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OVERVIEW
Taglines:
A novel of isolated misfortunes, brought together by an unexpected silver lining.
A balance of heartbreak and renewal, Here Comes the Sun explores how unexpected tragedies can forge even less expected triumphs. 
Hook:
The God of the Woods meets A Town Called Solace in a novel about five dispirited northerners from across the lifespan, who through a series of unlucky events, realize the necessity of each other to weather life’s storms; exploring the depths of loss, the need for community, and the ways we move forward.  
Possible Back Cover Copy: 
In an isolated northern town, a late winter storm and the covert release of a pack of dogs causes an accident that forces the lives of two families to collide, drawing them together once more after an unsolved crime divided them thirty years ago.

Haunted by what was withheld in the past, Jenna McPherson calls in the accident when a familiar car crashes into her neighbour’s memorialized seed house. Her youngest daughter, Meadow, reeling from a failed romance, follows the tracks of a pack of dogs to her agoraphobic neighbour’s destroyed seed house, finding two unusual treasures. Unable to go outside and determined to replay the day he lost his wife thirty years ago, Linus forms an unlikely relationship with a troubled young boy while his daughter, Special Constable Calla Fischer, must reconnect with her former best friend, Jenna, in order to find the closure she’s been seeking these past three decades. When a body shows up at the sight of the crash, Jenna must step forward as caregiver to her misunderstood grandson while the fate of her eldest daughter, Maggie, hangs in the balance of this woman’s survival. And a small dog from within the pack could be the key to revealing secrets long buried.

A balance of heartbreak and renewal, Here Comes the Sun explores how unexpected tragedies can forge even less expected triumphs, and how intergenerational friendships can uncover a future we thought had escaped us. 

The manuscript is complete at 86,000 words and comprises 48 chapters.


AUTHOR BIOGRAPHY

[image: ]Tara has styled mannequins, acted in film and stage, and worked on a psychiatry floor during the SARS outbreak—all to pay for six years of university tuition and too many late-night tea runs. When she is not packing bento boxes for her family, or reading and writing, she uses those years of schooling as a Speech-Language Pathologist.  
Tara is passionate about connecting amazing stories with people who might feel alone on their journey. She has volunteered with children who are deaf in Namibia, multiple disabled people in Kenya, and has spent over ten years working with children and youth with mental health and developmental disabilities. 
She regularly teaches at conferences on craft and wellness in the writing life. She is a GoodLit Alumna and acts as Publishers’ Way Coordinator for The Eden Mills Writer’s Festival, which showcases Canada’s most esteemed authors. 
Tara has a vibrant and engaged readership grown through her monthly newsletter, author website, and participation within the #bookstagram community. She also connects regularly with NYTs best-selling authors and has a listenership of over 30,000 downloads on her author-interview podcast, The Hope Prose Podcast. 
If she can find spare time, you may catch her rock climbing the Ontario Escarpment, narrating audiobooks, or planning her family’s next camping trip.

Passion Behind the Work
Tara was born in a small Northern Ontario town called Kapuskasing. Her parents grew up in Muskoka and, even after moving to Southern Ontario, they insisted on monthly road trips to visit grandparents and friends who refused to leave the radiance of the North. 
Beyond breath-taking moonglades and wooded wonderlands, Northern Ontario also contains a rarely showcased cast of resilient and tenacious communities. It is this connection to a place that is unforgiving, especially in the winter, and yet unforgettable by its people, that captured Tara’s curiosity. 
Reading Together by Vivek H. Murthy, MD inspired Tara to further explore how certain communities find connection, despite geographical and situational barriers. It felt urgent to write a story that showcased this necessity for human relationships, especially within our post-pandemic, war and technology-laden world. While out for a trail run, Tara watched a young girl help an elderly man carry wood for the coming winter. The Beatles came on her playlist and the idea for Here Comes the Sun was born.   
MARKETING AND PROMOTION
Over the past five years, I’ve learned about book promotion through publicity reps for our podcast, festival directors, established authors, and endless hours of podcast listening. I am passionate about being my book’s strongest advocate, and will work tirelessly alongside your marketing department to ensure Astrid’s story reaches every reader in our target audience.  
I have outlined below my current marketing strengths and efforts, along with my strategic plan to promote this novel from the present moment to the many years following its release. 

CURRENT MARKETING STRENGTHS: 
· Public Speaking and Interviews 
· I have moderated at book events for authors, such as Carly Fortune, Lisa Moore, Lily Chu, Amy Jones, and David A. Roberston. In many of these interviews, I received specific feedback that my moderation was some of the best they’ve experienced. 
· On our author-interview podcast, I have similarly interviewed best-selling authors, such as Tara Conklin, Katherine Center, Erica Bauermeister, and Emma Grey, with glowing feedback and compliments on my narrating of their stories.
· As an audiobook narrator, I also love bringing words to life and would shine at book reading events.
· I also have experience with acting, both on stage and in film, which assists in confident stage presence for any audience.  
 
· Website Design and Online Marketing
· I created and adapt my author website regularly with steady traffic to my blog content and The Hope Prose Podcast (over 30,000 downloads this year). 
· I also have a monthly newsletter that has grown to over a thousand subscribers. 
· I regularly create graphics and content to fit within the brand of a book I am marketing. In collaboration with a cover designer, I would enjoy curating content for social media and beyond.

· A Contagious Extroverted Personality 
· I enjoy learning about other people and inadvertently network both online and at in person events with ease. 
· I have already gathered a broad and diverse group of supporters for my writing and plan to politely request for all the help I can get when this book releases.
· I have already had over a dozen people offer to beta-ready this story and they are thrilled to support its release, however they can.  



MARKETING PLAN:
Pre-contract Efforts:
· Create early hype through a selection of five-ten beta readers (Complete at 12!) 
· Post 10 reviews and social media posts about comparative works from authors I currently admire and would ideally like to gain endorsements through once contracted
· ‘First Page Friday’ narration posts will be tailored for this going forward
· Connect with 5-10 book communities/festivals to build relationships 
· Eden Mills Writers Festival (EMWF) (current vice-chair of the board)
· Kitchener/Waterloo Book Bloggers (current active member)
· Word on the Street (friends with previous organizer)
· Toronto International Festival of Authors (attending virtually this year)
· Guelph/McMaster/U of T Creative Writing Programs (academic connections)
· Guelph/Milton/Toronto Public Libraries (regular patron already!)
· Guelph Arts Council/artBar (friends with the Executive Director)
· Canada Reads/CBC (participating in short story contest and related events, moderated for Ali Hassan in 2023 at the EMWF)
· Zibby Books ambassador
· Ongoing submissions to literary journals and magazines to establish literary name (three acceptances this year already)
· Consider a change in pen-name as seen appropriate by contracting publisher
· Continue to build e-mail subscribers and social media followers through regular and engaging content on brand for this book 
Pre-Launch Efforts: 
· Create themed #booktok and #bookstagram videos to tease at the story leading up to publication announcement 
· Connect with a book influencer/media outlet for the cover reveal
· Establish a launch team six-twelve months out to share cover/title and teasers 
· Take part in ARC giveaways on Goodreads and send ARCS to endorsers with personalized hand-written notes 
· Prepare book club questions prior to publication for website and back matter
· Forward ARC copies to librarians, book subscription boxes, industry reviewers, and additional endorsers
· Create a book video trailer three months prior to release
· Schedule blog/#bookstagram tour to occur during month of launch
· Book 10+ talk show, IG live, library, and podcast interviews during month of launch
· Provide easy access to endorsements, reviews, and buy links on website  

 Launch Month Efforts: 
· Organize Book Launch at Toronto or New York Independent bookstore along with The Book Shelf in Guelph with attached ArtBar. 
· Attend 20+ in person and virtual writer’s conferences/events to promote the novel
· Take part in online #bookstagram interviews, podcasts during launch month
· Interact with readers both online and in person to build relationships
Post-Launch Efforts 
· Submit book for possible awards opportunities 
· Continue to take part in book club interviews, podcasts, and festival related activities, including as a moderator or guest instructor
· Post about book reviews, feedback and milestones
· Build interest in the next title, keeping a similar theme/feel to the content
Additional Creative Marketing Ideas:
· Here Comes the Sun takes place in a small northern community near Kapuskasing, Ontario, which is where I was born. I also currently live in a forested town of 300 people, to which a large portion takes part in our yearly literary festival (that welcomes thousands). There is already considerable interest in supporting a launch party both within the village and at our neighbouring town of Guelph’s Indy bookstore, The Book Shelf. 
· As Vice Chair of the board for the Eden Mills Writer’s Festival, I have a ready-made platform to showcase this novel and future stories. With my close connection to the artistic director, we could secure a platform within this festival and recommendations for other festivals across Canada and the U.S.    
· A thematic connection to the Beatles can offer a musical soundtrack to the story. With permission and copyright laws explored, it would be powerful to offer connections to some of these songs at both the book launch and through marketing materials. I am fortunate to have many professional musician friends in my life who could compose or perform variations on the songs shared in the story. 
Tara’s current and growing social media presence includes:
· Podcast – The Hope Prose Podcast (all major podcast players), 30,000 plus downloads 
· Instagram/Threads  – @tara.k.ross, 4300 followers
· Twitter/X — @tara_k_ross, 1600 followers
· Facebook – Tara Ross 800+ friends; member of ten online writing communities 
· Website — www.tarakross.com 


ENDORSEMENTS
Tara has personal connections with several authors who have supported her in the past and who could be contacted for possible endorsements: 

· Erica Bauermeister - NYT bestselling author of No Two Persons and The Scent Keeper 
· Previous podcast guest and book club guest

· Charlene Carr–Award-winning author of Hold my Girl 
· Writing acquaintance through Eden Mills Writer’s Festival and podcast guest

· Susie Finkbeiner–Award-winning author of The Nature of Small Birds and All Manner of Things
· Previous endorser and friendly writing acquaintance 

· Ethan Joella–Jenna’s Book Club Pick for A Little Hope, and author of A Quiet Life 
· Previous workshop writing mentor and friendly writing aquaintance

· Karen Lin Greenberg- Library Journal Most-Anticipated Book of 2023 for You are Here
· Previous podcast guest and online writing acquaintance 

· Bret Lott–Oprah Book Club pick and best-selling author of Jewel  
· GoodLit Retreat Mentor and early reader of Here Comes the Sun and other works

· Lisa Moore–Acclaimed author of February, Alligator and This is How We Love 
· writing acquaintance through Eden Mills Writer’s Festival literary panel

· David A. Roberston–Governor General’s Literary Award winner and author of The Theory of Crows 
· writing acquaintance through Eden Mills Writer’s Festival literary panel










COMPARATIVE WORKS
The God of the Woods, Liz Moore (July 2024, Riverhead Books)
[bookmark: _GoBack]A Barack Obama summer read, Moore’s NYT Best-selling novel blends a page-turning mystery with a multi-POV literary masterpiece. In both The God of the Woods and Here Comes the Sun, an isolated setting and layered generational secrets intrigue readers to travel across time and voices to solve repeated crimes that appear connected. While Moore uses primarily younger female POVs across timelines set in the past, Here Comes the Sun stays in the present (beyond the prologue) with reflections across five POVs that cross genders and age. Both stories explore themes of grief, class, and resentment.   
A Town Called Solace, Mary Lawson (February 2021, Knopf Canada)
Sharing not only a Northern Ontario setting and woven narratives across different stages of life, Lawson’s Booker Prize finalist novel also explores how people grapple with loss within a small town. While Lawson’s brilliant novel offers an aspect of suspense centered on a missing sister and a stranger coming to town, Here Comes the Sun adds mystery through a past disappearance and car accident. Both novels encourage readers to revisit and make peace with past mistakes.  
A Quiet Life, Ethan Joella (November 2022, Scribner)
In both Joella’s moving second novel and Here Comes the Sun, the different aspects of grief in people from a small-town are explored through parallel and intersecting storylines. Both stories, despite their heart-rendering and isolating starts, offer the characters unforeseen circumstances that move them into relationships and a community that offers hope. While A Quiet Life focuses on the POVs of three adults, Here Comes the Sun provides a main cast of five POVs that explore grief from across the lifespan.
The Winners, Fredrik Backman (September 2022, Simon & Schuster)
With Backman’s stunning finale to his three-part series, we are brought back to the close-knit community of Beartown, one that, similar to Hope Falls in Here Comes the Sun, has a forest and frigid weather threatening to shut them in. Both these stories use woven narratives to explore how first loves, second chances, and reluctant goodbyes can both divide and unite a community. While Backman uses an idolized hockey team and the inexcusable actions of its members and fans as plot threads, Here Comes the Sun pulls on the unforgiveable acts families carry out and attempt to keep hidden over generations. 
This is How We Love, Lisa Moore (May 2022, House of Anansi Press)
From one of Canada’s most celebrated novelists, Lisa Moore’s most recent story explores the different facets of family and how we choose to love through the many highs and lows those relationships provide. In both This is How We Love and Here Comes the Sun, the interwoven stories from a larger cast of characters are used to reflect on the mistakes of our past and how they impact our relationships in the present. While Moore’s expert prose uses a more literary voice and flexible timeline, Here Comes the Sun offers more commercial appeal with a forward-moving timeline that is both character and plot driven.  
Same as it Ever Was, Claire Lombardo (June 18, Doubleday)
In this follow-up to Lombardo’s NYT’s best-selling debut, we meet Julia Ames, a women much like Jenna McPhearson who, despite having reached the picket-fence dream of mid-life, has an unsettling, ‘happenstantial’ incident that sends her on an unraveling course. Both Same as it Ever Was and Here Comes the Sun take you deep into the lives of real, broken humans, sharing themes of maternal anxiety, intergenerational friendships and the messy reality of relationships. While Lombardo focuses on the inner life of Julia Ames, Here Comes the Sun offers interiority from multiple perspectives.   


TARGET MARKET

In his book, The Emotional Craft of Fiction, Donald Maass shares that “hope is the current running through fiction that we love.” That we seek characters who are yearning for the good in the world and who strive for hearts more generous than our own. Here Comes the Sun is written to connect with readers who are striving to make peace in the world and with the mistakes in their lives, even if they happened thirty years ago.  

TARGET AUDIENCE: Book Club readers aged 17- 40 who have experienced grief or isolation over the past five years and are seeking a hopeful outlook for the future.  

SECONDARY AUDIENCE: Readers who enjoy the books of Mary Lawson, Liz Moore Fredrik Backman, who enjoy puzzling out mysteries within isolated settings.  

TERTIARY AUDIENCE: Family members who are daughters, mothers, or grandparents to whom this book will be shared because of the broad age range of the POV characters and deeply human and universal themes.  

Here Comes the Sun is written to fit well within the Up Lit and adult book club market, intentionally worded to be non-threatening and inclusive of all readers, especially targeted for libraries and intergenerational book clubs.







SYNOPSIS
Thirty years in the past, JENNA McPHEARSON watches her neighbour’s seed house burn to the ground, staying an observer when she should be sharing the truth of why this has occurred. 
Present day, during a late winter storm, her teenage daughter, MEADOW MCPHEARSON, paints within the forest surrounding their isolated northern village. She hears a pack of animals howling and leaves the safety of an abandoned greenhouse (turned art studio) to follow the sounds. She finds a set of dog tracks leading from the barely viable dog rescue center, where she should have been volunteering that night. 
On a nearby country road, Jenna’s eldest daughter and her nine-year-old grandson, HENRY McPHEARSON, have almost arrived for their St. Patrick’s Day dinner. Henry is thrilled to see the dogs running alongside the road until his momma crashes and his imaginary friend, a birdhouse gourd, flies out the window. 
LINUS CLAREMONT, a recluse widower, plants seeds at his kitchen table in memory of his wife, now missing for thirty years. Hope leaps in his chest at the flash of headlights. Has his wife returned or is he dying? The lights crash into her beloved seed house.
Across the street, when the sound of the crash startles Jenna from preparations, she fears her first-born daughter, with a drunk-driving track record, could be the person behind the wheel. 
A short distance away, marijuana helps Special Constable CALLA FISCHER unwind from her week. She notices the dogs and a black SUV with a busted up bumper. She soon discovers the hit and run destroyed her father, Linus’s, and her missing mother’s seed house.
All too aware of her previous DUI charge, Henry’s momma races from the crash and takes Henry to McDonald’s, distracting him from the loss of his gourd. While in the play structure, Henry inadvertently causes a toddler to fall. They leave before Henry’s history of dysregulation and volatility gets them in more trouble. 
Back in the village, Jenna debates if she can stay quiet again, Linus wants to find the culprit and exact judgement, and Calla wonders if the crash could be connected to her mother’s disappearance. She also knows where the dogs came from, but having never passed her full police exams, and with her father a retired detective, she doesn’t waste her breath.  
Meanwhile, Meadow saw her sister’s SUV drive away and has followed the animal tracks to the crash. She finds her nephew’s gourd at the scene which confirms her sister’s involvement. She hides the gourd in fear of what this might mean for her sister. 
When Jenna’s older daughter calls to say she can’t make dinner, Jenna’s own suspicions build. She calls her husband at the paper mill for support, but when he shrugs her off and refuses to come home, in an act of desperation for their marriage, she calls the police with her suspicions.  
The next morning, Meadow finds a small dog with an injured paw digging in the debris. She asks to keep him, and her mom strikes a deal that includes reconnecting with IRL friends. She reluctantly agrees, but this means contacting the boy she’s been avoiding at the shelter. Meadow’s new-found dog bounds back to the crash, and Calla, on her way to the dog shelter to investigate, also notices it digging within the debris. They find an unconscious woman and rush her to the hospital. What was previously a destruction of property case now may turn into manslaughter. 
Unaware of the events three hours away, Henry opens the front door to two cops. He assumes they’re responding to his incident with the toddler, but when they threaten his mother, he goes on the offense and attacks. They take him and his mother in separate cars to the police station, with Henry still in the dark as to what has happened. 
A social worker calls Jenna, asking her to care for Henry until the charges now facing her daughter are resolved in court. Meadow is left alone with the dog and the notion that something significant connects the dog and the woman found under the shed. Linus also has his suspicions but refuses to trust Calla’s mounting evidence that somehow this crash may connect back to his wife’s disappearance.
Against his grandmother’s warning, Henry searches the wreck for his gourd. Linus, trying to recover his wife’s beloved seeds, helps Henry. Linus shares that the gourd came from his garden when strange gourds appeared amongst his butternut squashes ten years back. A friendship begins. Meadow covertly sneaks Henry’s gourd back to the debris for him to find. 
Jenna discovers the woman in critical condition is not only from their village, but that it is her home that Jenna is staging for an open house that weekend. She remembers her connection to this woman from 30 years ago.  
Henry refuses to enter his grandmother’s house with the dog that caused his mother’s crash. Linus understands his frenzied anger and invites him to help with seeding. Jenna won’t allow Meadow to keep the dog, given Henry’s reaction, so Meadow vents to her friend, who then confesses he freed the dogs to save them from being euthanized. 
Calla confronts Jenna about Jenna’s connection with the victim, both with currently staging her home and in the past, but Jenna skirts her questions. Meanwhile, Henry questions why Linus is writing down things about his mother and the accident. At church, Calla confronts her father about how he’s using the boy. She also wonders if her mom’s disappearance was voluntary. 
Meadow’s dog exhibits strange traits, and, acting on a hunch, she sneaks the dog into the hospital and confirms he is a diabetic alert dog. The woman in the shed was likely in a diabetic coma prior to the accident. 
Calla questions Jenna about Meadow’s visit to the hospital and tries to resolve a thirty-year-old argument between them. But Jenna accuses Calla of driving her mother away and tells her to stop trying to parent her daughter. 
In a rare moment of rage, Jenna threatens Meadow with sharing what she knows about the dog and the injured woman or risking her sister going to jail as a murderer. Henry overhears and races from the house, desperate to find what he thinks are the real culprits—the other missing dogs. Henry seeks Linus’s help but learns Linus wants to convict Henry’s mother. Henry trashes Linus’s kitchen before racing into the forest. 
Calla tries to warn Henry about the coy wolves. She confronts her dad about likely driving another person to disappear into the woods. Linus pursues Henry. The others also join the search.
Henry is injured and struggles to evade a pack of coy wolves that chase him to the old greenhouse in the meadow. Barricaded inside, he hears a smaller bark and the sound of Mr. Linus calling his name. He hears his new friend fall and go silent. Desperate to help Linus, Henry removes his blockade but stops when hearing a cacophony of noise.
With Meadow’s knowledge of packs, she, Jenna and Calla join forces to scare away the coy wolves. They discover Linus unconscious. Jenna preserves his life until medical supports arrive. Meadow apologies to her mom and confesses that she no longer volunteers at the shelter. Her friend arrives with the final missing dogs, and she also apologizes to him for disappearing from his life after feeling stood up. 
In the ICU, Calla learns her father will not survive off life support. They recommend she inform her loved ones. She considers whether her mother is still alive and who might know. She calls Jenna who speculates Calla’s mother was likely never kidnapped and that the woman from the shed will know more. 
Henry searches for Linus in the ICU and finds the woman who helped him create his gourd. The woman was in the shed Henry’s mother had crashed into. She explains she needed to give up her dog for her upcoming move and that she was in the shed to deliver the last of the collected seeds from Linus’s wife’s travels after she left him—travels he had always refused her because of his fears of the world outside their village. She also confronts Calla about her mother’s regrets over not telling her where she was going, and Linus, in his unconscious state, learns that his wife has indeed passed away. He finally feels released from keeping her memory alive and from his own mistakes in life. He slips away into the final light. 
A week later, Meadow returns to the greenhouse and her original artwork. With her changed worldview, she paints another side to her mural, one that is illuminated by the light of the clearing in the woods. They use the meadow as a place to gather and rebuild Linus and his wife’s garden as a community memorial. They come to understand the need for each other to work through loss and grief. 
SAMPLE CHAPTERS



PROLOGUE
Thirty-one years ago—October

An enduring winter can exhaust more than the woodpile by your back door or the pantry staples in your basement. Life becomes a series of gloomy lowlights that shadow any attempt at optimism. So when that first storm rolls in, everyone laments the path ahead, because in a Northern winter, to see something bright and hopeful is as unlikely as having the sun dodge clouds for more than the walk to the mailbox. 
But hope is a delicate thread, weaving through the most unlikely of materials—an unraveling red mitten, a stroke of amber paint, a warm tear down a frosted cheek. Sometimes, amid loss and hibernation, within the center of yet another blizzard, something happens: a yelp in the woods, tracks on the road, a visitor long overdue. Then there is a flicker, a diagonal thread of light. Or even a flame guiding the way through the smoke. You step into the cold, cross the street, and the path ahead doesn’t seem so impossible anymore.
#
In the twilight of early winter, Jenna McPherson doesn’t step outside. Not yet. She made a call and the proper authorities were informed. After that, it was out of her hands, but this is something Jenna can’t help but hesitate through as the smoke swells to meet the streetlight above her front window and the wrath of sleet does nothing to quench the flames. She tries to focus on the water marks streaking her wine glass and not on the emergency vehicles flanking her neighbour’s front yard. She shouldn’t interfere, but Calla is over there now, pacing in a way that resembles a hen with its fence knocked down. 
Her heart aches for her friend, as though her chest were the target of repeated pecks, but there is nothing she can do. Or so she tells herself. There’s the yellow tape, flapping in rhythm with the unseasonably early sleet and the officers and firefighters with their husky jackets and authority hats. “Fire trucks out front now,” she says to her husband because it’s much easier to describe what she sees than to acknowledge the biting within her chest.  
Keith turns from placing a stack of dishes into the cupboard behind her. He rests a warm hand on her shoulder and squeezes right where the knots always grow. “At least it’s just the shed.” 
It wasn’t just a shed. Keith knows this as much as she does, but they don’t rehash this tonight, not with Maggie having just fallen asleep and the walls being acoustic amplifiers for a toddler’s ears.    
Jenna chips at the flecks on a glass. “We’re still getting spots.” She detests the hard well water and that the softener isn’t helping and how despite Keith installing the latest and greatest from Maytag, the minerals keep depositing their tiny trails.
Everything leaves behind evidence it seems.
Calla has widened her pecking circle, dipping into the fresh slush, searching for a thread that will make sense of today. She’s always been like that—sensory sensitive—but today is going to make her so much worse. She’s going to keep searching until she figures out what happened. 
Shadows race through her neighbour’s lawn and cedar smoke somehow penetrates through Jenna’s closed windows. Her microfiber tea towel and the stemmed glassware in her hand weigh more than they should. She should go over. Take that first step, say something to Calla, at least check if her father is okay. But she already knows the answer to that. eHe will be more destroyed than the shed. 
The smoke triggers an alarm to her conscience. The stemware taunts her like a failed cleansing ritual. Neither will come clean, but a poor decision, a stuttering of her words? That she cannot risk. So she stands where it’s safe, pours herself a much needed glass of merlot and watches the fire rage. Her friend has disappeared into her childhood home, but she can’t help but wonder who might still be watching from the other side of those flames. 
She takes a long slow sip, holding the wine in her mouth until it burns. You don’t know when a poor decision will come back again, but today cannot be that day. Especially when that first flicker of hope is so close to escaping.    
   


 







ONE 
Present day

Meadow shouldn’t be the first one to hear the yelps. She should be a kilometer farther north, volunteering with a boy who makes her palms sweat, or a half kilometer south, tossing the crumpled ball of her algebra pre-test into her vintage Fraggle Rock garbage can. She should not be deep in the woods, within an abandoned greenhouse painting. Or, as her mother would argue, vandalizing.
Even during a late-winter storm, Meadow has traveled to this space because canvases are frickin’ expensive, and glass with the remnants of mottled-dusk light is ideal for guerrilla art. Her make-shift art-studio is also the perfect in between—equal distance from home and where she should be. It’s her escape, her place to grieve in colour, her chance to reveal less than perfection. It’s even named for her, and appropriately, as Meadow’s clearing in the woods offers a much needed clearing from the tangles in her mind. So, on recent Tuesday and Thursday nights between four and six, she is here. 
Never again at that death-trap of a so-called animal shelter. 
On the third Thursday in March, with the heaviness of conflicted clouds, on the day celebrated by drinking copious amounts of green beer and pretending a rainbow will appear after the storm, Meadow is, in fact, exactly where luck needs her to be. 
She doesn’t find a pot of gold, or meet a little green man; instead, she watches rain get confused on descent and turn into not-quite snow. She searches for the perfect shade of green to embody deceits and she listens to the reverberation of a pack of yelps. 
They are getting closer. Her paint brush hovers all senses redirected.  
Meadow knows packs. When you live in Northern Ontario, within a village surrounded by more animals than teenagers, it’s a necessity. And when you love to paint, and fruit bowls lack a message, you go in search of something more alive, something more emoting, like dogs, wolves, and the hybrid beasties that frequent her forest—coy wolves. She hasn’t become familiar with this last pack of her own choosing; these wild things that yap and holler with life but also taunt her dreams with the fragility of it all. This last pack is also what Meadow fears she might hear tonight.  
Because of the confused snow-rain slamming against the roof of her glassed canvas, it takes Meadow some time to untangle the howls of the wind from the beasts outside her door. She abandons etching ridges into her ancient cedar trees, lays her palette knife on a takeout menu from Ramen Empire. Something is familiar in the howls. Her nightmares come back to haunt her? She wipes a tremoring hand on her dad’s old BBQ apron before pushing open the spring-loaded door. It squeaks in protest and then slams resolutely behind her. She closes her eyes and strains to hear through the argument of pines and sleet above her.    
With the echo of one haunting wail and then two lower yips, she allows her shoulders to lower with her exhale. Too many disorganized exclamations to be wolves, and yet their chaotic and varied pitches couldn’t be coy wolves either. 
Squinting against the freezing elements that drip through her sheared hair into her eyes, Meadow strains to see beyond the snow-crusted ridge ahead of her. The two low barks repeat in tandem and guide her gaze toward the west. A welcoming yelp, like that from a dolphin, follows. A fourth distinct yap repeats and then, after a final frail and pained howl, she knows for certain what is in the woods. 
This is a pack of dogs. Not wild dogs, or farm dogs, or even confused coy wolves. These are family pets. Lost and yet to be found pets. Poorly timed or poorly selected. She’s couldn’t say why these animals are in the forest together, but she’d bet they all previously lived, for one reason or another, at the place she should’ve been volunteering at tonight. 
Spruce Hills Canine Shelter is a place Meadow used to walk to when searching for hope. It’s the place she visited every day after school for over a year. It became her refuge and then her undoing. But for Meadow to be here and not there is true luck, because her knowledge of this location, on this night, might help save a life. 
#
It is not the teen’s knowledge of this luck that propels her to leave the protection of the greenhouse. Meadow regularly wanders toward frenetic yelping. This might sound crazy for the average teen girl, but for Meadow McPhearson, dogs are safe. Much safer than humans. Dogs have a code, a set of rules based on instincts that are predictable, while the code for humans baffles her—never being predictable and rarely worth the effort. 
Unlike humans, with the right introduction, Meadow can befriend almost any dog. She was fourteen when she first took the 1.4 kilometer walk through the forest to the shelter. It was the farthest her mother had allowed her to walk on her own into the Bush. It still is. After visiting this shelter for almost a year, she became an expert at introductions. Her daily visits morphed into volunteering—something her mother insisted was good for her college application—so she stayed on. Reluctantly at first. The future was her mother’s obsession. Meadow went because of the past, but, as the future unfolded, she had less reason to go and less reason to hope. In the end, she was given no choice but to shear her head and never go back.     
It’s been a month and a blessed inch of hair growth since Meadow traveled the full distance north. Why she stopped is still a quarrel in her mind. It could’ve been lost hope. Or lost love. A desire to rebel. It could be her first bristling of contempt toward a community that doesn’t care enough. It could be all of this.  
The shelter’s motto used to be no dog left behind. Meadow slaps at the skin of a passing tree. How naïve she was to believe this. With their extreme cost-cutting measures, most dogs will end up silent. Dead. And Meadow refused to support this—the silence of her friends. 
But they are far from silent tonight. 
It’s strange, but the dogs’ bewildered cries allow Meadow to breathe a little deeper and not accost every tree in her path. Her crunching footsteps slow and she smiles at the familiarity of the dogs’ unique voices. She’s met and made introductions with some members of this pack. She is sure of this—as sure as a mother knowing her pup’s voice within a delayed reunion. Their tone and persistence. Their cadence and melody. Each special.  
Most people wouldn’t notice dog voices, but Meadow is akin to the under-appreciated, the runts of the litter, those who need loud voices to be seen. Felt. Understood. She kept going to the shelter far longer than she intended because of this group. 
Meadow’s mother doesn’t hold this same appreciation for the under-dog, so Meadow hasn’t spoken of her boycott of the shelter and doesn’t intend to. Her father might understand, but he’s at the paper mill more than home, and she doesn’t want to rely on ‘might understand’. These times in the forest are her only unclaimed moments on school nights to pause and create a statement within the chaos. 
A new bark sweeps through the rows of trees to her ears. One that is so familiar, Meadow’s heart freezes within her chest. Her body ceases to move, and she urges all her senses to pinpoint this one cry again—a voice that was never under-appreciated. The best friend that taught her the most important introduction. Her first one. Lucy?
It’s a long shot. She’s not an idiot. But when you love something so fiercely that you’d walk through a forest with coy wolves to find it, you can rekindle a hope that should’ve long ago been extinguished.      
The other dogs refuse to cooperate with Meadow’s silent pleas for organized conversation. They are louder now, and she tries to guess at their number. At least four, maybe five distinct voices echo within the pines. 
Only one clear path travels from the shelter to their village, and it’s about half a kilometer west. She propels her short legs through the layers of frozen snow, toward that same path, but the dogs are faster than she is. The echoes of their cries are all that remain, along with their tracks. Large and small. Straight and zigzagged. All headed toward her village. Fast.   
She counts the imprints in the snow. She was right. Five dogs. She recalls the voices of her past canine friends at the shelter and can guess at foggy identities for at least three of the tracks. A pair of misunderstood pit-bull sisters and a husky with the need for regular insulin injections. Definitely the underdogs. 
Meadow places her fingertips into the pad marks. How could this have happened? She stares in the shelter’s direction, but no one seems to follow them. This is no accident. This must have been planned.  
The corners of Meadow’s lips turn upward as she considers the one human at the shelter who still has ethics. The same boy with killer hair who, for a brief period, she dreamed about. She continues to smile, not because of any romantic notions, but because she never thought this boy would have the guts to help these underdogs escape.   
A smaller set of tracks gives her pause, and she kneels in the slush. The cold seeps through the cotton of her jogging pants, but she doesn’t care. She almost missed this set within the tangle of the main pack, but, on the edge of the trail, closer together and smaller, another set of prints is almost framed within larger ones. It could’ve been a cat, if not for the nails. Her breath hitches in her chest. Could this be her dog’s hilariously long nails attached to the sweetest paws and the softest mottled caramel fur? 
The first and last thing she truly loved.  
The best dog that never showed up two years ago. The same dog that went missing the year the coy wolves arrived.
Meadow allows a small but persistent hope from two years ago to reemerge.  






TWO

Henry doesn’t hear the dogs because this particular boy listens selectively, or so says his momma. But listening for unexpected dogs would be the sort of thing Henry would quite enjoy. He loves listening for magical things, like the chimes on doorbells, booms in the sky, and nature colliding with human objects, like the tata-tat-tat currently chanting on the roof of his momma’s car. His best friend, Gord, prefers quieter, but still magical, sounds. Like trees dancing. 
Neither of them much enjoy listening to people. 
Henry can’t figure people out, or maybe it’s that people don’t stick around long enough to figure him out. And Gord? He’s always felt more at home with plants, given that, from an outsider’s perspective, he could appear more flora than fauna. (Henry doesn’t just like listening for magical things, he also enjoys creating them.)   
On this Thursday night in March, they do make an exception and listen to a people song. The car radio is way up, likely to overpower the pitter-pattering, but maybe to help Henry’s momma remember the message in the song. People often yell at Henry when they want him to remember something, and if he doesn’t remember, he gets in trouble. So, at this moment, he chooses to listen. 
His momma is singing along to a band she says is timeless. The Beats? He can’t remember their name, but the words they sing are easy enough, and loud enough, to never forget. Help. His momma could definitely use some of that. Needing somebody? Henry is well aware she needs someone. They’ve both given up on finding him a daddy, but she could use a friend. Maybe a friend like Gord, who listens and never talks back; who doesn’t run away when he meets her messed up son. 
His momma doesn’t seem to understand this type of magical friend. At least not yet.   
Henry has learned a lot about listening from Gord. Now, he listens differently. He tries, for instance, to hear beyond his momma’s karaoke of the words. He likes the way her voice sounds stuffed up. It reminds him of when they were both sick in the fall and they spent hours together reading board books. In reality, she spent hours reading to him and he listened, but, by the end of the week, he read Go, Dog. Go! to her for the first time. This would not be a notable memory if it hadn’t been the first book he’d ever read all the way through. It’s even more special, given that Henry has spent the last four years in tiny rooms with strange teachers, trying so hard to guess at the squiggles on the page. Henry is well aware most nine-year-olds don’t have this much trouble learning to read. 
The song on the radio is a lot like Go, Dog. Go! Timeless. It rhymes, repeats. It has ideas he understands. Is that what makes something timeless? Easy to keep with you? 
His momma glances over her shoulder at him and holds a note for longer than he thinks she should have breath. She’s timeless. The way she can sing forever and each night come up with a new song for him. Like a forever flower sprouting a new creation each spring. Kind of like Gord.
Gord taught him about new creations. Well, really Nana Bean, but he hasn’t seen her in close to a year now. He hopes he’ll see her tonight. That she’ll help him make a new friend. It’s almost spring, and that was when she found him Gord, tucked high on the top shelf of her secret hideaway. 
It might be important to share, for those lacking the same level of imagination, that Gord appears much like a rather misshapen butternut squash. But when you are nine and are gifted with an escape from countless failed attempts at friendship, you can easily overlook the difference between a hollowed-out bird house gourd, and a best friend who listens, even when you sometimes yell at him.  
Henry holds Gord near the window, then finds him a spot against the headrest of his seat. Together, they watch droplets of melting snow race across his window. “Sure doesn’t feel like spring,” he whispers to Gord. But the groundhog saw its shadow and with today being St. Patrick’s Day, he considers whether the Dippin’ Dots collecting on the sun roof might be a winter farewell gift from Jack Frost. He tells Gord as much, and Gord seems to agree. 
His momma isn’t a fan of holidays, or of Gord, so he doesn’t say this too loudly. Instead, he shifts through the shoe box next to him. It contains his three favorite picture books, an Oh Henry chocolate bar, a half pack of skin-coloured and a half pack of green crayons, two Band-Aids, red mittens, and the last bag of Cheetos from his momma’s secret stash. He pulls out Go. Dog. Go! and then pops open the orange package, selecting the two longest cheese poofs for himself and Gord. Well, really just for himself, given that Gord can’t eat. 
He sucks on the poofs, one on each side of his mouth, until the cheddar flavor completely dissolves onto his tongue. The whole time, he stares at the cover of his once favorite book in the flashes of streetlights. If he jiggles his knees a little with each flash, it almost looks as though the dogs are moving in their cars. 
Henry used to love reading this book. It still comes with him most places, but, ever since Mr. Bouchard yelled at him about reading it during an assembly, he hasn’t read it aloud in front of anyone. Especially not in front of his momma. He doesn’t want her to remember where she told the principal to go and how Henry had repeated the same words to Bouchard the next day. His school extended his March break indefinitely because of those words.
“Dog Party,” Henry says. That isn’t where he told his principal to go. But it is what Henry says to Gord as he presses his nose against the glass. He says it again, a little louder, then button-presses his window down, having now steamed it up with his breath. 
His momma stops singing, the air stream overpowering her song. “Henny, what are you doing? It’s freezing.”  
“It’s a dog party, Momma!” He unlocks his seatbelt and hoists himself up so his head fits out the half-opened back window. “In the trees,” he yells out into the frigid night air. 
“Henry! Head. Inside.”
He turtles his head back, not because he wants to, but because he no longer can see the pack of dogs skirting the road, just like in his book. He keeps his hand on the sill, though, to prevent his momma from raising the window back up with her sneaky front controls. They might come back, and if they do, he wants to hear them.    
Henry can now read a handful of books, but this book in his lap feels a bit more magical again. Timeless, perhaps. He licks the fingers of his free hand and flicks through the pages in search of the tree with a pack of dogs headed toward it. He knew today would be magical. 
He nestles in with that thought right up to when the dogs return. Then his momma’s car swerves, and her voice screams his name, and he screams Gord’s name and his best friend flies out the window. 
Wheels squeal. Dogs reel. Then a clash, like an unexpected cymbal in a parade. Screeching like desk chairs at school lead to hollow gasps, like magic being sucked out of their car. 
Then silence. No music. Just the dull hum of an engine and the chanting tata-tat-tat.   
    






THREE

Few would choose the night of a snow-ish storm to plant seeds at their kitchen table, but for this reluctant widower, the weather rarely guides his actions. Linus Claremont often attempts to garden in the thick of winter, despite hating gardening. He would much rather be listening to a true crime podcast while eating freezer entrees from Foodland, but his dedication to this disagreeable task makes complete sense once you understand how much he loves his wife. 
Instead of true crime, Linus listens to the CBC as his wife Eleanor always did when gardening—or preparing for gardening—in the middle of the winter. The young British reporter, the same woman who faithfully reports on the happenings of Southeast Asia every Thursday evening, relays the latest updates on the possible relocation of Indonesia’s capital.  
“Can you believe that, Ellie?” He throws this comment over his shoulder, in the direction of their sink—a sink surrounded by a mountain of dishes. Water waits to engulf them, exactly like the Indian Ocean to Jakarta. He doesn’t expect a response.  
She was horrible at doing the dishes, always became distracted by the news. He’s not much better, but now the porcelain mountain offers another element of her presence. Something more he can’t let go. 
A layer of pellets has accumulated along the sill of his window, much larger than the seeds he now attempts to pinch out of a small mason jar. Seeds that Linus could swear are smaller than the ones he seeded last year, but many things are ravaging his memories and teasing his santé mentale these days. Even the pellets at the window seem to taunt his efforts. Ting-ting-ting. Give it a rest. Ting-ting-ting. Wait a few weeks. Let it snow. Ting ting. Let it snow. Ting. 
But sleet doesn’t talk and, despite his being eighty-five years old, Linus is mostly aware of this. Plus, these seeds will stay inside for the next six to eight weeks, according to the calendar or her Gardening Bible, as she called it. This National Geographic calendar, still thumb-tacked in place, was reserved for her travel dreams, gardening and canning. And, like every other year, if he follows her notes, he will succeed, as Eleanor always did. This brings him a strange but necessary hope, one that Linus can’t live without. 
A great gust of pellets hits the window near his right ear. His aided ear. A tin of feedback whistles and his thumb and pointer finger flinch, tipping the glass jar and scattering pepper seeds across the kitchen table onto the floor. 
If Eleanor had been here, he might have sworn, or thrown his hearing aid across their kitchen, but it’s been over thirty years now, and anger has a funny way of diffusing when no one is around to see it. Instead, Linus pumps his fingers in and out of a fist and waits for the shaking to return to his normal standing tremor. 
He twists the hearing aid out of his ear and attempts to lower the volume. It doesn’t fit properly. Hasn’t in a while, but he’ll never acknowledge this to anyone. That would require a trip to the audiologist, a trip he would refuse to take, like any other trip that would force him to leave their home. He refits the mold to his outer canal, the sound of the storm and the BBC reporter unfortunately louder as she finishes her report. But he has more important things to meddle with than the pint-size knob in his ear.  
The pad of his callused pointer finger barely registers the small flat seed as he slides it off the table and into his waiting palm. A familiar Beatles’ song plays, and the lyrics seem to tease him, just as the pellets had done moments ago. With the seed now between his fingers, he doesn’t dare chance losing it to adjust the volume of his hearing aid again. He squints into the awaiting soil cells through the lower portion of his glasses. The grids of earth offer no help as to which still lay empty.
Linus loves almost every song by the Beatles, but not this one. Not now. He doesn’t need help, no matter how many times his daughter insists otherwise. With this task or any other. He simply needs to remember where he left off. 
The calendar is tacked to the side panel of the kitchen pantry. He stares at his wife’s coiling script, as if waiting for Eleanor to tell him which seeding cells still need their pebbles of life, but only the briefest of instructions are there in faded blue ink for the third Thursday in March. Poivrons à l’intérieur. Pepper seeds, indoors. 
It is hard for Linus to consider his present truth, but he must. This isn’t working anymore. Seeding. Recreating. Remembering. Life.  
Closing his eyes, he turns his fist and hovers it over the tiny black cells, willing Eleanor’s delicate hand to guide him. For her fingers to peel back his own clumsy carrot-fingers over the empty slot. To allow him to seed. To recreate. To continue living. 
But beyond the unpredictable gusts of soft hail, he is alone with his seeds and the Beatles. 
He offers a silent apology to the boys from Liverpool. It’s not their fault that he’s in a sour mood this evening. They are, on most days, one of his lifelines.  
Three things bring Eleanor back to him: listening to her favourite album, Abbey Road, sketching her portrait—which he can now do in forty-two seconds—and growing her garden every year without fail. This will be his thirty-second year of seeding, planting, harvesting, and preserving her legacy.  
They say people fade from memory after this many years, but, for Linus, when he does these things, Eleanor doesn’t age one day or fade one line. He feels her waist when he dances to “Golden Slumbers”. Smells her when the first sweet peas uncurl each spring. Tastes her lips when he bites into toast caressed with her raspberry jam. He’s not senile, as some like to imply, but he can hear her sometimes. The timbre of her voice isn’t as clear, and neither are her responses to his daily conundrums. He knows Eleanor is gone and that all the sketches in the world and attempts at jam won’t bring her back. That trying to keep her alive in this home is futile, but, damn it, he doesn’t plan to stop trying. 
His knuckles have gone white, and the lyrics of “Help” will not relent. The snow ting- taunting him and the faded blue ink reminds him he will need to do this again. Tomorrow. But with gourds and cauliflower—his least favorite vegetables. A thousand pellets bombard Linus’s kitchen window all at once. His eyes flash wide, only to be blinded by a bright light and Eleanor’s voice fighting hard against the Beatles. 
Linus! My garden!   
In all his years of keeping her lines, curves, and passions present, he willed her voice not to fade, and here it is. In this moment when the wind rages and the song argues, there she is. So close and real. And loud. So loud and real that the need to reach his Ellie supersedes any rational thinking. The presence of a front door is forgotten, the side door erased from memory. Instead, he pounds on the window, fighting with the latch that hasn’t been released since October. 
As his panicked fingers wrangle, white light spreads across the ice-crusted pane. In a more tempered state, Linus might have noticed two white lights, but when you are eighty-five and you have heard your long-lost wife speak, you think about different lights. The light. And this light leaves Linus incapable of movement, stricken with the possibility that this could be his end. 
Images of Eleanor flood his memory. His life with her flashes from the disco ball blinding their first dance, the matrimonial fireflies guiding them up their flagstone path, to the last day. The day of the fire. 
A new set of ravaged memories bombard him from his time on the police force. A blur of rotating beacons on the light bars of racing cruisers, perpetrators drowned in the accusing glow. His desk lamp illuminating sketches of missing people, some never found, one drawn over and over again, in less than forty-five seconds, still never found. 
The light grows to include a full array of colours, like a fractured spectrum; the many shades of his relationship with his daughter appear. He considers how, despite living one street over, they only see each other in the pew on Sunday. The memories of her linger within stained-glass. He expects judgment for why on Sundays, of all the days, he pretends to be a family. A turbulence of regret and guilt rises from his stomach, but then stops. The orb separates into two distinct entities and retreats. 
“No.” Linus finds his voice, small, like a young boy at first, as though begging for the fading sunlight to return, to provide him with mercy.  
He blinks long and hard through the frosted glass, waiting for the pounding in his heart to slow, for the air to find room in his aching chest. He swipes a hand to clear the perspiration of his breath from the window. Now, with a clearer view and understanding of his present reality, his protests change from that of a boy to a man who wishes he could reverse time. The no’s create a chorus from thirty-two years without resolution, of unanswered questions about a fire that forced him to rebuild her seed house. A chorus that left him alone in this kitchen. 
Outside his window there is no fire, but as Linus’s eyes adjust to the dark, a comparative level of destruction becomes visible.    
With only the most primal impulses guiding him, Linus scrambles for the door, treading sock-footed and coatless into the elements. Within a few strides, slush soaks through his wool socks, and the ice pellets find every hole within his shrunken wool cardigan. But the cold turns to numbness because not only has he lost the hope of reuniting with his Ellie tonight, he has lost one of his three ways of keeping her alive. Her favorite place in this world—the seed house, where she kept her growing collection, the fruit of her labour, and the hope for spring—is gone. Destroyed by the lights. 
With soaked feet and heaving shoulders, he struggles to grasp the enormity of the carnage. A car has left nothing but tracks, wreckage, and a fresh fire in his lungs.  
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HERE COMES THE SUN

An 86,000 word, multi-POV upmarket novel, which aspires to Liz Moore’s The God of the Woods,
blending the atmospheric northern dynamics of A Town Called Solace, by Mary Lawson with the inter-
generational friendships and small-town resentments in Three Pines.

In an isolated northern town, a late winter storm and the covert release of a pack of dogs causes
an accident that forces the lives of two families to collide, drawing them together once more after
an unsolved crime divided them thirty years ago.

Haunted by what was withheld in the past, Jenna McPhearson calls in the accident when a familiar
car crashes into her neighbour's memorialized seed house. Her youngest daughter, Meadow,
reeling from a failed romance, follows the tracks of a pack of dogs to her agoraphobic neighbour's
destroyed seed house, finding two unusual treasures. Unable to go outside and determined to
replay the day he lost his wife thirty years ago, Linus forms an unlikely relationship with a troubled
young boy while his daughter, Special Constable Calla Fischer, must reconnect with her former
best friend, Jenna, in order to find the closure she's been seeking these past three decades. When
a body shows up at the sight of the crash, Jenna must step forward as caregiver to her
misunderstood grandson while the fate of her eldest daughter, Maggie, hangs in the balance of
this woman's survival. And a small dog from within the pack could be the key to revealing secrets
long buried.

A balance of heartbreak and renewal, Here Comes the Sun explores how unexpected tragedies
can forge even less expected triumphs, and how intergenerational friendships can uncover a

future we thought had escaped us.

Tara acts as the Publishers’ Way coordinator for The Eden Mills Writers’ Festival,
and co-host of the Hope Prose Podcast. Her short works have been published in
several literary journals across North America and the UK. She was born in the
northern Ontario town where this story takes place and now lives with her
partner and two girls in the village of Eden Mills, population three hundred, plus
fifty if you include the pets.

You can find out more about Tara at www.tarakross.com
and on Instagram at @tara.k.ross
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