The Letter

April was only four when her mother died and whenever she thought of her, it was like thinking of a lovely summer holiday she’d once been on.  Her father hadn’t remarried and it showed in the house.  It was tall and thin and looked ever so slightly unhappy around the edges, and inside it always felt cold.  There was a thin layer of dust coating everything, and a horrible feeling of something missing – a feeling that April never quite knew how to put into words.

And so she spent most of her time in the back garden, where, in the wild, unkempt bramble bush, a family of urban foxes lived.  She was fascinated by one in particular, who she called Braveheart, because he seemed bolder than the others and because once he’d almost allowed her to feed him some strawberries from her hand.  Time spent in the garden whizzed by and was only interrupted by school.  April didn’t like school, or the girls at the school didn’t like her.  She didn’t know whether it was because she smelled of fox or the fact she was the smallest girl in her class or even that she cut her own hair with a pair of garden scissors.  Either way, April didn’t mind too much because she preferred animals to humans anyway.  They were just kinder.

Then the letter arrived.

April was eating a bowl of cornflakes cross-legged on the floor whilst on the other side of the living room, her father dangled a piece of toast dripping with marmalade over today’s newspaper.  It was the end of November, and April raced to the door when the post landed with a thud on to the mat.  Maybe it would be a Christmas card from Granny Apples?  She not only liked to send her cards early but was also her favourite grandmother because she smelled of warm, sugary pastry and lived next to the sea.

It wasn’t a Christmas card but a letter.  She placed it by her father’s toast and he absent-mindedly picked it up to take a bite.  When he realised what it was, a funny look passed over his face.

“We’re going to Norway,” he said, reading the letter and blinking fast.  “I got the job.  We’re off to an island.”

April hopped up and down.  ‘Just the two of us?”  Something fizzy rushed through her.  “On an island all alone?”

He leaned forward in his chair.  “Think of the adventures we will have.”


