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Chapter 1 

 

The big day that Angela Crown had waited for was also the day when things went terribly 

wrong. Her life fell apart. 

She was confined to an unreachable world of her own where she could no longer be hurt. 

Memories had abandoned her, the good and the bad, leaving her in a state of depression and 

nothingness, a shadow devoid of all signs of life. In a room at the Vancouver General Hospital, 

she gazed through a window as gusts of wind blew leaves away. A sudden chill made her 

tremble as disturbing visions dragged her back in fragments to the trauma of the morning. She 

sank into her seat, becoming part of it, experiencing utter numbness as if she had no soul or 

mind. Nothing would make any difference at this point. Nothing was real. In fact she was a mere 

drop in an ocean of fiction. Grinding her teeth, eyebrows twitching, she felt as though her face 

was a mask of madness. 

A recurring vision wouldn’t leave her alone for more than ten minutes. She heard 

persistent knocking and saw herself jumping out of a bathtub and hastily drying her body. 

“Okay, coming,” she yelled, putting on a robe as she ran downstairs to open the door. 

When she turned the knob the vision ended, leaving her shaken, heart pounding. 

Then, abruptly, she again saw herself staring at two blurred faces in front of the door. 

“We are really sorry—we have bad news for you,” one of them said. “There was an 

accident this morning.” 

The voice echoed repeatedly in her mind, even after the vision had ended. Angela 

covered her ears and shook her head. She didn’t know what was happening and had no coherent 

memory of past events. 



In another vision she saw a little girl in panic, hiding under her bed with one arm around 

her doll, holding tight, as she heard her mother screaming. 

Two feet in army boots appeared by the girl’s door, before moving away and 

disappearing a few seconds later. The girl stayed put and, after a long silence, crept downstairs 

to find her mother motionless on the floor, face immersed in a small pool of blood and body 

partially covered with torn, bloody clothes. The girl froze, staring at her mother’s body. 

“Mother!” Angela cried out soundlessly as her vision ended. 

§ 

The following morning Angela sat hunched on a chair staring at her knees and didn’t move. She 

was barely aware when her door opened and a doctor entered, followed by a nurse. 

“How are you feeling today, Ms. Crown?” the doctor asked but she neither acknowledged 

nor even looked at him. She wasn’t there, only her body, shaking. He moved his mouth closer to 

her ear and whispered, “You are not alone. We are here to help you in any way we can.” 

Angela continued ignoring him and did not react, so he turned to the nurse and instructed, 

“Take her pulse and blood pressure and observe her through the night.” 

With head shaking and eyes wide open, Angela again saw herself rushing out of the 

bathtub, putting her robe on and running toward the door. 

As she opened the door she saw two figures standing in a fog, talking, but she couldn’t 

hear them. Gradually the fog cleared, revealing two police officers. 

In reaction Angela’s back snapped straight up attracting the doctor’s and the nurse’s 

attention. She began sweating as the vision continued: 

“There was an accident this morning,” one of the police officers informed her. His voice 

began to echo in her head. “John Crown . . . your father . . . and Mark Moody . . . were sent to 



the hospital . . . in serious condition . . . serious condition . . . from bullet wounds . . . bullet 

wounds.” 

Angela screamed and jumped out of bed. The doctor calmed her down and quickly 

injected her with a sedative. 

“I want her to talk. Try to engage her in simple conversations and activities, gradually, 

over the next few days,” the doctor told the nurse. “I’ll see her again later today,” he added 

before departing. 

§ 

Since Angela’s arrival at the hospital, more than a week had passed without noticeable 

improvements. While she now acknowledged greetings and responded to questions with a word 

or two, she had no interest in anything. Rage lay hidden inside her. She wasn’t able to tell her 

doctor about her disturbing visions and could not remember any in detail. 

The doctor entered the room and held Angela’s wrist. “And how is Ms. Crown today?” 

he asked as he glanced at Angela’s sister, Maggie Crown, who stood on the other side of the bed. 

Angela slowly tilted her head to face him and raised her eyes to his before returning to 

her usual posture. 

Turning, he faced Angela’s sister and said, “Angela’s unresponsive behavior is 

concerning. A change is needed. Her mental health is now my primary concern—I’ve decided to 

release her from the hospital in three days.” After pausing for a few moments he added, “Living 

in her home environment would be better for her.” 

Angela didn’t react to the conversation around her and paid no attention to the doctor, 

who continued to talk with Maggie. 



“Angela has found what she lives with and what she now needs is to find out what she 

lives for. I’ve arranged for her to see a psychiatrist who will give her the help she needs along the 

way. Your sister’s journey to recovery might be lengthy and she will need your support.” 

Angela observed her sister’s concerned face nodding. 

§ 

A few days later Angela left the hospital with Maggie, who had come to take her home. She sat 

disoriented in the car and was silent throughout the entire ride. 

 “Welcome back to your home, Angela,” Maggie said, as she parked in front of the house 

but Angela did not respond. Maggie walked to the other side of the car and opened the door for 

her sister. 

 After they entered the house, Angela sat on the leather couch in the reception area, 

ignoring her surroundings as well as Maggie’s attempts to make conversation. 

The house was a small two-story in the west side of Vancouver. It had modern furniture 

with the exception of the study room where Angela used to spend much of her time. There, 

books on philosophy, creative writing and the arts, her collection built up over the years, filled 

shelves from floor to ceiling. An antique desk with a matching comfortable chair behind and 

another in front were placed close to the end of the book shelves. Area carpets covered parts of 

the hardwood floors and a window overlooking a mountain view allowed fresh air and light in. 

Her father’s picture hung on the wall facing her desk. 

Angela’s eyes followed Maggie as she moved from one place to another across the house. 

“Everything seems in order,” she heard Maggie whisper to herself. She pretended not to 

notice when her sister removed a framed photo from the desk in the study and put it in the 



bottom drawer. Maggie continued to mutter to herself: “Angela does not need to remember the 

tragedy of Mark’s murder.” 

§ 

Occasionally, Angela accompanied Maggie to Jericho Park, a quiet, beautifully landscaped 

seaside space only ten minutes’ walk from the house, where they strolled aimlessly, hardly 

talking. 

Several days passed with Angela remaining silent, responding only in the fewest possible 

words; however, she became more accustomed to her surroundings. She frequented her library in 

the study room more, stayed longer, and read the titles and authors’ names on the spines of 

books, often gently touching them as if they were her babies. But she remained withdrawn, with 

dark visions filling her days and nightmares dominating her sleep, denying her any breaks. 

One night she dreamt it was the end of winter. She stood on an island of frozen water in 

the middle of the sea. First she was cold but gradually the temperature rose, making the ice under 

her thinner, shrinking her world and exposing her to great danger. She woke up in panic at the 

last moment when hope ran out. 

Angela was now accustomed to her sister being around her but Maggie had to leave to 

spend the weekend with her family in Seattle and promised to be back in two or three days. 

Angela’s eyes darted warily. 

“Give me a call if there is anything urgent. I could be here in three hours if you need me,” 

Maggie said. 

Angela did not comment but she trembled when Maggie departed.



Chapter 2 

 

Alone in her house for the first time since the accident, Angela sat hunched, easy prey for dark 

visions. But soon she had other, brighter visions: 

“My magnificent Angela—my magnificent author,” a man said to a young girl who held 

an article she had written. The man showed amazement and pleasure and the girl, confidence 

and pride. The girl was holding a book with the words “Grade 7” written on it. 

Angela kept looking at them as they talked to one another with no audible sound, sensing 

she knew the man and the girl but couldn’t remember them. She stood up and walked by her 

books in the study but the books appeared to be moving away from her. She returned to her seat. 

Before long she saw herself sitting beside a young man in a small lecture hall: 

“Most authors are forgotten once their work is read, but the author of this article is a 

rare exception,” the young man pointed to an article in his hand, in the daily college newspaper, 

telling the professor who stood at the podium. 

“She is a rising star, Mark,” the professor replied, pointing at Angela and indicating that 

the piece was hers. 

Angela’s vision ended as she saw herself and the young man, both feeling self-conscious, 

among their classmates. 

She walked anxiously to a sink and washed and massaged her face with cold water, 

looking at her image in the mirror. 

“Would you marry me?” The same young man appeared in the mirror as Angela stared, 

bewildered. 



Then his image became distant enough that she could now see herself standing before 

him in the mirror, responding, “I love you, Mark.” 

As the man’s proposal echoed repeatedly in her head, Angela’s eyes opened wide and she 

found herself saying, “I love you, Mark” to the man she saw in the mirror, each time he 

proposed. Then she froze, watching the man recite poetry until his image became more distant, 

blown away by the wind. She dried her face with a towel and returned to the couch, confused, 

her body shuddering. 

A few days later, Angela was relieved when her sister returned but reluctantly went with 

her for a walk to the nearby Jericho Park. They watched wild ducks and exotic birds in small 

ponds. The sun was shining and nature felt alive, but Angela was indifferent. Later that day they 

drove to the psychiatrist’s office for Angela’s initial meeting. 

§ 

Dr. Liam Price smiled at the two women who had just entered his office and introduced 

himself in a friendly tone. 

 “And I’m Maggie Crown and this is my sister, Angela,” one of the women said and 

pointed at the other one who stood beside her, silent. 

“Please have a seat,” he said. 

After the introduction, Maggie stood up and told Angela that she would come back to 

pick her up at the end of the session. 

Dr. Price glanced at the hospital report for a couple of minutes, during which he 

occasionally raised his eyes to look at Angela, seated across from him. He noticed that her hair 

was unkempt and her clothes hung somewhat askew on her body. Then he asked about where she 

lived and other simple questions to get her to talk, but she didn’t say more than a few words in 



response to his attempts at conversation. She was detached and uncomfortable. Toward the end 

of the session, however, he managed to get her to remember her recurring vision of the young 

woman jumping out of the bathtub and running to open a door. Angela wasn’t sure if this young 

woman was herself. She held her head in pain, perplexed. 

“Do you have a headache,” he gently asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Our time is almost up. You’ve done very well. I think we’ll do just fine.” 

Dr. Price couldn’t determine the extent of Angela’s delusion. She mixed things up and 

sometimes didn’t make any sense. 

As the session came to an end, Dr. Price observed Angela’s visible relief when Maggie 

knocked on the door and entered. He set up appointments to see Angela twice a week and asked 

to see Maggie alone before Angela’s next session. 

Maggie thanked him and departed with her sister. 

§ 

On the way back, Angela didn’t share any information about her session with Maggie. She 

remained silent, withdrawn. At home, short and fast visions stormed her brain as she stared at 

images displayed on the TV screen and at Maggie who was preparing dinner. She was more 

confused than alarmed by these visions. 

Then she remembered what Dr. Price had said. 

Not everything you see is true. Sometimes the mind mixes things up. Once we understand 

what caused your condition and how that affected you, you’ll overcome all obstacles and return 

to normal life quickly. 



In the morning, as she often did, Angela went along with Maggie to Jericho Park and 

continued walking along the waterline of the Pacific Ocean. Angela was only intermittently 

aware of Maggie’s attempts to engage her in conversation. From time to time, she managed to 

nod as her sister pointed to sailing boats or spectacular views of the mountains of North and 

West Vancouver. 

Suddenly, Angela stopped as a vision of herself rushing into the hospital, colliding with 

people on her way to the reception, stormed her brain: 

“My father, John Crown . . . which room . . .? And Mark Moody . . . where . . .?” she 

asked a nurse. 

Angela shook until Maggie came running from a few yards ahead and gave her a long 

embrace. Then she felt somewhat comforted when Maggie grasped her hand as they began 

walking again. The vision gradually dissolved. 

§ 

The following day, Dr. Price received Maggie at his office and thanked her for coming to see 

him as he had requested. 

“I need information about Angela so that I could help her better,” he said as he extended 

his hand offering her a seat. 

“I’ll tell you all I know.” 

“Thank you. Was Angela close to her father?” 

 “Very. Since our mother’s death.” 

“How old was Angela when her mother died?” 

“Seven. She hardly knew our father then. His job required him to travel constantly. When 

our mother died, she felt terribly forsaken.” 



“How did your mother die?” 

“She was murdered by burglars in her house while Angela was in her room, upstairs.” 

“Was there anyone else in the house?” 

“No. My father worked with a UN mission overseas. I was eighteen at the time and was 

living in Seattle where my college was. The police put Angela in a child care facility and 

contacted my father who came back right away. I didn’t know about the murder until my father 

contacted me.” 

“Where do you live now?” 

“Seattle. After graduating I got married and stayed there. My father was born there, but 

he moved to Vancouver when he met my mother.” 

“How would you describe your relationship with Angela?” 

“I’m eleven years older than her but we’ve always kept in touch, mostly from a distance. 

We didn’t spend much time together but we care for each other.” 

“How did she get over the loss of her mother?” 

“It was a shock for her. She didn’t want to go to school. She didn’t want to play or be 

around her friends and had to see a counsellor for several months. My father felt guilty for not 

being around to protect my mother, so he left his job to care for Angela and persistently helped 

and encouraged her through schools and college, restoring her confidence every step of the way. 

Angela became very attached to him. His recent death threw her into fresh agony.” 

“Tell me about her schooling and education.” 

“Angela obtained a degree in philosophy and English literature with honours last May. 

Her English professor recognized her talent and became her mentor. She published several short 



stories in newspapers and magazines. She met her fiancé, Mark Moody, at the college. All I 

know is that she loved him and liked to listen to his poetry.” 

“How did Angela first know about the accident involving her father and fiancé?” 

“Two police officers went to my sister’s house and informed her. Then they called and 

informed me. When I arrived at the hospital a nurse told me that Angela, who had come a few 

hours earlier, became hysterical when she heard that my father and Mark had died due to 

excessive bleeding from bullet wounds. She had a nervous breakdown and was admitted to 

hospital.” 

Dr. Price took notes as he received the vital information from Maggie. He listened 

attentively as she told him about how John and Mark were murdered. 

“According to eyewitnesses and police records, my father and Mark were on their way to 

pick Angela up and drive her to look for a dress for her upcoming wedding, but things went 

wrong when they stopped and entered a bank. They were forced to join hostages at gunpoint. It 

was a robbery gone wrong. 

Police surrounded the bank, demanding that the gang surrender. A frantic gangster 

suddenly screamed at an approaching police officer who was outside the bank, a few yards from 

the door. Mark came from behind and knocked the gangster to the ground in an attempt to seize 

his weapon, but he was shot along with Dad who followed to protect him. Heavy gunfire 

erupted. The atmosphere was chaotic. When it was over, several ambulances transported the 

injured, including Dad and Mark, to hospitals,” Maggie said, tears filling her eyes. 

“What a horrible incident!” Dr. Price said, handing her a Kleenex. 

As the conversation came to an end, Dr. Price asked Maggie to read while she sat with 

her sister at home and to place novels where Angela could easily see them. “I want Angela to 



start reading again,” he said, thinking that perhaps rekindling an old passion could help in her 

healing journey. 

§ 

Angela periodically went to see Dr. Price as scheduled, and during the last few sessions with 

him, was aware of his indirect attempts to get her to read and write again. She glanced at 

Maggie, who sat in the living room across from her reading and stealthily checked out the book’s 

cover. She noticed Maggie sneaking a few glances back at her from behind the book before 

placing it on a table between them. 

“I’m leaving today to spend the weekend with my family in Seattle,” Maggie said softly.  

“That’s okay. I need some time on my own,” Angela responded. 

 “Oh—okay—phone me if you need anything,” Maggie said, looking at the book, 

smiling.



Chapter 3 

 

Alone, Angela moved around the table, staring at the book before picking it up and pressing it 

against her chest. The book became the epicentre of her old passion for novels, stirring emotions 

she didn’t understand and leaving her in utter confusion. She shook as she sat on the sofa. Firmly 

embracing the book, she closed her eyes and fell asleep. 

She woke up to find the book still in her hands and gently began turning the pages. 

Deprived of reading for a long time, Angela devoured each word and each page like parched soil 

receiving heavy rains. Blood rushed in her veins, returning her cheeks to their old rosy colour 

and restoring the radiance of her face. 

Soon Angela couldn’t do without reading. Novels that revolved around misery, despair 

and tragedy became her choice, and their plots gradually became more real to her than her daily 

life. Worrying about some characters in a dangerous situation, she cried and often warned them, 

“Please be careful—it is dangerous out there.” She often couldn’t sleep and had to keep reading 

the whole night. 

Crying for a victimized character provided her with some comfort, but soon she needed 

more than crying—she needed to act. Failing to find solutions to help the characters caused 

pressure to build up inside her. She closed her eyes in an attempt to flee, feeling the full brunt of 

pain. In this way, she changed from a critically detached to an intensely involved reader, 

agonizing about ill-fated characters. 

“Cruel!” she often cried out, looking at the author’s photo on the cover of the book. With 

the passing of time, her harsh judgements on writers led her to call them “criminals.” 



In her study, she stared at the books on the shelves. Here at last was a cause worthy of her 

time and efforts. She would help the troubled characters that she found in novels and save them 

from the injustices that their authors perpetrated on them. Initially doubting her sanity, over time 

Angela made this her mission. Her life was changed from desperate and miserable to an 

existence that was full of determination, adventure and hope. 

§ 

Going through scores of books at a local bookstore, Angela bought a tragic novel that attracted 

her attention and hurried back home. Wasting no time, she began to read: 

The toxic claws of organized crime entrenched in every sector could reach anyone, 

resulting in misery and sometimes death. A group of criminal minds knew that greed and fear 

could coerce people into doing anything; exceptions were negligible rarities. Siphoning funds 

from public resources and collecting protection money, they amassed great wealth while 

impoverishing and frightening the masses. Politicians befriended them, impressed by their 

power, and police were eager to show loyalty. Prisons were built for anyone who dared to 

challenge them. 

Some resisters, most of little means, challenged the status quo and set out to change the 

regime, with their fists as weapons and determination as their only ally. One of the 

disadvantaged poor, Julian, talked with friends and with people on the streets. 

“We have rights,” he asserted. 

 “To be free, you must exercise your freedom,” he told a large gathering of students at 

his college. 

But these words landed him in jail where he waited for his fate to be decided. On the wet 

concrete floor of a dark small cell he dreamt of his girlfriend, Lynn. 



Julian’s misery gradually became Angela’s. She became emotionally connected to him 

and was tortured by not being able to help. With the passing of every moment Julian became 

more real to her than the people around her. “I promise--I’ll help you,” she said and threw the 

book angrily on the desk, pacing around, not knowing how. She held the book again and 

examined the smiling face of the author, Bruce Darling. She saw his eyes looking at hers as if 

challenging and ridiculing her. 

“You’ve ruined enough lives,” she said to his face, “and it is time someone stopped you,” 

she threatened. 

Angela stared into the void for a few moments. Then she relaxed and felt confident. She 

looked at the remaining few chapters and was certain that they boded even worse fates than 

earlier ones. She placed the book on the desk, thinking. A sudden surge of energy overwhelmed 

her. She grabbed the novel and began tearing out the last couple of chapters. The more pages she 

tore out, the more confident and effective she felt. When she finished, she breathed heavily, 

relieved. 

“Don’t worry, Julian, you are safe now,” she said, after protecting him from an 

anticipated misfortune in the last part of the plot. 

“No one should dictate the fates of others,” she murmured, addressing the author. 

Tasting victory for the first time, she didn’t want to stop at this point. She took some 

paper and started to rewrite the last few chapters that she had torn up to give hope, prosperity and 

freedom of choice to the characters. She kept writing for a long time, unaware of the world 

around her and without any need for rest. Finally she wrote the last sentence: 

In an ambience of joy where hope danced before their eyes, revealing the prospect of the 

future, Julian took Lynn’s hand in his and kissed her. 



Then she opened the window, revealing a blue sky splashed with white clouds that 

mirrored her conviction of a momentous life for Julian. A fresh breeze wafted into the room, 

tickling her face and bringing joy to her heart; it aimlessly played with her hair and set her blouse 

dancing. She looked at a bird soaring in the sky, powerful and free, and imagined Julian on a 

faster one on his way to freedom and ecstasy. 

§ 

In his office, Dr. Price listened to Angela revealing her awakened interest in reading and 

enthusiastically relating excerpts from the novel she had read and then altered. He noted that she 

spoke of characters as if they were real people. For the first time since he’d started treating her, 

he observed a passionate interest; he could see her eyes shine and feel her body surge with 

energy. While listening to her, he didn’t interject any comment, as she was too heated and 

involved in telling and explaining the events. 

When a patient breaks her silence, she reveals hidden thoughts and provides a picture of 

her state of mind, he reflected. 

It wasn’t the right time for Dr. Price to explain to Angela the difference between reality 

and fiction, as he knew that a strategy was needed to navigate through her delicate psychological 

condition and restore her mental health. He wasn’t sure whether her new imaginative concerns 

would lead to a positive or negative outcome; he welcomed the change, however, and hoped that 

her preoccupation with novels would moderate with the passing of time. 

“I would like to see you as involved in your real life as you are in novels,” he told her 

optimistically. 

§ 



The following morning, Angela thought of the numerous other copies of the depraved novel, 

with concluding chapters still unchanged, and felt arrows of pain piercing her heart. She had 

heard earlier of a book signing by Bruce Darling and was determined to confront him. 

She went to the event with a cylindrical can in her hand, manoeuvring through crowds 

and pushing herself forward towards the author, who was half hidden behind piles of his books 

on a table in front of him. Angela squeezed and pushed herself between a man and a woman who 

were holding copies of the book and talking to the author. She ignored the glares directed at her 

from the couple and looked angrily at Darling. She saw a man in his sixties acting half his age. 

How eccentric, she thought, examining his clothes of vivid colours and the semi-long, 

straight hair that partially covered one of his eyes. 

“How can I help you?” Darling asked softly. 

 “Criminal!” she shouted while raising the can and spraying red paint indiscriminately 

over the books. 

Unaware of the people around her, she kept spraying until the can was empty. The 

author’s face became unrecognizable, his glasses obscured and his hair sticky. Still furious, she 

pressed the top of the can in a desperate attempt to squeeze more paint out of it. Horrified, Bruce 

Darling pushed himself backwards, falling over his chair and uttering cries of pain. She cocked 

her arm and, with all the force she possessed, threw the can at him. Impacting on his head, it 

produced a sharp noise like that of a firecracker. 

 “Help!” the man screamed, addressing anyone who could hear him, and pleaded, “Do 

something, please!” 

Angela threw herself toward him, taking down the table and the books. On the floor with 

a broken chair beside him, and books, table and Angela on top of him, the man fell silent. Some 



people rushed Angela as she screamed in rage, unable to deliver further blows. She hobbled with 

a twisted ankle and a cut over her left eye sent creeks of blood rushing down her face; she 

watched as other people lifted books and the table off the author and helped him to his feet. 

Angela was comforted when the police arrived and she quickly pointed her finger at 

Darling. “This is the author,” she said, relieved he would be arrested for his crime against Julian, 

but the officers moved towards her. With hair dishevelled, hands spread apart and head arched 

backwards, she resisted being led away by two of them. 

“You are protecting a criminal!” she pleaded. 

 


