest, wherever the mystery took them. Sometimes they would give in to five-year-old Andy’s pleas to join in, but only on the strict condition that he take on a non-essential role such as a small animal. Or if he was good, he could be a lookout. Andy always did as he was told, knowing that any infraction would mean the end of his involvement forever. Once, when the empty lot became the Sahara Desert, he was an iguana slowly flicking his tongue in and out of his mouth. At a pivotal moment he struck a majestic pose on a large bolder and stayed utterly still until a fly landed on his outstretched tongue. Without the slightest flinch he drew his tongue in, snapped his mouth shut and swallowed the fly.

			That had impressed even Helen.

			Those happy days were gone and all imaginative play had ended abruptly. Along with the arrival of Helen’s new bust-line she’d suddenly lost interest in what she called “childhood games” and now had little time for Jane at home or at school.

			“All my friends have their own rooms,” she’d whined one day about a year earlier.

			Their parents pointed out that the house was not big enough, this was not possible, but Helen could not be dissuaded.

			“I’m too old to share with Jane. I need more privacy.” 

			Jane had been crushed. She had no real friends other than Clara Sagan, who lived across the street. The Mason twins, Jim and Scott, lived three doors up the block but she rarely saw them outside of the schoolyard. They were a year older and didn’t play with other children much except now and then in the summer when all the neighbourhood kids got together for a game of “scrub” or “cops and robbers.”

			The Stewart’s cedar-clad bungalow consisted of a small living room, dining room and kitchen and three modest bedrooms, all on the same floor. Rather than moving, which their father had explained would be too expensive, it was decided that he would build a room in the attic for one of the girls. He toiled over the project for six months, working on weekends and in the evenings after finishing up at the police station. Even before it was completed, Helen had rejected the new room, complaining bitterly that it would be cramped and lack closet space. Worse, it was a flight of stairs away from the sole family bathroom.

			And so the days of sisterly adventures were over and Jane was growing increasingly repulsed by Helen’s emergent interests and new behaviours. While Bud crashed and hammered up in the attic and Doreen puttered in the kitchen, Helen lost interest in her grade ten classes and stopped doing any homework. She lied to their parents about how well she was doing until the quarterly report card arrived to set things straight. Subsequent evenings resulted in tears from Helen and tense discussions between Bud and Doreen. Jane wondered why Helen thought it was worth it, but it was happening a lot, deceit followed by despair. 

			Equally incomprehensible, as far as Jane was concerned, was that Helen had become obsessed with fashion. Their shared closet was now stuffed with tight-fitting neon tops and short A-line dresses emblazoned with bold prints. Helen’s old jeans were handed down to Jane and replaced with new ones with fitted waists and flared legs which widened from the knee down. This new wardrobe took centre stage and Jane’s few things were crushed into an inaccessible corner. Even more irritating, her sister was occupying more than her fair share of the small space by spending almost all her free time in there, often with girlfriends, poring over glossy teen magazines filled with pouty, emaciated models. And without asking, she had put up gaudy posters of rock-and-roll singers all over the walls. Peace and Love? Don’t think so. Jane tried not to look at them but their eyes followed her round the room. It was as if they had moved in and she had become the outsider. There was no use in complaining to Helen and she knew it. 

			But worst of all was that Helen’s new ways of self-expression were not confined to the family home. She joined the school cheerleading squadron and obtained the pompoms and other paraphernalia that went along with that. While she looked attractive in her short, pleated skirt and crop top, she could not dance or keep time. She would throw her arms up when the others had theirs tucked into their waists and spin around as the other girls flopped into the splits. Jane found the spectacle of her older sister bouncing out of time and chanting tunelessly in front of the entire school acutely embarrassing. It was as if her sister had gone utterly mad. 

			By the time the attic bedroom was ready, Jane could not wait to move in. She’d climbed the narrow stairs, pushed her bed tight up against the window and stuffed her clothes into the small dresser. After carefully unpacking her schoolbooks and notepads she’d flopped onto the bed and gazed up at the painted plywood ceiling with its simple glass light fixture. The room was perfect!

			Today she tugged down her T-shirt and held up her tiny mirror to assess the unwelcome developments on her chest wall – twin betrayals by her own body. If Helen’s transformation was any indication, nothing good lay ahead. 

			“Breakfast!” called Bud from downstairs.

			She finished dressing and descended the steep stairs to the kitchen where the smell of bacon beckoned. 

			“Morning, Janie,” said her dad as he turned over a pancake on the stove. “Ready for a daddy-cake?”

			“Don’t call me Janie,” she said, marching into the room. “You know I hate it.” 

			“As you wish, Lady Jane,” he replied and made a slight bow.

			She rolled her eyes and continued towards the red Formica table.

			Undeterred, Bud pivoted and smacked her playfully on the bottom with the spatula. “Take that, your Haughtiness,” he quipped.

			“Stop it!” she cried. “Or Daddy is going to be doing laundry too!” With that she ran out of the room with him charging after her until he had her on the living room carpet, tickling her until she begged him to stop. 

			Bud returned to the kitchen while Jane stomped out the front door and sat on the stoop. Rosie loped over, wagging his tail and flopped at her feet. Burying her hands in his thick, sun-baked coat was like putting on mittens fresh from the dryer. The black Labrador cross had been adopted from the local dog pound when Helen was going through a “pink phase” several years earlier. After insisting on gender-defying naming rights to the male dog, Helen had quickly lost interest in him. But to Jane, Rosie was the finest member of the Stewart family, consistently affectionate and approving, and she found herself seeking the comfort of his presence more and more often. 

			She went back inside once the rest of the family had gathered around the table. The kitchen was where they ate all their meals, save Christmas and Thanksgiving. 

			After breakfast Doreen picked up her purse from the counter. “Helen, Jane, dishes please. So, Bud, I am going to take the car now and do the groceries.” 

			Bud frowned. “Taking the kids?” he ventured.

			“Nope and if the shopping doesn’t take too long, I’d like to get my hair done too,” she said, snapping her purse closed.

			“Doreen,” said Bud, “I have to get to the hardware store at some point today. Tomorrow is Sunday – all the stores will be closed.”

			“And we need groceries,” she repeated. “Listen, hon, I need to get off the side of this mountain every once in a while. It’s driving me stir-crazy being here day in and day out. Maybe it’s time we got another car.” 

			The two girls eased out of their chairs and started to gather the breakfast dishes knowing full well where this was headed.

			“Darn it, Doreen, we’ve been through this,” Bud snapped. “I can’t afford two cars on my salary. No cop can. Sure, the Sagans have two cars but he’s in the car business and can get deals. What am I supposed to do? Work more overtime, so you can go to a goddamn hairdresser once a week? I already work bloody hard to support this family and what do I get? Constant pressure….”

			“Stop it,” said Doreen sharply. “Everyone knows how hard you work. You don’t have to make us feel guilty. I work hard here at home and I need a little time out of the house once in a while.”

			Bud stood up and strode into the living room, taking the newspaper with him. He plopped onto the sofa and shook open the paper, holding it up to his face. Jane and Helen exchanged glances as they stood at the sink. Doreen slid out of the kitchen, down the walk, got in the car and drove off. Only Andy remained at the table, worry etching his young face. 

			Doreen returned an hour later. Jane watched from the front window as Bud grabbed the keys from her in the driveway, climbed into the car and pulled out hastily leaving her standing there with two bags of groceries but no new hairdo.

			The rest of this day would be best spent out of the house, Jane decided, so she pulled on her jacket, called for Rosie, and crossed the street to call on Clara. The two girls had been friends before but now that they were in grade eight together they were almost inseparable, working together on school projects, hanging out during breaks and on weekends.

			They rode their bikes leisurely around the neighbourhood with the dog galumphing along behind them, pink tongue lolling out of his mouth. They visited the corner store and bought multicoloured jujubes, chewy caramels and bubble gum wrapped with tiny comics all with money Clara got from her mother. Back home they sat on the lawn in front of Clara’s house and Clara snuck candy into Jane’s pile and Jane slipped candy back into Clara’s pile until they got into a full-scale tussle rolling around on the newly-mowed lawn. 

			“Say uncle!” Jane demanded, but Clara continued to struggle gleefully. 

			“CLARA!” 

			The two girls looked up and saw Mrs. Sagan standing in the doorway, arms crossed. 

			“Time to come in,” she directed.

			Clara stopped squirming and Jane let her up.

			At the door Mrs. Sagan brushed the loose grass from Clara’s clothing and the two disappeared inside. A moment later Mrs. Sagan stepped outside and clapped together the soles of Clara’s shoes. Jane watched the grit and grass clippings rain down, then extracted her bike from the shallow ditch where she had parked it and wheeled it up her driveway into the carport. Her father was sitting on the front stoop, taking long drags on a cigarette. Rather than passing close by him, she entered the house through the carport door that led directly into the kitchen.

			Doreen was chopping vegetables at the sink. “Have a nice time?” she asked. 

			“Uh huh.” 

			In the hallway that led to the attic stairs Jane was accosted by Helen emerging from the bathroom holding both hands over her face. “Jane, tell me which side looks better.” She uncovered one side of her face. She had applied turquoise eye shadow to the lid. Her lashes were thickened with mascara, and her eyebrow had been sculpted with the help of tweezers and a dark-brown pencil. The visible portions of her mouth were painted with raspberry coloured lipstick and her cheek was ablaze with blush.

			Jane stared. Horrible. 

			“Now, look at this.” Helen covered her face again then removed her hand from the other side, revealing a hint of taupe eye shadow, a thick swoosh of liquid eyeliner and spidery false eyelashes, top and bottom. Her lips were painted with a pale pink gloss and her cheeks were dusted with translucent powder. She moved her hands back and forth so that Jane could have a good look at each. Ghastly. Dreadful.

			“Hum,” said Jane. “Which looks better? Let’s see… Bozo or Casper? It’s a tough one.” 

			Helen’s hopeful expression changed to confusion then rage. She lunged but Jane was already scampering up the stairs to her attic sanctuary. The slamming of the bathroom door meant her sister had given up the chase.

			Phew. Jane dropped onto her bed.

			Ì Ë Ì

			That night, lying in bed after a silent supper, Jane listened to her parents talking in the kitchen. She could not hear their words but she could feel the tension behind the voices. She hated it when her parents were fighting. It was happening so often lately. 

			As usual, she lay on her side looking out over the galaxy of porch lights, the only illumination in the blacked-out neighbourhood. At the bottom of the street the shimmering ended abruptly and the dense darkness of the forest began. She lay in bed thinking about the animals that lived in the woods. There were many trails through the trees and people hiked there during the day. Chipmunks, squirrels, skunk and deer were often seen and on rare occasions someone would spot a black bear. And, of course, there was no end to the birds: robins, jays, wrens, crows, sparrows, swifts. She imagined the animals settling down for the night and her thoughts turned to her own life. Nothing was making sense. Her parents who used to be so sweet to each other were quarrelling. Helen, once so much fun, was now someone best avoided. Even her own body was no longer familiar. And what was going on with Clara? Their games were taking on a much more physical nature.
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