For Starters
It's not time yet. But, it will be soon. I don’t know when - not exactly. The day and time of my departure will depend on how long it takes me to finish this. I have to write it down, you see. It is as much for me as it is for you. Yes, I want you to understand why I am doing this, but I also need to remember. If I remind myself, it will be easier to do what has to be done. 
I haven’t done it yet but I will and, when I do, there won't be any reason to stay.
I apologize in advance for my scattered thoughts, and for the fact that my story won't be linear. 
But that's appropriate. My life hasn't been linear. 
Oh, the timeline plodded along as I aged but the chaos of my existence has always made life surreal. It loops around and comes back to remind me that, no matter how many times and ways I try to run, I can't escape. 
Louella May
Mother was sixteen in 1935. That was the year I was born. She wasn’t the youngest on the Charity Ward, but she was far from the oldest. She named me Agitta Marie, a name I loathed and never used. I was nearly bald until the age of two, and most people mistook me for a boy. I was different from other babies in another important way. It was the thing that earned me my nickname, you see. 
When my joints moved, they would crack. They still do. 
My mother took to calling me 'Crackle', and the name stuck. 

Mother’s constant companion was Aunt Petunia. She wasn’t really my aunt, but her name really was Petunia. The three of us cut a swath across the U.S. and back again, at least ten times in the first five years of my life.

When I was five, Mother declared a sort of independence. She said she was too young to have a child, that I was cramping her style. I was instructed to refer to her as my older sister, and Aunt Pet, who was barely ten month her elder, became the eldest sister of the triumvirate. 
From that day forward, it was Pet, Lacy and Crackle – the Sisters Bonne Amie. 
Our story became legend. 
I heard her tell the tale in church vestibules, soup kitchens, grocery stores, hospitals and on street corners. Of all the stories Mother told, this was the only one that never changed. 

It went something like this: Our mother and father were racing to the hospital with my younger brother, Noah, in the car. A very large truck slammed into the side of our dear old Dad’s Buick sedan, and the three passengers were killed instantly. 
The tragic tone of the story was heightened by the quaver in Mother’s voice and the single tear sliding down her rosy cheek. 
I said that this story never changed, but that isn’t quite right. One detail did change from time to time. 
Sometimes, she would say that my brother’s name was ‘Wallace’, but most of the time she stuck to the script. Personally, I preferred the more biblical, ‘Noah’. I thought it added a note of reverence that ‘Wallace’ didn’t quite achieve. 
Mother was born Louella May Borden in Sulphur, Oklahoma to Redd and Emerald Borden. It took me nearly twenty years to discover this simple fact. By then, I had learned and forgotten so many different versions of our family history that I found it hard to believe the truth. 
Eventually, I visited the town where mother was born and, among other things, discovered that, Lacy, the name mother took to replace the much-maligned Louella, was, in fact, the name of a Lake just outside the town of Sulphur. 

As for my father, he played no role in my life, other than to linger in the shadows of my childhood as the mystery man my mother would never discuss. At age thirteen, I demanded to know the truth about the other half of my lineage, but that didn’t work out so well either. I was treated to five or ten different versions of Mother’s truth. The stories varied wildly from dark tales of his life imprisonment, to his ordination into the priesthood, and his tragic drowning in the River Seine in Paris. Of course, none of these stories was true, but let’s not talk about my father, right now. 
Right now, I want to talk about Lacy Highmore (aka Louella May Borden). I want to tell you how Mother’s world came to be my world. I want to tell you how she killed Aunt Pet and my sister, Bedehlia. 
But, I'll need some time to work up the courage before I tell those tales. 
