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Dead Letters 

 

The postman arrived. 11.55am. Thirty minutes later than the day before. Two hours later than 

the previous week. 

 “Finally!” exclaimed Dina Macey when she heard the clap of her letterbox, and on 

casting her eyes towards her front door, saw a small heap of mail flop onto the doormat. 

“That new postman is getting lazier and lazier every day.” 

 “You expecting something?” asked Jess, Dina’s twenty-four-year-old daughter, who 

had stopped by for a cuppa on this chilly autumnal Saturday. 

 “Yeah. Your Uncle Tony’s sent a postcard from New York. He text me yesterday. 

They’re having a wonderful time.” 

 “That’s good,” said Jess, inhaling coils of chocolate-scented steam from her cup of 

hot chocolate. 

 Dina scoured the pile of letters for her brother Tony’s postcard, but it wasn’t there. 

There were just several bills and a promotional leaflet for a new Chinese takeaway just down 

the road. However, amongst them was one envelope which caught Dina’s eye. The name and 

address were typed in black Times New Roman font: 

 

 Natasha Hetrick, 13 Doberman Road, West Mellowood, Hampshire.  

 

The address was correct, so the letter hadn’t come through the wrong door. It was the 

name. Dina assumed that Natasha Hetrick must have been a previous occupant. However, 

Natasha wasn’t the last person who lived in the house, before Dina moved in. His name was 

Martin Wilcox and Dina bought the house from him two months ago. And Martin had lived 

at 13 Doberman Road for ten years. 
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 The most likely scenario was that the sender had written the wrong address, and that 

Natasha Hetrick lived somewhere else on Doberman Road. However, it was a long road with 

about a hundred houses and Dina wasn’t about to go knocking on every door to track down 

this woman. 

 She sighed and took the letter into the kitchen, where Jess was sat at the kitchen table. 

 “What is it?” Jess asked, detecting Dina’s sigh. 

 “Just another one of these letters,” Dina said. “It’s addressed to someone called 

Natasha Hetrick. It’s the third one to this woman that’s been delivered here this week. Gonna 

take them all down the post office on Monday.” 

 Dina took a biro from her drawer of mess (cutlery, leaflets, pens, batteries, loose 

change and a hairbrush) and scribbled on the front of the envelope, return to sender, before 

placing it on top of two other letters addressed to Natasha Hetrick on the kitchen window sill. 

She had written return to sender on both of those as well.  

 “I would open them if it was me,” Jess said with a playful grin. 

 “You can’t do that! It’s against the law to open other people’s post, Jessica,” said 

Dina in that motherly, authoritative tone she still sometimes employed.  

 “Screw the law. I’m just too nosy.” 

 Dina smiled. “Mmmm. Well I’m sure they’re not that interesting.” 

 A moment later, Abby, Dina’s eight-year-old daughter and Jess’ younger sister, 

appeared in the kitchen doorway in a coat, a woolly hat and little pink Wellington boots. 

“Mummy, can you take me to the park please?” she asked, though clearly wasn’t really 

asking, if her attire was any indication. 

 Dina and Jess both laughed. 

 

*               *               * 
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On Monday, Dina finished work at the West Mellowood Veterinary Surgery, where she 

worked as a secretary, at half four. Monday was her short day. And this also meant that she 

could stop off at the post office with Natasha Hetrick’s letters. It was raining and being 

November, was already dark, and there were no parking spaces outside the post office. So 

Dina parked in the nearby multi-storey and walked up the High Street, wishing she’d brought 

an umbrella. An unpleasant rain-filled wind thrashed her face. She squinted and spat 

rainwater, gritting her teeth as the wind attempted to wrestle her to the pavement. 

 The letters were a little damp when she handed them in to the post office. She 

explained that she didn’t know who this Natasha Hetrick was, but that she might live 

somewhere else on Doberman Road. The nice old lady at the post office said she would make 

some enquiries. 

 When Dina left the post office, the rain had faded to a damp vapour in the air. 

Everywhere was misty and grey and cold. Dina began the walk back to her car, her trainers 

squelching over blood-red Autumn leaves that the wind had scattered, and the rain had turned 

to mush. 

 The High Street was mostly silent. It was five o’clock and all the shops had either 

shut or were shutting, and everyone in West Mellowood was avoiding the rain and the bitter 

cold. 

 Dina shivered. She could feel her chest tighten and she started to wheeze. She 

stopped, reached into her pocket and took out her inhaler. Her mild asthma rarely debilitated 

her, but shortness of breath often crept up on her at unexpected moments.  

She sprayed her inhaler, looking around as she did so. There was no one around at all. 

Even the road was unusually quiet. Dina proceeded to concentrate carefully on her breathing, 
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hence creating a rhythm to the pace of the small puffs of chalky vapour secreted from her 

lips.  

 She started walking again, and with each step, she took another breath. 

 Another step. Another breath. 

 Another step. Another breath. 

 Another step. Another breath... and another breath. 

 That second breath wasn’t hers. 

 She held her breath. 

 Another breath. Close. Close to her ear. 

 She stopped again. Her left foot unwittingly settled in a small puddle, and water began 

seeping through her trainers. 

 Another step. 

 Dina hadn’t moved. It was a footstep right behind her. Someone was right behind her. 

 She spun around, still holding her breath. 

 A streetlamp spilled pasty orange light over the post box she had passed without 

noticing. Beads of rainwater covering it made its shiny, red-painted surface glint under the 

light, as if it was adorned with gems. 

 No one there. Only Dina. And the post box. The High Street was still absent of life. 

With relief, Dina finally let go of her breath. 

 She returned to her car and drove to her mother’s to pick up Abby. 

 

*               *               * 
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The next day, another letter arrived. Just like the other ones, the name and address were typed 

in small, black Times New Roman font: Natasha Hetrick, 13 Doberman Road, West 

Mellowood, Hampshire.  

But this one was damaged in transit, Dina noticed as she sat down at her kitchen table 

in her dressing gown to examine it.  

 Part of the back of the envelope was ripped. Dina inquisitively lifted up the flap that 

had been torn, revealing part of the letter inside. 

 The letter was handwritten. Dina couldn’t see much without ripping the hole further, 

but a portion of a sentence was readable: 

 

 ... and if you don’t, I will hurt her. 

 

Dina swallowed hard. The kettle clicked behind her, and made her jump. 

 Now she was curious. 

 But she resisted the urge once again. None of my business, she thought, before setting 

down the letter on the table and standing up to make herself a cup of tea. 

 She took the letter to the post office later that day. 

 Then, that night, Dina lay in bed, unable to sleep. Too many things whirred through 

her head, including the letters. That last one in particular had disturbed her. She wondered if 

someone was in trouble. 

 She tossed and turned, persistently beating and moulding and re-shaping her pillow. 

She lay on her back and listened to the rain and the wind outside, pummelling the house. It 

was almost a gale. She could hear the thrashing of trees, the clatter of wheelie-bin lids, and 

the jingling of tin cans and other rubbish blown across Doberman Road. Her windows were 

double-glazed, but they didn’t seem to help. 
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 Gradually, the riotous night began to calm, and the wind died away to a shrill, small 

whimper, leaving only the patter of rain. With that, Dina’s mind began to calm as well, and 

she slowly found herself drifting away... 

 Another breath. Not hers. Right next to her ear. 

 Dina gasped and shot up, eyes wide open. Her head jerked towards where the breath 

had come from – the edge of her pillow. 

 No one there. 

 She stared around the room. Empty. After a few moments, she took a deep, wheezy 

breath and lay back down. But she couldn’t shut her eyes. She waited, staring at the ceiling. 

The heating had been off for hours, but suddenly the room felt sultry and airless, almost 

suffocating. 

 She turned towards her bedside table to reach for her inhaler. 

 Creeaaak. 

 The aging floorboards on the landing, just outside Dina’s bedroom, groaned suddenly. 

 Dina climbed out of bed and approached her door.  

 It’s only Abby, she told herself. Perhaps she got thirsty and she’s gone to make herself 

a drink. 

 Dina opened her door and took small, silent steps towards her daughter’s bedroom. 

Abby’s door was ajar and Dina pushed on it gently with her finger. The hinge made a tiny 

squeak. 

 Abby was in her bed. Fast asleep. She had pretended to be asleep before, but Dina 

could always tell because her eyelids flickered wildly when she did. But Abby was 

completely still, eyelids included.  

 Weird, Dina thought. Perhaps I imagined the creak. 



CHRISTOPHER BERRY – DEAD LETTERS 

 

7 
 

 She yawned, which caused her eyes to become glazed with sleep-tears. She rubbed 

them and went back into her bedroom.  

 She gasped. 

 Written across her window, in the condensation on the glass, were two words. 

 

 I’m back. 

 

Dina dived over the bed to reach for her inhaler. She sprayed it towards the back of 

her throat, swallowed, and took slow, small breaths. She couldn’t look at the window. She sat 

on her bed and focussed on her breathing. 

 Then Abby let out a scream of terror from the next room. 

 Dina charged next door, clipping the lamp on her bedside table with her hand as she 

shot up from the bed. It toppled onto the floor and smashed. 

 “Abby! What is it?! What’s wrong?” Dina hollered. 

 Abby stood at the end of her bed, white as a sheet, clutching her teddy in her arms in a 

rigid, protective embrace. 

 “He’s here, Mummy!” Abby shrieked. “Don’t let him get me!” 

 Dina bent down and clasped her daughter’s arms, looking into her wide, frightened 

eyes. “Who’s here, honey? Who’s here?” 

 Abby started to cry. “Shadows everywhere, Mummy. I don’t like it. I don’t like the 

shadows.” 

 “They’re gone, honey. They’re gone now. Mummy’s here. You just had a bad dream. 

That’s all. Let’s get you back into bed.” 

 Abby sniffed and got back into bed, still tightly clutching her teddy. Dina tucked her 

in and kissed her gently on the cheek. Abby seemed calm again. 
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 Dina left Abby’s bedroom, again leaving her door ajar.  

 Craaassh. 

 “What the fuck....” Dina whispered, her heartbeat picking up speed. The sound had 

come from the kitchen. 

 There’s someone here. Definitely. 

 All of Dina’s muscles became congested with fear. She started downstairs, her legs 

numb and quivering, making her steps very slow and soft. She approached the kitchen. She 

wasn’t wheezing. But that was because she was breathing very little. Small breaths escaped 

occasionally, but most of the time she was holding her breath. And her heart was racing 

uncontrollably. She held her breath as she pushed open the kitchen door, expecting to find 

someone or something inside. 

 A mess of shattered glass covered the granite floor. It was a wine glass, Dina realized 

when she saw the stem, still mostly intact, amidst the fragments. But what really captured her 

attention, and sent a chill spearing through her spine, was the carving knife also lying amidst 

the scattered glass. Dina remembered very clearly that she hadn’t left any glasses or knives 

out before she went to bed.   

 Dina set about clearing up the mess. But before she did so, she went through every 

room downstairs, switching on every light. 

 

*               *               * 

 

The next morning, Dina woke having had about half an hour’s sleep. She felt woozy and a 

little nauseous. Realizing that she wasn’t going to make it to work, she reached for her mobile 

phone and called Jess and asked her if she could take Abby to school on her way to work. 
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 She then spent most of the day wrapped in her dressing gown, in front of the TV with 

continual cups of tea and paracetamol. At about half three, the rustle of her letterbox made 

her jump and, as her feet were resting upon the coffee table at the time, she almost kicked 

over the dregs of her latest cup of tea. The rustle was followed by a light thud.  

That bloody postman, Dina thought. She went to the front door and saw a small jiffy 

bag resting amongst other letters on her welcome mat. She bent down to pick it up. 

 Natasha Hetrick, 13 Doberman Road, West Mellowood, Hampshire. This time 

handwritten in black marker on the front of the jiffy bag. And something small and hard was 

rolling around inside the package. 

 “Fuck’s sake,” Dina whispered tetchily. Am I expected to just keep taking these letters 

down the post office? 

 She decided to call the post office. 

 “I brought in some letters the other day,” Dina explained to the postmistress. “Letters 

addressed to someone called Natasha Hetrick. Basically I’m still getting letters for this 

woman and I’m just wondering if you’ve found out where they’re meant to be going.” 

 “Did you say Natasha Hetrick?” asked the postmistress. 

 “Yes.” 

 “Oh. Those letters.” The postmistress’ voice had altered. When she had answered the 

phone, her tone was genial and cheerful. But her pitch had dropped and her tone was now 

tinged with dread. 

 “Why? Who is this Natasha Hetrick?” Dina asked. 

 “We don’t know. The letters you brought in to us are dead letters.” 

 “Dead letters?” 

 “Yes. It means the person to whom the letter is written cannot be found. And the 

person who wrote the letter, the sender, also cannot be found. We don’t know who Natasha 
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Hetrick is. We can’t find any records for her. Nor can we find records for this Stephen, who 

wrote the letters. He sounds from the letters like he’s an ex-husband. But neither of these 

people seem to exist.” 

 “What do the letters say?” 

 “I’m afraid it’s classified. The police have them now. So I would suggest that you 

take any more letters you receive straight to the police.” 

 “The police? Why do the police have them?” 

 “Sorry. I can’t say anything more.” 

 “Oh. Okay. Well, thank you,” said Dina. She hung up the phone and looked again at 

the mysterious package she was still holding in her hand.  

 There’s obviously something going on if the police are involved, Dina thought, 

inquisitively squeezing and feeling the jiffy bag in an attempt to discern the small, hard object 

inside. 

 “Fuck it. I never saw curiosity kill any cats,” Dina said to herself before reaching for a 

bread knife and slicing into the package.  

 She emptied its contents onto the kitchen table. There was a folded up slip of paper, 

and the small object was wrapped in a thin layer of toilet tissue. Intrigued by this the most, 

she picked it up and carefully unravelled the tissue. 

 Then she gasped in horror. 

 The object slipped through her fingers and plummeted with a small click to the granite 

floor. Dina threw a hand over her gaping mouth and felt herself close to retching. She 

stumbled backwards, her ankles suddenly weak. 

 “Oh my God,” she uttered in a muffled whisper. 



CHRISTOPHER BERRY – DEAD LETTERS 

 

11 
 

 The object was a finger. A small, severed index finger. Scraggly, loose bits of 

decayed flesh clung to the bone. Dina felt an intuitive jab of pain shoot through her own 

index finger as she looked at it. 

 Dina grabbed a rubber glove from beneath the kitchen sink and put it on, before 

picking up the finger from her kitchen floor. Biting her tongue and holding her breath, 

endeavouring to suppress a surge of vomit, she placed it back inside the jiffy bag, her fingers 

quivering. 

 This cries out for an explanation, Dina thought, turning her attention to the folded up 

slip of paper. She picked it up and opened it out. It was a letter. Handwritten again, except 

that the handwriting was different to that on the front of the jiffy bag. The words were 

scrawled across the paper in a haphazard, uneven mess, signifying either haste in the writer, 

or rage. There were occasional small holes in the paper from where the writer had pressed so 

hard with his or her black biro. 

 Dina read the letter. 

 

Dear Natasha. I told you I would hurt her if you got the police involved. 

Look what you made me do. I didn’t want to hurt our daughter. That day, when 

you two were in the park, I took her because I needed something to bargain with. 

You have forced me to use our daughter as a tool to get what I need. Because you 

have refused to answer my letters, my calls and my texts. I don’t want to keep 

using her. But until you come back to me, I will have to. 

I want us to be a family again. I was a broken man the day you walked out 

and took our daughter with you. But now I am a changed man and I am ready to 

do things right.  
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I asked you in my last letter to call me so that we can arrange to meet and 

talk. You ignored my request. Now I am asking you to meet me at our old house 

on November Avenue. Meet me there tonight at 8 o’clock. I promise you, we will 

be a family again. 

And no police this time. You must promise you will keep the police out of 

it. Because if you get them involved again, the next package I send you will 

contain our daughter’s pretty head. 

I love you. Stephen. 

 

“Shit!” Dina cried. 

She was about to reach for her phone and call the police instinctively when there was 

a knock at the front door. 

Dina jumped and the letter slipped through her fingers and spun to the floor. She 

picked it up quickly and stuffed it back into the package, which she then hid in a drawer. She 

gathered herself together and went to answer the door. Just above the letterbox, through the 

textured obscure glass panels, Dina could see the blurred silhouette of her youngest 

daughter’s head, and through another, she saw the much taller figure of her oldest daughter. 

“Hey there my lovely girls,” Dina said as she opened the door, forcing a smile to 

mask her unease. 

“Look, Mummy! I made a sweety jar!” Abby held up a large clay pot – brittle-looking 

and slightly crooked, with Abby finger-written across the circumference.  

“Ah, it’s lovely, darling!” Dina said. 

“This little girl hasn’t stopped talking since we left the school!” Jess said with a 

snigger. “Telling me all about how much she loves art class. And how excited she’s been to 

show you her pot!” 
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“Thank you for taking her and picking her up today, Jessica,” Dina said. “Did, er... 

Did you wanna stay for a cup of tea?” 

“No, thanks Mum. I best be getting back. Martin will be home soon.” Martin was 

Jess’s fiancé. They were due to get married the following summer. Dina couldn’t be more 

proud (but that may have had something to do with the fact that Martin was the first of Jess’ 

many many boyfriends who Dina actually approved of). 

“Jess, I want to give you a present for being so nice and taking me to school today,” 

Abby said, very conspicuously hiding her clay pot behind her back. 

“Really? A present?” Jess said, unassuming. 

“You can have my sweety jar!” Abby declared, taking the pot from behind her back 

and holding it up. “But don’t eat too many sweets ’cause your teeth will fall out.” 

Jess laughed. “I won’t. Thank you honey!” 

Jess took Abby’s pot, smiled and murmured, “See ya later, Mum,” to Dina as she 

turned to walk from the porch to her car, parked behind Dina’s on the driveway. 

“Bye hun...” Dina murmured softly. She quickly shut the front door and returned to 

the kitchen. She took the package from the drawer and re-read the letter inside. 

 

Now I am asking you to meet me at our old house on November Avenue. 

Meet me there tonight at 8 o’clock. 

No police this time. 

 

Dina knew where November Avenue was. She decided she was going to go there. She 

curbed approaching feelings of nausea and got dressed. She thought about nothing else for 

the next couple of hours. At about half seven that evening, as if powered by adrenaline alone, 
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she got in her car and drove to November Avenue. It was a quiet little street of quaint, old 

houses on the edge of West Mellowood, about ten minutes away.  

Her car radio had failed to tune in to any stations. So Dina drove in silence. The night 

had crawled in and brought with it more rain and more wind. She listened to the rap of the 

rain against her windscreen and the shrill whistle of the wind through the trees and fences all 

around outside. 

Then, suddenly, another breath.  

Another breath that wasn’t hers, right next to her left ear. Again. 

Dina jerked her head towards the left passenger window. No one there. 

Then, out of the corner of Dina’s right eye – a shadow. She gasped, her heart stopped 

and she jerked again towards the driver’s window. 

Nothing. 

Then two hands grabbed Dina’s face. 

Dina screamed. 

“Guess who!” giggled Abby from the back seat, both of her small hands pressed 

across Dina’s eyes. 

Dina had been so absorbed in her own frenzied thoughts that she had forgotten that 

she had brought her youngest daughter with her. Her stone muscles gradually thawed, her 

heart slowed, and she realized that Abby had undone her seatbelt. Dina turned around in her 

seat and shouted, “Strap yourself back in! Don’t be so stupid!” 

“Sorry, Mummy,” said Abby diffidently, obediently leaning back in her seat and re-

fastening her belt.  

Dina pulled into November Avenue and immediately her pulse started to race again. 

She had no idea which house she was looking for, but then, as she drove a little further up the 

road, she saw a house unlike all the others. It was boarded up, with timber panels in every 
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window, and a hideously overgrown garden congested with overlong, weed-saturated grass 

and framed by chaotic, unkempt hedges.  

Could this be it? Dina thought as she pulled up next to it. Will Stephen be inside? 

Waiting for Natasha? 

Should I really be doing this? 

She got out, told Abby to stay in the car and behave, and locked all the doors. She 

then approached the front gate. There was sparse evidence that the gate used to be a shiny 

black colour, because it was almost completely covered by coarse, murky, orangey-brown 

rust. Dina struggled to push open the gate, as it was hanging loose from its hinges and was 

scraping the concrete beneath. She approached the house across the barely visible path 

leading to the front door, a path mostly buried under weeds and grass. 

The front door was boarded up, but it was ajar. Around the edges the wood was 

cracked and broken. The door had been forced open. 

She crept inside. The house seemed empty. The walls were dingy and damp with 

mould breeding in all the corners, and the floors were bare of carpet; just cold stone and the 

odd stringy weed growing through cracks in the stone. The staircase looked covered by an 

inch of dust. Dead silence but for a constant, hushed scratching sound. 

Rats? 

Dina shivered. 

Then a sudden sound startled her. 

Zzzzzzzzzz. Zzzzzzzzzz. Zzzzzzzzzz. 

Buzzing. Three distinct hums like a mobile phone vibrating. It was coming from 

upstairs. 
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Dina followed the sound and started up the dusty wooden staircase to the first floor. 

Her heart was punching her ribcage. Her palms were moist with cold sweat. The buzzing 

drew nearer. 

Zzzzzzzzzz. Zzzzzzzzzz. Zzzzzzzzzz. 

Dina entered one of the bedrooms, following the buzzing to a built-in wardrobe in the 

corner of the room. She pulled open the door and saw a railing with several clothes hangers 

dangling from it. Above the railing was a shelf, on which was a large cardboard box. 

Zzzzzzzzzz. Zzzzzzzzzz. Zzzzzzzzzz. 

The vibrating was very close now. Dina reached towards the shelf to lift down the 

box. It was heavy, so she set it down immediately on the floor. Its contents looked grey 

because of the very thick blanket of dust draped over them, but a small, square, digital panel 

was glowing a yellowish-green beneath the dust, shining through it, glowing in rhythmic 

accord with the buzzing. 

Dina reached in and unleashed the mobile phone from the dust. It was a really old, 

obsolete Nokia phone. 

Stephen calling, said the digital panel, while the phone was still vibrating in Dina’s 

hand. 

Dina gasped. She then composed herself quickly and decided to answer it. 

I’m going to find out what the hell is going on here. 

She used her thumb to press the answer button, and she brought the phone to her ear. 

“Hello?” 

“Biiiiitttcch!!! Fuuuuuccking biiiiiiitch!!” shrieked an appalling, chafing, piercing 

voice at the end of the line. 

Dina tossed the phone across the floorboards. It shattered into pieces and kicked up a 

small, mushroom-shaped cloud of dust.  
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Dina started to wheeze. She clutched her chest. She ransacked her pockets for her 

inhaler, but realized she’d left it on the coffee table in her living room. 

“Shit!” she cried. 

She shut her eyes and tried to concentrate on her breathing.  

Stay calm. Slow, deep breaths, she instructed herself. 

She looked into the box again and saw a heap of paperwork which she lifted out. 

There were a few letters – bills addressed to Natasha Hetrick. Amongst these bills were 

receipts, shopping lists, bank statements and other papers. Dina sifted through them and her 

eye was drawn immediately to a receipt for a medical prescription. 

Midazolam. It was an amnesia drug. Doctors administered it to patients who wanted 

to forget something traumatic or unpleasant that had happened to them. The midazolam 

would effectively delete those memories. 

Also in the box, beneath all the loose slips of paper, was a large leather-bound book. 

Dina hauled it out of the box and opened it. 

A photograph album. Dina leafed through some of the pages, and her face began to 

fold and twist with confusion. 

“What?” 

She didn’t understand. 

So many of them – loads of them in fact – were photographs of her. 

In the corner of one of the pages, there was a photo of her wearing sunglasses, 

cropped blue trousers and a white T-shirt, clothes she didn’t remember having. She was stood 

on a pebble-strewn beach which was bustling with people. The sun was shining and the sea 

was glistening in the background. 

She was stood next to a man. She had her arms around the man and was holding him 

close. They looked like a couple, though Dina had never seen him before. 
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There was a caption handwritten beneath the photo. Dina recognised the handwriting. 

It was hers. 

Me and Stephen in Brighton. 

“No....” Dina whispered, gaping in horror at the photo. It made no sense. No sense at 

all. 

“Don’t you remember?” said a very familiar voice. 

Dina looked up.  

Jess had stepped into the room. 

“Jessica?” Dina said. “How d’you know I’d be here?” 

“You don’t remember, do you. I did try to make it all come back to you. I repackaged 

and resent all of Dad’s letters to try and get your memories to come back.” Jess’ voice was 

different. There was no warmth in her tone. There was a quiet melancholy in her voice. 

Melancholy and disappointment. 

“Jess, w-w....?” Dina sputtered. 

“It didn’t work. I wanted you to remember. I was convinced you would remember if 

you came back to this house. But clearly you don’t.” 

“Remember what? Jess, remember WHAT?!” Dina became increasingly exasperated. 

“How you killed my Dad.” 

Dina looked back at the photograph of herself and this ‘Stephen’. She felt so 

frustrated to be looking at something she had no memory of doing, of a person she had no 

memory of knowing. As she looked at some of the other pictures, she realized that a whole 

chunk of her life was missing. And it wasn’t just frustrating. It was frightening.  

She returned her gaze to her daughter, whose features were twisted in an enraged, 

hateful expression. Dina felt a tear escape her eye and dribble slowly down her cheek. 

“I’m sorry, Jessica,” Dina said dolefully. “I don’t remember any of this.” 
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“Then I’ll tell you,” Jess said, her voice cold and unyielding. “You left my Dad. You 

left him when I was eleven years old and you took me with you. He just wanted us to be a 

family again. He just wanted another chance. That’s why he took me. He just wanted you to 

listen.” 

Jess took a few steps towards Dina, her menacing figure half bathed in shadow. A 

streak of orange light from the streetlamp outside through the broken boards over the 

bedroom window carved Jess’ face. Dina found herself afraid. Afraid of her own daughter. 

“But you didn’t listen,” Jess continued. “You weren’t willing to give my Dad another 

chance. He asked you to meet him. On the night he died, in the last letter he wrote to you, he 

asked you to meet him here, at our old house. The house we shared as a family. And he asked 

you to come alone. But you didn’t, did you. You deceived him. You turned up with a fuck-

load of cops hiding in the shadows like animals waiting to pounce. Dad never had a chance. 

You didn’t even give him a chance to speak before they gunned him down. They gunned him 

down right in front of me. I watched him take his last, blood-soaked breath.” 

“Jessica.... I....” Dina started, as she stood up to come face to face with her daughter. 

“My name is not Jessica!” Jess screamed with sudden ferocity. “You changed our 

names! Don’t you remember?! You killed my Dad and that’s why you had the doctors 

administer those amnesia drugs to both of us. You wanted to forget what had happened. You 

wanted me to forget what had happened. And you changed our names. I am not Jessica 

Macey and you are not Dina Macey. I am Jemma Hetrick and you are Natasha Hetrick.” 

Dina stayed silent. She just stared into Jess’ angry eyes, while her insides churned. 

She felt like someone was hollowing out her organs with a shovel. 

 “Except that the drugs didn’t last long on me. As I got older, I started to remember. 

And now I can see everything that happened that night really clearly. I’ve been planning to 

avenge my Dad ever since I remembered everything. Ever since I learned the truth.” 
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“What are you going to do?” Dina murmured, choked, her voice tiny and shaky.  

“I would’ve thought that would be obvious, Mum,” Jess said. “An eye for an eye.” 

Dina realized that Jess’ left hand had not left her pocket. The whole time she was 

talking, it had been buried in the left pocket of her long, black winter coat. 

It was at that moment that Jess jerked her hand from her pocket, revealing a small 

black pistol, which she pointed at Dina. 

It was then that Dina noticed. 

As Jess clasped the gun, Dina saw that her index finger on her left hand was missing. 

There was a tiny lump where her index finger should have been. And to Dina’s astonishment, 

she could not remember how it had happened. 

She couldn’t remember how her own daughter had lost her finger. 

Dina gasped for air. Her chest was tight. 

Jess’s expression was vacant as her middle finger teetered over the trigger. Then she 

pelted Dina with a torrent of bullets to her chest, emptying the barrel of her gun. 

Dina fell with a crack upon the floorboards, kicking up a much larger cloud of dust. 

Blood started to seep from her bullet wounds and trickle across the floor towards the leather 

photo album. A small puddle of blood formed around the corner of the album.  

Jess stayed for a moment, staring into her mother’s dead eyes, wide open and frozen 

in horror. A few spots of Dina’s blood were on Jess’ cheeks. She bent down and took Dina’s 

car keys from her pocket. 

She left the gun beside her mother’s body and left. 

She went outside to the car. Inside was a frightened Abby, awaiting the return of her 

mother with her mitten-covered hands over her ears. Jess used Dina’s keys to get in the car 

and start the engine. 
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“Jess!” Abby said, evidently relieved to see her older sister after all the scary bangs. 

“Where’s Mummy? And what’s that on your face?” 

“Sorry, little sis,” Jess said coldly, turning in the road and ramming her foot down on 

the accelerator. “Mummy’s had to go away. And I’m afraid she’s not coming back.” 

 

 

 

  

 


