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         Sunlight wove its way through a birch tree to paint Roy with warm gold. It rippled through his window and splashed across his face. Truly the best way to wake up—excepting the kiss of a beautiful woman.



Roy smiled. Constance might not be here this morning, but that made the memory of her more precious. There was her picture on the dresser: a photo of him, her and a pretty little girl beaming out from between the two of them.



He stretched languidly, enjoying the morning sun. He was in no hurry. His alarm hadn’t gone off, so it wasn’t a weekday; it felt like a Saturday. He couldn’t recall anything important to do.



There was a polite knock at the door. He sat up slightly, propped on one elbow, and frowned.



Unexpected… Constance wouldn’t knock, she—



The door swung slowly inwards and a young woman in white cotton and short sleeves entered. She pushed the door closed and turned to him.



“Good morning, Mister Hutchings.”



She moved into the room and dropped into an ugly plastic chair near the foot of the bed. Roy stared at her for a while. He knew her, he was sure, but something was slightly off.



“Beatrice?”



She smiled softly. “It’s Rachel,” she leaned forwards a little, “Do you remember me today?”



“You’re… you’ve dyed your hair, Bea.”



She sat back and the smile flickered.



“How are you feeling this morning, Roy?”



He blinked at his older sister. “Surprised. What are you doing here? You… moved away when I was fifteen.”



“I’m here to fetch you for breakfast.”



“Breakfast?”



“We’ve got pancakes this morning. I’ve found you some blueberry jam. Sound good?”



He half expected his stomach to speak for him. Blueberry was his favorite. They gave Constance heartburn. He nodded.



She stood up. “Okay then. I’ll get you some clothes.”



She went over to an ugly chest and tugged it open. Roy stuck his tongue out at her. She didn’t notice, so he protested out loud, “I can dress myself. I’m not a baby.”



“Yes, of course you can,” she said distractedly, “I’m just going to fetch you something smart.”



“Why?”



She paused. Turned to look back at him, as though he’d caught her stealing cookies. She was being strange today.



“You’ve got a visitor later on. Your little Julie.”



Roy gave her a blank look.



“Did you dye your hair?”



She shook her head slowly. She reached back into the drawers and fetched out two shirts, a blue and a green. She held them out for him to see and asked, “Which one do you feel like wearing?”



“You know I don’t like green, Bea.” Constance liked green, sometimes he wore it to remember her.



“Not the green one then. How about the blue? Do you like the blue?”



“Blue... Sure.” The shirt looked like an old man’s shirt. Something wasn’t right. “Beatrice, why are you here?”



She brought it over and placed it where he could reach it. “I came to fetch you for breakfast. We’re having pancakes.”



That sounded nice. “Ooh, Pancakes. Do we have blueberry jam?”



“I think we do, yes. How about you put this on, and I’ll fetch you some pants?”



“Okay…” He waited for her to turn around then began putting on the shirt. The buttons were too small and fiddly. Beatrice came back over with some beige slacks that she dumped on the chair.



“Would you like a hand with those?”



“I’ve got it. You’re being quite pushy this morning. Did you and Mom have another fight? Because you dyed your hair?”



She sat on the edge of the bed. He ignored her and finished his buttons. When he was done she stood up and he reached out to gently grab her arm. She halted and looked down, first at his hand, then at him. She briefly looked worried but it quickly passed.



“Hey, Bea, I know you and Mom don’t always see eye to eye, but can you not…” he searched for a word.



“Antagonise?”



“Um. Don’t annoy her, please.”



“Okay.”



“You should get your own place. Like me and Constance.”



She nodded.



“Where’s Constance? Is she here for breakfast?”



“No, I’m sorry, she isn’t. Julie is coming by later though. That will be nice.”



“Oh.” He thought for a second, “I don’t know a Julie. Have you met Constance?”



She shook her head.



He let go of her wrist and smiled warmly. “I think you’ll like her. Did you dye your hair?”
      

      
   