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You don’t know what it feels like to have something stolen from you. The one thing that means more to you than anything else. One minute it’s there. The next it’s gone.

Think of your most prized possession. Think of the one thing you love more than anything else. Think of the one thing you would die for. And then think of losing it.

Think of the words of comfort given by others and how useless they are. Think of how the world keeps going on and on but how yours would stop, just like that. Think of the emptiness and the gaping hole where love once was.

Maybe you feel numb. Maybe it hurts too much to even contemplate. Maybe you cannot bear to think about it and so you bury your head in the sand and pretend everything is okay.

I cannot do that. I can’t let it go. I can’t grieve and move on. I don’t want to face the rest of my days with that emptiness. I choose to do something. I choose to be a mother. Her mother. I choose her. I will not stop until I have a daughter again.

2005

Chapter One

Abby Henshaw’s foot tapped as she glanced at the clock again before turning to her daughter, Beth, who was playing on the floor. A man with a little girl came out of the doctor’s office. He picked the girl up, swinging her under his arm until she giggled. Abby’s phone rang. She pulled it out of her bag, attracting the stares of the other people in the waiting room, and looked at the screen, cursing her husband for calling when he should’ve known she’d be at the doctor’s.

‘Hey. How did the doctor’s go?’ Paul asked.

‘We haven’t been in yet,’ Abby said.

‘What time was your appointment? I thought it was early,’ Paul said.

‘It was. Things got a bit behind schedule.’

‘Your fault or theirs?’ he asked.

Abby wanted to say theirs but she knew that wasn’t strictly true so she ignored the question. ‘So what’s up?’ she asked. ‘You sound tired.’

‘I’m alright. I just didn’t sleep very well.’ He paused. ‘Anyway I just wanted to check-in.’ She could hear him moving about, probably shuffling books around shelves. ‘What’s on your agenda today?’ he said.

‘Once we see Dr Evans we’re going to see Auntie Jen, aren’t we?’ Abby looked down at Beth and ran her fingers through her daughter’s feathery hair.

A nurse came to the door leading to the clinic rooms and shouted, ‘Martin Savage, please?’ A man with crutches stood up and hobbled towards the nurse.

‘Jen?’ Paul said.
‘You’re
driving up to see
her
?’

‘Yeah, I told you that the other day.’

‘I don’t think you did,’ he said and Abby opened her mouth to argue but Paul cut her off. ‘Anyway that’s not the point.’

‘What
is
the point?’ Abby asked.

‘Why can’t she come here?’

‘Don’t start, Paul.’

‘I’m not starting. I’m just asking why she can’t come to you.’

‘She said she’s got builders in. She doesn’t want to leave them unsupervised.’

Abby heard Paul snort. ‘She’s such a...’ He stopped. Since Beth had been born Paul had curbed his swearing and rarely lapsed. Abby wasn’t quite as restrained.  ‘She should come to you, Abby,’ Paul said. ‘You’re the one who’s just had a baby.’

‘I’m the one who had a baby
eight
months ago. Anyway, she came here last time.’

‘That’s not the point. If she wants people to go to her she should live somewhere near civilisation. I mean what does she
do
up there? As far as I can tell, the only reason to move to the country is if you’re being punished for something.’

‘She writes,’ Abby said.

‘Jen doesn’t write. She lives the life of an
artiste
,’ he said. Abby could almost see quotation marks in the air.

Abby looked down at Beth and realised she was watching someone sitting behind her. Abby turned and saw a red-haired woman pulling funny faces. Abby dragged the pushchair closer towards her and turned her attention back to Paul, who was still complaining.
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