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This book is dedicated to my mum who said something to me once and it stuck 
with me and from there the characters and story grew. Thanks mum, I love you.  
 
I have wanted to write a book since I was very young and I wrote the kind of 
book I myself enjoy reading. 
 
I hope you enjoy the story. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



ROSIE 2013 
 
Journal number 4 

I decided from a very early age that I would not speak unless I had something 

deeply meaningful to say. The world around me was a very dark place; there were 

many things, things that haunted me. I was afraid that if I simply spoke whatever 

was in my head, the wrong words would escape and find themselves a dark place to 

reside and end up causing me more pain. 

So I write them down in a place where no one can see.  

These words are not my own. They have been folded deep into my psyche since 

birth. I choose the words I speak carefully but the words that escape onto paper are 

wild, untethered and free. They tumble into the world with an abandon I do not 

feel. 

I realise that words cannot be rushed. They must be mulled over, tasted, work their 

way around in your mind to perfect what you are going to write down, to commit 

to a page. After all, all of the words in the world are available to us. It’s just a 

matter of how we arrange them that makes something magical happen. 

I am terrified I will never reach my full potential, gift the world with the talents 

I know are just simmering under the surface of my skin like blisters. I prickle with 

anticipation, yet my truth, the real me, fears coming out to play. My confidence can 

be measured in grains of sand, yet the tiny pile blows away in the wind and has to 

be replaced all over again the very next day, so the pile doesn’t get much past the 

size of a fingernail. 

I sicken myself with thoughts of rejection, ridicule, even when I know deep 

down that if my truth remains covered, my soul will forever be disappointed in me. 

Just like everyone else in my life has been, up until now. 



My childhood was hideous. I was ripped from my mother’s arms when I was 

barely three-years-old. I remember a scream that came somewhere from deep 

inside. I think that was the last true sound I uttered into this world that had any 

real meaning to me. 

They told me later that my mother was ill. Too ill to care for me the way I 

needed to be cared for, so I was taken away from her. 

One of my early foster parents, of which there were many, had told me there 

was a demon who lived inside of my mother’s fragile body and that no amount of 

coaxing could bring it out of her. I wet the bed that night. Nobody came to comfort 

me as I lay in my own wetness, crying silently. Nobody cared. 

I often dreamt of my mother, nice dreams in which we played in long grass. I 

imagined I could reach out my arms and would be held closely in the warmth of a 

mother I can barely remember. 

We would hold hands and I would slip my thumb in between the warmth of her 

palm. We would share secret smiles and laugh with beautiful happy faces. Upon 

waking from one such dream, I was so upset that it hadn’t been real, that I wished I 

could go to sleep and never wake up again. 

 

Rosie closed the cream coloured pages and placed the journal back with the 

others, squeezing her eyes shut to stop the tears forming.  She recalled the day of 

her tenth birthday when her social worker had come to see her with a bag 

containing items, which had belonged to her mother. They had been in some 

storage room, forgotten. 

There was a worn black leather jacket and a thin gold ring. The first thing 

Rosie did was push the leather jacket right into her nose and inhale deeply the 



faint lingering scent of her mother. She recalled crying that night as she wrapped 

the jacket around her and slipped her mothers ring onto her small finger. 

She went to the wardrobe now and carefully took the leather jacket from its 

hanger. The jacket had once been shiny black but was now rather worn. It was 

still soft like a baby’s skin but had long lost the scent of the faded perfume her 

mother had worn. There was a burn mark down one side from when one of 

Rosie’s foster fathers had thrown it into the burning flames at a family barbeque 

in a drunken rage. She had managed to rescue it just in time. It never smelled 

quite the same after that. 

  



 

SARAH 2013 
 

Mary walked into Sarah’s room just as the sun was setting. She moved her tired 

body about the room turning on the lamps and turning down the bed.  

The rooms in this part of the care home were newer and smelled fresher. Mary 

passed by the full-length mirror and gave herself a quick once over. Her frizzy 

afro was bunched in a knot on top of her head and her dark skin sheened with 

sweat. She had just come from helping Humphrey into his bed and it had almost 

broken her back. She stuck out her tongue at her own reflection before turning 

round to look at Sarah. 

Dinner had just been served and Sarah’s sat untouched on the small table in front 

of her. 

“You look tired.” Sarah remarked. 

“Lookin’ it, feelin’ it today.” Mary said. 

“You’re one of the good ones Mary. You can see you care about us in here. Not all 

of them do.” Sarah gestured with her thumb towards the door to her room. 

“I probly juss talk too much, tell you too much huh? Over-share I do. You mistake 

that for care perhaps?”  

“Maybe, but I don’t believe so.” 

Hot and angry tears escaped from Sarah’s eyes and down the very fine wrinkles 

that were beginning to appear around her mouth. 

“Oh Miss Sarah honey, whass the matter darlin’?” Mary asked, whilst moving 

towards Sarah and putting her arms around her. 



Sarah pulled a tissue from the holder on her table and shoved the tray of food 

away from her. 

“I don’t want to be here anymore Mary, I just want to die! I don’t deserve 

your care Mary. Really I don’t deserve anything good.” 

“Oh now honey, c’mon, course you do. Why you even say that?” Mary asked, 

her Southern accent thick and warm like molasses. 

“I’m not the sweet lady you think I am Mary. I had a life you know, a life I 

ruined by doing something awful a long time ago. Something I don’t think I’ll 

ever have peace with.” 

“What you talkin’ bout darlin’?” Questioned Mary. 

“I’ve…I’ve said too much already. There’s no point. You might hate me if I tell 

you what happened.” Sarah choked back another sob. 

“Sarah, life can either be a tragedy or a musical. Why you choosin’ to focus on 

the tragedy? You’re such a lovely person darlin’. Why you even go to the trouble 

of gettin’ us busy nurses’ coffees most days when you feel up to it and you’re so 

nice to everybody. I’m sure what you did, that you say was so awful, pales next to 

all that!” 

Crouching in front of Sarah now Mary saw something in Sarah’s face that she 

had never seen before. The look reminded her of the first time her husband had 

taken her on vacation. They had visited Lake Michigan; Mary had always wanted 

to walk across a frozen lake. She recalled now placing her feet ever so gently 

down on the ice below and at one point she had gasped as the ice had begun to 

crack allowing some of the freezing cold water to swim up around her feet. The 

look on Sarah’s face now reminded her of the cracks appearing in the 

ice...mesmerizing and yet full of danger. She felt a chill run down her spine. 



“But that’s just it Mary. Nothing good I ever did to make up for that act will 

ever be enough!” 

“Wanna tell me about it honey? Get it off your chest. I’m sure it’s not all that 

bad.” 

“I’ve never told anyone Mary. Nobody knew who I really was… what I was 

truly capable of. People might have known me for a long time but they never 

really knew me. I don’t know if I know me.”  

Sarah was crying freely. She could taste the saltiness of her tears in her 

mouth. The sharp taste seemed to bring her to her senses. 

“I think you should just go,” she said. 

“I’m not leaving you like this darlin’, uh uh, no sir. I’m gonna stay with you ‘til 

you tell me what it is.” 

“I don’t want you here. Please just leave me alone Mary. Please just go.” 

Sarah pushed Mary’s warm arm away from her shoulder and turned away from 

her. 

“I’m confused honey, you might feel better once you tell me.” 

“No.” The word was final. 

Mary left quite concerned yet determined to find out what Sarah had been 

talking about. 

  



 

MARY 
 
 
Mary trudged home after a long night shift. Everything that could have gone 

wrong tonight had. Mr Parsons had crapped himself all over his bed and Mary 

had had to clean it up all alone. This was because Mrs Smith and Mrs Connelly, 

the twin residents in Room 4 were having some sort of set to with one another 

and everyone had gone on a break, which left just two other staff members to 

attend to them. 

Mary had also cut herself on a piece of glass from a vase thrown at her by 

Humphrey, a demented old dear who was spiralling into a deeper demented 

state day-by-day. He kept asking for his wife, roaming the corridors calling her 

name, day in and day out. Mary felt truly sorry for him; his beloved wife had died 

in there almost four years earlier. Humphrey didn’t know this, couldn’t 

remember, he believed she was still there with him.  

Mary’s feet ached and she vowed to herself that come next year she would 

finally buy herself a new pair of shoes for work. Her current ones had holes in 

the soles and they were worn through in places. She often fantasized about 

working in an office, somewhere fancy where she could dress in nice smart 

dresses and suits with lovely shoes, not too high mind you, but she could just see 

herself applying lipstick in the mirror and standing back to smooth herself down 

before stepping into the sunshine and getting into an expensive car with those 

expensive shoes.  



Mary pulled out her iPhone and using a new app she had found called Viber, she 

once again contacted the one person in her life that would listen to her musings. 

Her father answered on the fourth ring. 

 “Darlin’ girl. You just finished your night shift?” Her father’s words fell 

into her ears, a reminder of home. 

 “Yes Pops. I’m dog-tired. Tired down to ma bones.” They laughed, as this 

is what Mary’s mother had always said. “I’m juss tryin’ on my different life 

today.” 

 “What is it today darlin’ girl? Is you Lady of the manor? High flyin’ 

attorney? Oh no wait wait, I got it, Queen of England?” Her dad roared with 

laughter. 

 “Dad, don’t laugh. I often wonder, when Arthur left, why I didn’t try 

something new. I’m still young enough to train or study for a different career 

than a care assistant to the elderly.” 

 “But you love them old folks Mary. You treat them folks how they deserve 

to be treated…like gold. Them girls you work with don’t sound nice at all. I think 

they sound mean. The folks need someone like you to balance it all out.” 

“I know Pops, I know. You know I couldn’t really leave ‘em. Not really. I can 

fantasize about shoes and dresses all day long but if it came right down to it, if 

someone offered all of that to me on a plate, I think I would refuse.  

“You was born to care Mary, juss your nature.” 

“But do I care too much Pops? I tend to take on other people’s worries and 

fears as ma own sometimes. That’s a dangerous way to feel, I could end up 

drowning in others people’s pain. Come to think of, sometimes I do.” 



“Oh darlin’, you just gotta protect yourself. That heart of yours is juss like 

your mother’s was: big, warm and permeable. You remind me so much of her.” 

Her dad’s voice began to crack a little and Mary was quiet for a moment. 

“So, tell your old Pops what you’re up to when you get home? Is it right to 

bed for ya?” 

“I often think that after a nightshift I could stay awake for a little while 

and enjoy some of ma favourite shows on TV, but that almost never happens. I’m 

always too darn tired. Sometimes I wish I had learned to drive Pops. Having a car  

would make life a hellava lot easier!” She and her dad laughed.  

 “Something one of the residents told me today was strange.” 

 “Oh?” 

 “Yeah, well, it’s more what she didn’t say. She’s younger than the others in 

there that’s for sure. Sometimes I wonder why she’s there at all. Her words felt 

heavy Pops, like she’s been carrying ‘em on her shoulders forever. You know 

when you make dough and it sits dense and heavy, well like that. Dense and 

heavy and not fully formed yet.” 

 “Hmmm intriguing. What did she say?” 

“She had said ‘I’m not the sweet lady you think I am.’ What do you think 

she meant Pops?” 

“Sounds a bit cryptic to me. Perhaps she’s going the same way as that 

other fella you told me about. What was his name? You know, the one who 

wanders around looking for his ghost of a wife?” 

“Oh you mean Humphrey?  Nah, I don’t think so. She’s too young, but in 

sayin’ that, maybe I’ll have a word with one of the nurses tomorrow about her. 

She was only sixty when she checked herself into the facility after her housemate 



had passed away suddenly. She told the nurses that she didn’t want to remain in 

the same house and that she felt lonely.  But now that I think of it, she barely 

speaks with the other residents except from a passing hello in the breakfast 

room or the corridor. That’s only when she goes along for breakfast, usually she 

eats it alone in her room.” 

“Perhaps she’s juss seekin’ out some attention?” Her dad offered. 

“Maybe, maybe you’re right. Oh I sure am lookin’ forward to ma bed 

tonight. You know I always think juss for a moment when I am walking home 

that I’ll have been wrong and Arthur didn’t leave and he’ll be waitin’ for me with 

a glass of wine and a hug. I miss him so much. I miss ma house, ma yoga mat in 

our sunroom. Most of all, I miss him.” 

“I know love. I know cause I miss your mother every single day.” 

“She didn’t leave on purpose though, did she?” Mary didn’t expect an 

answer. “I’m here. Juss gonna give Jasper a kiss then head to bed. I’ll say 

goodnight, well, oh well you know what I mean. Time difference and nightshift, I 

get so confused.” 

“Australia morning, New Orleans afternoon. Yes, it does get confusin’. 

Can’t you stop doing all these different shifts?” 

“Well, it pays better so…” 

“Well you sleep well princess.” 

“Thanks dad. You too.”   

 

Mary unlocked her front door and stepped into the grey coldness of her flat. 

It wasn’t the best of places to live. She didn’t really enjoy going home like some of 

her friends did. They were all married with kids. The only thing to greet her 



when she walked in the door was Jasper, her rescue kitten, who purred softly as 

she picked him up and brought the warmth of him to her face. 

“Hello baby, had a lovely restful day huh? You know, in the next life, I’ve 

decided to come back as a cat. I reckon you guys have the best life. Gettin’ cared 

for, fed, watered plus you get to sleep all day. Can’t think of anythin’ better little 

one.” 

She kissed the top of Jasper’s ginger and white head and deposited him on 

the sofa. She kicked off her shoes and before she knew it she was curled up under 

a blanket next to him.  



ROSIE 2013 
 
Rosie woke curled around the leather jacket. She rubbed the sleep out of her 

eyes, which were still smudgy with yesterday’s make-up. Rosie wasn’t a goth in 

the true sense of the word but she did like to apply thick make-up, thick 

foundation, black kohl rimmed eyes and dark lipstick.  

The room was small but Rosie had tried her best to make it feel cosy. The off-

cream walls were covered in pretty prints she had bought from the flea market. 

There was a small mirror propped up on a dresser she had picked up from the 

Salvation Army store. She had painted it white and it was adorned with those 

cheap stick-on glow-in-the-dark stars, they were for kids really but Rosie liked to 

look at them during the night when she woke from her frequent nightmares. 

They would shine out at her and remind her there was a world bigger than her, 

bigger than her problems. Somehow it was soothing to think of herself as just a 

tiny organism feeding off the planet she called home.  

 

Next to her bed was a small wooden crate that she had found in the storeroom of 

the library and had been told she could have. She kept her notebooks on here 

and her pen. Inspiration for her writing seemed to strike her at the oddest 

moments so she always had a pen and paper nearby. Her counsellor said her 

writing was healing and she should continue. Rosie couldn’t imagine ever 

stopping anyway. It was as much a part of her as her skin. 

There was a window in this room that only one other tenant had. Rosie was 

thankful for this small window and the view it afforded her. It looked across a 



park and when she woke early some mornings she would gaze out the window 

and watch the world awaken around her. 

She normally woke feeling groggy and tired from insufficient sleep but this 

morning felt different, she had made a decision that almost excited her. She 

wasn’t sure of the emotion she was feeling. Excitement wasn’t a familiar feeling 

for Rosie and so it felt a little weird to feel for the briefest of moments something 

other than sadness or numbness. 

She had decided to get her mother’s leather jacket altered. She wondered 

why she had never thought of it before. Her mother had obviously been a little 

thicker in the waist than she was and the jacket didn’t sit well around Rosie’s 

very narrow waist. 

She ate a simple breakfast of cereal and milk and placed the jacket in a 

plastic bag.  

 

*** 

 

Rosie stepped into the dusty shop with small shuffling steps as if her body were 

aiming to hold her back. Her shoes stuck to the linoleum as if reluctant to let her 

move. The door had tinkled a bell to announce her presence. 

A young guy came out from behind the counter and smiled at her. Rosie felt 

icy prickles run down her back. She gulped and swallowed, unable to find her 

voice. 

“Can I help you?” he said. 

Rosie shook her head, clutching the bag to her chest.  



“I…I thought a woman ran this shop,” Rosie stammered as she turned 

abruptly and walked out of the shop.  

She was halfway down the street when she bumped into her manager from 

the library coming towards her.  

“Hello Rosie, are you ok?” Miranda asked, her brown eyes full of motherly 

affection. 

‘Em, yes, I just…” Rosie indicated back up the road. 

“It’s alright dear. You don’t have to tell me what’s wrong. I’m just being nosy 

aren’t I?”  

Rosie managed to nod and smile politely at Miranda. 

“So I’ll see you in the library this afternoon then?” Miranda said. 

“Yes, see you then.” Rosie rushed off. 

 

 

*** 

Rosie walked back into the shop the next day.  

The shop was filling up with the morning sun. The linoleum floor had 

obviously just been polished as Rosie could almost see her reflection in it. 

The same guy who had been there the day before came to greet her from behind 

the counter smiling at her. 

It was one of the most genuine smiles Rosie believed she had ever been graced 

with. His face looked to Rosie as if someone had gathered every beautiful feature 

of the male species and put them together to form it. His nose was straight, his 

lips were full and those cheekbones, you could carve something with those 

cheekbones. His skin was smooth, he had an olive complexion, and his jaw was 



strong and angular. His dark hair flopped over one eye and now he swept it back 

and tucked it behind his right ear. He had long dark lashes and perfect eyebrows, 

which framed the most stunning feature about him, his eyes. They were slightly 

cat like in appearance; one was blue and the other sea green. They were stunning 

and they were looking right into hers. 

“Alright there, what can I do for you?” 

She shuffled her feet some more as she approached the counter. She reached 

into the plastic bag to retrieve the jacket and placed it on the counter in front of 

him. 

“So, what do you want done with this then?” he asked shaking the jacket out 

to have a look at it. 

“Em…I just wanted to, em, get it altered to fit me. And if something could be 

done about this.” Rosie indicated the burn down the side of the jacket. 

“Ok dokey. Well I’ll get you to try it on and then I can find out what you had 

in mind.”  

He smiled at her again, the smile made his whole face change from his 

forehead right down to his chin. Rosie didn’t normally look at anyone this closely 

so it was a moment before she realised she had been staring at his face. 

“Hello, Earth calling.” He laughed. 

“Sorry, I just…em. Right I’ll try it on then. Doesn’t this shop belong to a 

woman?” 

‘Eh yeah, it belongs to my aunt. She’s in hospital having knee surgery and I’m 

usually working at weekends and holidays so I took over for her.” 

“It’s just that, this jacket is very important to me. It was my mother’s and I 

just…” 



“Don’t you worry, I’ve been altering clothes my whole life it seems. Leather 

jackets are my specialty in fact. I would be doing the work anyway. I reckon the 

only way we could fix this burn is to patch it up a bit, won’t look the same but it 

would give it a bit of a unique look huh?” 

“Oh right…a patch, ok, well whatever you think. So, I’ll just…” Rosie slowly 

began removing her own jacket as he handed her the leather jacket to put on. 

Her back was burning up, her palms sweaty. She pulled the soft buttery leather, 

worn with age, over her arms and shoulders and shrugged into it. 

“Neat jacket,” he said. “My name’s Jacob by the way.”  

“Rosie.” She pointed at herself and then felt herself redden. 

“Pleased to meet you Rosie. What a lovely name.” 

Jacob began to move around her. 

“So what do you want done with it?” Jacob’s voice was soft at the edges. 

 “Em, just maybe cinched in here,” Rosie placed her hands on her waist, “and 

maybe you could replace the buttons that are falling off, and obviously the patch 

thing you mentioned.” 

Jacob pulled out a few pins from his overall and began pinning the jacket in 

places. As his hands grazed her waist, Rosie felt herself stiffen. 

“I think we’ve got it,” he said stepping backwards. 

“Great,” she said. 

“Most excellent Rosie. As you can imagine with my aunt being away, I have a 

bit of work to do but I can have it back to you say in a fortnight or so. That okay 

for you?” 

“Yes, ok, fine.” 

They agreed on a price and as Rosie made a move to leave Jacob called out. 



“Rosie.” 

“Yes,” she said turning. 

“I don’t make a habit of doing this but would you like to go out sometime. 

Catch a movie or have a coffee?” 

Something in Rosie shifted. She could feel it move. There was something 

going on here but she couldn’t place it. She wasn’t sure what it was but Jacob was 

smiling at her with his whole face. 

“Yeah, that’d be nice.” 

  



 

SARAH 2013 
 
Sarah found herself staring into the mirror in her small bathroom. She took in 

the growing wrinkles around her eyes, her mouth and her forehead. She looked 

old, older than her sixty-three years, much older. Perhaps it was all the strain of 

keeping a secret held close for so many years. The stress of it showing itself on 

her face as well as in her ageing mind and body. 

She’d felt fuzzier than usual these past few days. She was slower, she was 

dropping things, and she felt her body sinking into a steady decline. 

She moved slowly back into her bedroom and reached for the wooden 

handle on her chest of drawers. They had been gifted to her from the children of 

an elderly lady who lived in the room across the hall. Her children had come to 

Sarah’s room to put them in place, all the while shedding quiet tears. It interested 

Sarah, watching their pain so close up. 

She opened the top drawer and smiled a little at her craftiness. For months 

now she had been secretly collecting her evening medication. She had a number 

of pills saved up, a collection that made her feel calm every time she looked at 

them. There would come a day when Sarah could, if she wanted to, end her own 

life. She never wanted to end up like poor Humphrey down the hall. Calling and 

calling for his long dead wife, his brain, which had once been so sharp, reduced 

to mush by dementia. She could never allow that to happen to her.  

Sarah sat down on her bed, shifting her body. She felt her arthritis flare up 

and cursed quietly under her breath. 



“I heard that," Mary piped up walking into the room. Today she wore her 

afro back in a multi-coloured bandana. 

“I’m allowed. I’m old.”  

“No need to be snippy. You’re not that old Sarah. You’re only sixty-three. My 

grandma’s older than you. She still livin’ in her own house and playin’ chess with 

her next-door neighbour. Sharp as a tack that one.” Mary’s Southern drawl often 

made Sarah laugh.  

“How’s your kitten…Jasmine?” 

“Jasper’s doin’ juss fine. Goin’ be himself a huge cat. Paws as big as a grown 

man’s hands I reckon. Like a tiger.” Mary threw back her head and laughed 

loudly at the picture forming in her mind of coming home to a fully-grown tiger 

like in that book she had been reading called Life of Pi. 

“Oh that’s good to hear. You on the shift for the day Mary?” Sarah asked.  

“Sure am for ma sins.” Mary smiled down at Sarah in her bed. “Time to get up 

and have you some breakfast huh?” She made a move to pull the covers from 

Sarah’s body. 

“I’m sore this morning Mary, my arthritis is playing up something fierce.” 

“Well, let’s take it slow honey. We don’t want you to break.” 

Mary’s strong arms encircled Sarah’s petite body and she moved with her to 

get Sarah sitting on the edge of the bed. Sarah clung to Mary and moved slowly to 

stand. 

“Why don’t we ever have any entertainment in this place?” she asked Mary. 

“Why, I really couldn’t say. I guess some of the residents would love that. 

Maybe I’ll ask the boss lady?” 



“That would be a great idea. Although, I’d have to sit with everyone else I 

suppose.” 

“And that would be bad how?” Mary’s question lingered in the air between 

them. 

Sarah shook her head. “I don’t much like company.” 

“You know, I was thinking about some of the stuff you was sayin’ the other 

day. I recall you sayin’ somethin’ ’bout a bad thing you did. How you hadn’t ever 

told nobody.” Mary was still holding Sarah’s arm as they walked slowly to the 

bathroom, Sarah’s joints finding more ease the more she moved. 

“Wanna tell me about it?” 

“Well, you know, I thought about it. I guess it might help for me to unburden 

myself. Although, I’m not sure you would feel the same way about me afterwards 

Mary.” Sarah turned and found herself staring into Mary’s big brown eyes. 

“You know, you’re very pretty Mary.” 

“Don’t go tryin’ to change the subject Miss Sarah. I know an obvious 

distraction when it comes along.” 

“Maybe you could let me know when your shifts are and we can arrange a 

time to talk. As long as you’re not busy,’ Sarah said. 

“I’ve got a better idea. Chances are I’ll be called away again and again on 

shift, so how about I come in on my days off or before or after my rostered hours 

and you can tell me all about it.”  

“Just as long as you promise me something Mary.” 

“Anythin’ darlin’,” Mary said. 

‘That whatever I share with you, you’ll simply listen and realise it was a long 

time ago and I wish with all my heart that I hadn’t gone through with it. If I could 



take it all back, I would. If I could go back in time and erase what happened, I 

would.” 

Sarah’s eyes glistened with tears and Mary simply nodded her head in 

agreement. 

  



 

SARAH & LENORA 1962 
 
The thorn had torn at the skin on Lenora’s right hand. Beads of blood oozed 

brightly onto it and she started to cry. 

“Mumma, come quick. Mumma!” she yelled back up the garden, in the 

direction of the house. 

Yet, it wasn’t her mother who came to answer her call. A girl came out of the 

house. Lenora watched her walk boldly towards her, head held high. 

She was older than Lenora by a number of years. Lenora could never tell 

with people’s ages. Her mother had once asked how old she thought her parents 

were. Oh how they had laughed when Lenora said fifty. Her parents were just 

twenty-five. 

The girl had shoulder length dark hair and even darker features. Her big eyes 

were a deep brown, like mud, thought Lenora. Her mouth turned down slightly 

at the edges so it looked to Lenora as if there was someone or something 

invisible pulling at them. 

Lenora stuck out her non-bleeding hand and said, “I’m Lenora. Who are 

you?” 

“Sarah.” Sarah didn’t extend her hand. 

“What are you doing in my house?” Lenora asked. 

“Well, technically I’m not in your house am I Lenora. I’m out here in the 

garden, with you.” Sarah said. 

Lenora flushed red. 



“I cut myself on that rose bush and I was bleeding.” She spoke quickly. “I 

wanted my mumma…eh my mum.” She decided that this girl might think she was 

a baby for calling her mumma that. 

Sarah reached out and took Lenora’s bleeding hand. Without saying a word 

she brought it up to her mouth and sucked hard at Lenora’s skin. 

As soon as Lenora registered what was happening she pulled back her hand. 

“I think I need a plaster, not a bath!” 

“My mum always does that when I bleed,” Sarah said, a hint of a smile 

turning those edges upwards. 

“Well, I’m not your child, am I?” Lenora said briskly. 

“No silly rabbit. But you are much younger than me. You’re mum told my 

mum that you’re six years old. Well, I’m twelve so I could almost be your 

mother.” Sarah giggled. 

When Sarah smiled, Lenora caught a glimpse of something truly beautiful. 

She would never have guessed with the dark features and the downturned 

mouth that a face could be so transformed by a simple act of moving a few 

muscles. 

“Mum always told me I was wise beyond my years,” said Lenora. 

“Oh yeah?” Sarah said smiling. 

“Yeah, she reckons that I’ve been here before, you know?” 

“Hmmm, like as in reincarnation?” 

“Well, I dunno what that is but if it means the same thing then yeah, like 

re…re...”  

“Re-in-car-na-tion,” Sarah spoke slowly, drawing out the word. 



“Well, anyway. I best get back to the house and get a plaster on this.” Lenora 

waved her hand in front of Sarah’s face. 

 

They made their way back up the garden. It was a beautiful garden, much 

bigger than Sarah’s plain brick backyard. This garden had pretty flowers and 

bright green grass and gorgeous trees.  

“Your grass is bouncy.” Sarah told Lenora, as she felt her toes squish into the 

softness below.  

“I tell my mum that it’s like stepping on cushions,” Lenora replied. 

When Sarah and Lenora walked back into the house they heard peals of laughter 

coming from the front room. Sarah’s mother was sitting with a glass of white 

wine in one hand and a picture frame in the other while Lenora’s mother was 

telling the story of her wedding day, which was apparently very funny. 

Lenora walked up to her mother and showed her the blood on her hand, and 

her mother quickly went to fetch a washcloth and plaster.  

“What on earth did you do?” 

“Just playing in the rose bushes…” 

Lenora noticed that Sarah stood back from everyone at the doorway. 

 “Why don’t you show Sarah your room sweetie,” Lenora’s mum said, gently 

pushing her towards Sarah. 

“Ok mumma…mum.” 

“I would like that Mrs Dalton,” Sarah smiled her best smile at Lenora’s 

mother. 

“Call me Janet sweetie. Mrs Dalton makes me sound like my mother-in-law.” 

 “Ok, Janet.” 



 

*** 

A week later, Sarah and Lenora were inseparable. Their mothers were 

constantly told by their children that they wanted to go and play. Mostly Sarah 

came to Lenora’s house. She had to admit that Lenora’s house was far better to 

play in than Sarah’s own simple house. 

The large garden became a magical kingdom, the large playroom a castle. 

They had such fun together and quickly made a pact that they would be best 

friends forever. Lenora’s mother wasn’t at all surprised at the age gap even 

though Sarah’s mother had brought it up a few times. 

“Is it healthy for a twelve year old to be playing with a six year old?” she 

asked Janet one day. 

“Lenora’s wise beyond her years Tilly and I’m not in the least bit surprised 

by their friendship. Lenora was born old. She’s a clever little cookie that one. 

Doesn’t miss a trick.” Janet’s words burned with a love so fierce that Tilly almost 

felt its warmth across the room. 

“Much as I hate to admit it Janet”, Tilly bit her lower lip, “we’ve had quite a 

bit of trouble with Sarah over the last few years.” 

“Oh?” 

“She went through a period of lying to us. Horrendous really, she told some 

whoppers. She was also caught stealing last year. We know the man in the shop 

so it never went any further than a slap on the behind really, but I wonder if we 

let her get away with everything too easily sometimes. I’ve tried everything, but 

the girl can just be so difficult to deal with at times.” 

“Oh I’m sure it was just a phase Tilly. I wouldn’t worry too much.” 



 

“John tells me not to be silly. He says it’s nothing that a good hiding doesn’t 

sort out. She screams the house down when he goes for her. I feel just awful 

telling you all this, you won’t want Lenora playing with her now and where will 

that leave us?” 

“Nonsense Tilly. Maybe Lenora will be good for her.” 

“I hope so.” 

 “It’s just she normally doesn’t make friends all that easily. She can be a bit 

possessive really. She doesn’t share well.” 

“Well Lenora’s actually really good with that, despite being an only child. I 

think she gets it from Don. They’ll figure it out, I’m certain.” 

“Thanks for that Janet, I feel like we’ve known one another for years. I feel I 

could share my deepest thoughts with you. I can’t believe it’s only been a couple 

of weeks since we first met, can you?” 

“I feel the same Tilly, truly I do. I think we were meant to meet in that coffee 

shop.” 

They laughed at how they had both been reaching for the door handle at the 

same time and had dropped the contents of their bags on the floor only to both 

bend down at the same time and bump heads. 

“Like something out of a movie except we weren’t two people looking for 

love.” 

 

Upstairs Sarah and Lenora giggled listening to their mothers’ laughter. 

They were excited because that meant they were still getting on so well and that 

could only mean one thing, that the girls could spend even more time together. 



They had hatched a plan of how they might spend more time together, but just 

one look at each other now told them all they needed to know. 

Lenora suddenly took Sarah’s hand and dragged her downstairs and out into 

the garden. She marched Sarah over to the rose bush she had torn her hand on 

only a week before, the small wound had healed and Lenora thought it fitting 

that this was when Sarah had come into her life. 

“Can we become sisters?” Lenora asked Sarah. 

“How?”  

“Well I’ll prick my finger with a thorn here and you’ll do the same. Then we’ll 

press them together. That way your blood and my blood will mix and then we’ll 

be sisters.” 

“I’d like a baby sister.” 

“Well I’m not a baby but I can be your little sister, can’t I Sarah?” Lenora 

spoke wide-eyed and hopeful. 

“Let’s do it.” Sarah said. 

They both pricked their pinkie finger on the same thorn and pressed the 

beads of blood firmly together. 

“With this blood, in this magical kingdom, Sarah and Lenora become blood 

sisters.” Sarah’s words carried on the wind and she imagined the kingdom 

picking them up and swirling them up to the sky for all to see. 

“Blood sisters,” whispered Lenora. 

*** 

 

The blood sisters went everywhere they could together. Sadly they were at 

different schools and so the time they spent together was whenever their 



mothers met up for coffee, drinks or lunches. They both agreed that this was not 

nearly enough time to play and dream.  

“I think we’ll live together one day Len,” Sarah said as she and Lenora sat 

playing one afternoon. 

“We’ll each have a husband who will love and cherish us and we’ll all live 

happily together in a big house like this one.” 

“We could even marry brothers.” Sarah said giggling. “Mine will have blonde 

hair, oh and big blue eyes. I like blue eyes. He will be tall and ever so charming 

and he will treat me like a princess.” 

“Well,” said Lenora, “mine will also be tall and have dark hair but he will 

have dark eyes like yours. You know Sarah, it was one of the first things I noticed 

about you was your dark brown eyes. I once thought they looked like mud, but 

now I think they look more like chocolate. Sweeter and much nicer than mud.” 

“Well thanks Lenora. I chose blonde cause I love your hair. You look like a 

real fairy princess. Perhaps I’ll dye my hair like my mummy does when I’m older 

and that way people will think we’re real sisters,” Sarah said. 

“Yeah, you’ll need to do it sooner than me though Sarah. You’ll go white 

before me.” Lenora laughed at her own cheekiness. 

“Silly rabbit.” Sarah said messing up Lenora’s pretty blond curls. 

“I’ll find my husband first then, won’t I?” Sarah said. “After all, I’m the eldest 

and it’s only right.” 

“I suppose you will sister.” Lenora slipped her small hand into Sarah’s. 

“Where will we live Sarah?” she asked. She looked up to Sarah, she was older 

and Lenora had always been told to respect people older than her. 



“Well, either this house or we’ll buy one just like it. Perhaps my husband will 

already have his own house and we could just move in there. There’ll be nobody 

to shout at us and we can do just as we please whenever we please.” 

“I can see it already,” Lenora sighed dreamily, picturing a fairy-tale castle 

complete with a moat. 

“Me too Len, me too,” Sarah agreed, thinking of a fairy-tale castle surrounded 

by a moat and pretty pink flowers. 

They sat quietly drawing all afternoon, planning and dreaming and creating. 

There was never a need for too many words between them; it was like they could 

read one another’s thoughts just by being close.  

They placed all of their drawings in a box they had adorned with jewels and 

pictures of real castles and wrote Blood Sisters on the side. It lived underneath 

Lenora’s bed one week and Sarah’s bed the next. Slowly, and although it felt very 

unnatural and foreign to her, Sarah was learning to share. 
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