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Synopsis and Excerpt 
 

     "The End from the Beginning" is a middle-grade novel about Treasure (a.k.a. "Trey") whose only 

hope to avoid foster care is his estranged grandmother. Extremely disappointed in their initial 

meeting, they come to realize each is the other's only connection to family. Filled with misgivings and 

no other option, Trey begins the secretive life of a Child Welfare refugee in Paradise View Seniors 

Lodge. The empty places begin to fill for Trey as awkward, hilarious, saving, and devastating 

relationships take root with Gran and her colourful lodge-mates and Treasure finds home. 

 
 

1 

 

Finding Out 

 

Some things are just too much to take. 

Like finding your gerbil limp and cold in the morning. 

Like having oatmeal for breakfast and supper more times than you can count. 

Like seeing an eviction notice on the front door. 

Like finding your mom sobbing her eyes out. 

Like being told the darkest secret of your 11-year-old life. 

Like hearing her say, “I’m sick, and won’t get better.” 

Like her leaving for the hospital. 

Like having to move in with the Gearys. 

Like their dad raging that he doesn’t want another kid in the house. 

When all these things happen between the end of school and the end of summer, it’s as if the 

ground is cracking up around you and under you and there’s nowhere left to stand. 



 

That’s when Treasure felt like running. 

 

 

 

2 

 

Running 

 
Mama’s funeral was short and awful.  
 
 
Mrs. Geary and her kids were there, and the mailman, Andy, and a handful of staff from the 

after-school drop-in centre, and the guy talking about ashes and dust. Grange stood beside 

Treasure, awkwardly shifting from one frayed tennis shoe to the other in the blinding August 

sun. Treasure could tell he was uncomfortable – his collared shirt – someone’s collared shirt -- 

was bugging him, too, but he didn’t turn to look at his friend. It was taking all his power to just 

stand there and not throw himself on Mama’s coffin and the wilting daisies and cry like a baby.  

 

Mama. 

 

He heard, “Amen.” 

That’s when the starting gun fired in his mind, and Treasure began to run.  

“TREY!” Grange yelled, but he didn’t follow. 

He thought he heard, “Just let him go,” but his heart was beating in his ears. 

RUN. RUN. RUN.  

Treasure’s thoughts pounded. 

Mama’s gone. Mama’s gone. Mama’s gone. 

Daddy is long gone.  

Grange’s dad doesn’t want more kids. 

The welfare guy’s coming tomorrow. 

Mama’s gone. 



Mama’s gone. 

 

His rusty trailer, one fake shutter hanging crooked, was stifling behind the screech of the ripped 

screen door. Familiar smells of dust and ketchup smothered his heaving breath as he dove into 

the faded patchwork quilt on the couch. Treasure shook and willed himself to die, now. 

 

Mama’s gone. 

 

 


