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1. Her - A letter from Abigail 

 

We first met when I was asked to have her sign some paperwork dealing with her farm. When I saw it was a horse farm I asked if she gave lessons. Yes and could I sign up. Thus began years of coaching and a friendship with her and her husband.

 

What followed were hundreds of lessons in the early hours of every weekend. I eventually caught on and was asked if I wanted to hunt. Hunt? I’m no hunter and don’t own a gun of any sort. No it was not hunting in the traditional sense, it was fox hunting.

 

The horse I was assigned was a thoroughbred with an attitude. To calm him down for a hunt I had to ride him 20 kilometres to the start of the 3 hour fox hunt. To be clear we didn’t hunt and kill foxes. We followed a trail of fox urine. That’s another story.

 

Over the years I improved my riding skills and moved up the ranks in the riding community. Then one day my coach decided to leave her husband and move south, way south to the Southern States. I continued to ride and hung out with her husband at the farm where my horse was boarding. I eventually bought my own farm with my horse closer to home.

 

I kept in touch with her husband and we would often talk sitting in his garage. Then one day I showed up only to find that he had a stoke. We rode to the hospital where the attending physician told me that he would not survive. As he had appointed me as his attorney for personal care, I had to decide whether to invoke the ‘do not resuscitate’ clause. It was one of the most difficult decisions I had ever made.

 

Time passed and her relationship with the southern gentleman fell apart. She returned to the farm. She was no longer my coach but I did visit occasionally. One day, months later, there was a gentleman living with her. He apparently knew a lot about horses but in our brief exchanges I doubted his honesty. Slowly I saw new equipment being bought and they would take expensive vacations which I doubted she could afford. All the male boarders and male friends were told not to set foot on the farm. He was, in my humble opinion, controlling and using her. They eventually had to sell the farm. They moved to parts unknown.

 

The farm has been sold to a developer and the home, barn and outbuildings have been levelled. It’s as if the memories as well, have also been erased. It is even sadder when you think that all her friends and siblings warned her about this guy. I hope she survives this episode of her life.

 

 

 

 

 

 

2. Smoke - A letter from Detective Peters 

 

The police report stated that it was a murder suicide. Husband shot his wife, set the house on fire, then shot himself. Yet something bothered the detective in charge. He had come from a dysfunctional family and remembered the family squabbles after the family patriarch died. He envisioned that the wife’s family would be upset that the husband’s family would inherit what was left in the estate after the house burned down. It came down to who lived the longest and therefore who would inherit the estate. Everyone assumed that since the husband set the house on fire that he died right after. 

 

Detective Juan Rodriguez needed to know exactly what happened. He went to see the coroner Dr. Julie Secondo.

 

“Here’s my report Detective,” she started, “it’s complete. Gun shot to both individuals. Not that complicated although both bodies were badly burned.”

“Is there any way to be certain who died first?”

“I’m sorry Detective, it’s clear from the fire marshal that the propellants used for the fire were right beside the husband. He shot his wife, set the fire and shot himself. Nothing could be clearer and I frankly have many other autopsies and reports to complete.”

“Humour me Doctor, can you tell from the lungs who took the last breath?”

“Again, it’s obvious from all the surrounding evidence.”

“Ya, but in my limited knowledge from camping, aren’t there particulates floating around in a fire and couldn’t those be ingested while breathing?”

“I suppose it could happen.”

“If you don’t mind, can you take samples from each victim and see who has the most particulates from the fire?”

“I suppose one more test will get you off my back. Call me tomorrow, afternoon, I may have some results by then.”

“Thank you. If it’s what I suspect, I’ll buy you a new set of rubber gloves, maybe with sequins on them. Maybe not cause the sequins may end up in someone’s body.”

“You’ve got a weird sense of humour likely caused by too many visits to the autopsy department.”

Despite the initial tense discussion, they both smiled as he left, though neither of them saw the others facial expression.

 

I’ll write to you when I have more information.

 

 

 

 

 

 

3. Van life - A letter from Leo

 

Let me start at the beginning.

 

When I left home at 16, I searched for a place to live that was affordable. I lucked into a job where I would take care of several apartments in exchange for a very small apartment. In the back of my mind I thought of getting a VW van. I could work, go to school and on weekends go somewhere to get a shower. The thought of van life clung to me for many years. Now when I look back at that first ‘apartment’, I have the same amount of room as in my van. The apartment was  small as it was in reality a converted tool room adjacent to the boilers used for heating the building.
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