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            The Film Diaries of Bluebell Gadsby

            Scene One

            Arrival

         

         
            Plumpton railway station. A single track, an old stone platform, a bench, a low white building housing a ticket office (empty), toilets (closed), a café/newspaper/sweetshop (also closed). On the railway side, overgrown hedgerows bursting with cow parsley and brambles. On the Plumpton side, a road stretching one way into town, the other out towards the Devon countryside. The car park, mostly made of potholes, is empty. The whole scene bakes in the afternoon sun.

            Two children sit in the shade of the station building. JASMINE (ten years old, long tangled black hair, 2sparkly flip-flops, not very clean dress) sits on top of her suitcase, eating chocolate biscuits and scowling. TWIG (twelve years old, skinny, brown hair flopping into his eyes) sits on the floor, reading Victor Hugo’s one-thousand-three-hundred-and-seventy-six-page novel Les Misérables. He mouths the words as his eyes follow them across the page. Their sister BLUEBELL (aka CAMERAMAN, fourteen) is off picture behind the camera she uses to record her family. She wears denim cut-offs, a purple T-shirt, faded green sneakers and tortoiseshell glasses. Her long brown hair hangs past her shoulders in two neat braids.

            They are waiting for their grandmother.

            
                

            

            JASMINE, to CAMERAMAN

            Try calling her again.

            
                

            

            CAMERAMAN (BLUEBELL)

            I told you, there’s no signal. There’s never any signal here. She’s  probably just stuck in traffic.

            
                3

            

            TWIG

            She’s over an hour late.

            
                

            

            JASMINE

            What if she never gets here? What if she’s had an accident and died?

            
                

            

            TWIG

            We’d get the next train home.

            
                

            

            JASMINE

            (ignores him) What would happen to us without a telephone? We’d be stuck here for ever!

            
                

            

            CAMERAMAN

            (sounding a little disapproving) If Grandma died it would also be very, very sad.

            
                

            

            TWIG

            And a little bit our fault, seeing as she was driving here to pick us up.

            
                

            

            4JASMINE

            But I don’t even want to be here!

            
                

            

            Jasmine’s wails are cut short by the sound of an approaching engine. Camera turns to entrance of the car park. A Land Rover (the really old kind like you sometimes see in films) bounces towards them across the potholes, and stalls in front of them. Grandma waves cheerily out of the window.

         

         

         5

         Saturday 19 July

         It was meant to be the four of us and Mum coming to Devon in the car, but then Twig dropped the baby on his head.

         He was just trying to pick Pumpkin up from his cot because he was crying, but Pumpkin is really wriggly. It wasn’t a big drop. He only bounced a tiny bit on his mattress, but he howled for ages, it was five o’clock in the morning and Mum was even more tired than usual because Zoran and Gloria came for supper before he went to Bosnia to visit his sister, and they stayed for ages.

         ‘I was trying to help,’ Twig explained when Mum staggered into Pumpkin’s room to see what all the noise was, but she told him to just go back to bed.

         ‘I have had the most shocking night,’ she told Grandma on the phone this morning. ‘I am thoroughly exhausted and it’s not safe for me to drive. I’m afraid we shan’t be able to set out until I’ve had a nap.’

         Grandma, who is often quite tactless and who shouts so loudly on the phone that everyone can hear her, yelled ‘REALLY, CASSIE, I SHOULD HAVE THOUGHT THAT AFTER SIX BABIES YOU WOULD BE ABLE TO COPE!’ and Mum hung up and called Dad on his film set in New Zealand.

         6‘We’re about to start shooting,’ he told her.

         ‘I don’t care,’ she said.

         She waved us out of the room. We tried listening at the door but we couldn’t hear anything except for when Mum shouted, ‘Why do you think I’m tired, David, I’m looking after four children single-handed; one never sleeps more than two hours at a time and the others are trying to kill him!’

         Jas and I looked at Twig.

         ‘I was trying to help,’ he repeated.

         ‘I don’t care if it’s too much for your mother since her fall,’ Mum was yelling. ‘If she can’t cope with three responsible children without me there, then they can stay here. I can’t look after an old lady, three kids and a baby.’

         ‘Is Grandma the old lady?’ Twig whispered.

         ‘I suppose so,’ I said.

         ‘And are we the responsible children?’

         ‘You’re not,’ Jas said. ‘You’re a baby dropper.’

         ‘Shh,’ I said. ‘I think Mum’s crying.’

         And then we all jumped up and pretended to be very busy on the landing as Mum came out of her room, sniffing a little bit and saying that if we hurried, we just had time to catch the 10.46 from Paddington.

         ‘I thought we were driving,’ Twig said.

         7‘I’m not coming to Devon.’ Mum couldn’t quite look at us as she said that, but I could see her eyes were red. ‘I’m sorry. It’s just for a little bit.’

         ‘But what about Pumpkin?’ Jas cried.

         ‘Also staying in London with me.’ Mum smiled, the way people do when they really hope you’re not going to make a fuss.

         ‘For how long?’ Twig asked.

         ‘A couple of weeks.’ She still couldn’t look at us. ‘Maybe three? I’m sorry, darlings. Just think of it like any other year. You always go to Grandma’s on your own.’

         ‘This is my first summer holiday with a baby brother,’ Jas declared. ‘If Pumpkin’s staying, so am I.’

         Mum closed her eyes and said very calmly, ‘You are all going to Devon.’

         Jas complained all the way to Paddington, but it didn’t change a thing, not even when she started to cry.

         ‘Be good for your grandmother,’ Mum said. ‘And I’ll see you soon.’

         It’s not true that we always come to Devon on our own. Before Iris died, Mum and Dad always used to come too. This was supposed to be the year when Mum finally came with us again, and she was going 8to stay all summer because she’s on maternity leave until September.

         She looked relieved as the train pulled out of the station. We all saw it. The train doors closed, and she held Pumpkin up and waved his little hand at us, and then her whole body relaxed as she buried her face in his neck.

         ‘Your fault,’ Jas snapped at Twig.

         ‘IT WAS AN ACCIDENT!’ he roared.

         ‘Please shut up,’ I said.

         ‘You can’t talk to us like that,’ Jas informed me.

         ‘I can, because I’m the oldest.’

         ‘You are not the oldest,’ Twig pointed out.

         ‘I am for as long as Flora’s with Dad in New Zealand,’ I said, and everyone sulked.

         
             

         

         Grandma’s Land Rover has room for three in the front, with two benches facing each other in the back. It used to be blue, but over the years it’s faded to a sort of dark grey. The engine makes a rattling noise like it’s dying, you can’t lock the doors and there’s a hole in the roof, but Grandma loves it. Years ago, when she and Grandpa still had dogs and sometimes sheep, they put a dog guard separating the front from the back, and they never took it away. The result is that anyone who goes in the back always 9ends up feeling like they should really be an animal, especially as Grandma has never bothered to clean it up. There are still dog blankets all over the floor, and a stainless steel water bowl, at least four leads and quite a lot of straw.

         When we were little, we used to curl up on the floor and pretend to be puppies.

         ‘Get in, get in!’ Grandma cried. ‘The sun is shining and the garden awaits!’

         ‘You’re late,’ Jas informed her, climbing into the back.

         ‘Only a few minutes!’ she carolled.

         ‘Over an hour.’

         ‘SHALL WE GO CROSS COUNTRY?’ Grandma didn’t wait for an answer, but veered suddenly off the road onto a farm track.

         Bowling across the countryside with the windows wide open, hedgerows bursting with flowers, the bright blue sky above and the wind whipping through my hair, I almost forgot about everything – Mum not coming, and Pumpkin, and Iris. The track came to an end and we were back on the single-track road across the moor. The landscape opened up, the moor spread out on either side as far as we could see, and despite everything I felt a bubble of excitement at being here. I peered through the dog guard into 10the back. Jas was still sulking. Twig was hanging on to a hand strap with his eyes closed and his face turned into the wind.

         ‘Woof,’ I said. Twig opened his eyes and smiled.

         ‘Woof woof,’ he replied.

         And then we turned off the road onto the private lane down to Horsehill. The trees thickened as we came off the moor, and the lane became less tarmac and more grass and moss, and we were driving through the old white gate into the gravel courtyard and there was the house, all grey stone and big windows, and we were here.

         ‘Home!’ Grandma stalled again and pulled on the handbrake. She clambered down from the Land Rover and reached under her seat for a walking stick.

         ‘Since when do you use that?’ I asked.

         ‘Just get those cases into the house,’ she said, and hobbled away from the car.

         ‘Why’s she walking like that?’ Jas asked.

         ‘She had that fall.’ I frowned, remembering. ‘Right after Pumpkin was born. It was raining and she slipped. Mum was upset because Dad spent all the Easter holidays shuttling between London and here.’

         ‘But that was ages ago,’ Jas said.

         ‘She seems OK now,’ Twig observed.

         11Grandma was standing at the front door, waving her stick at us.

         ‘I MADE CHOCOLATE CAKE!’ she bellowed. ‘And it’s not going to eat itself!’

         Mum always used to say that Iris was always most herself when she was here, because she was free to do everything she loved most, climbing and exploring and running about. On the first night of every holiday, she used to lie in the bed next to mine and plan everything we were going to do. Even after she died, I would still lie in bed every first night, thinking about all the things I was going to do, the same things I did with her, like our favourite walks and eating raspberries straight from the bush and lying in the stream with our heads under water. That’s the thing about having a twin sister. It’s been four years since she was hit by that van, but in my head, she’s always with me.

         I was planning not to come this year. Dodi invited me to go to Spain with her family, to her parents’ villa in the south where they go every summer. ‘We’ll spend all our time at the beach,’ she said, ‘and we’ll get you a tan and a new haircut and nice clothes and find you a boyfriend. Now that I’m going out with Jake, you have to have one too.’

         Even though I’ve told her a million times that 12I’m really happy for her and she’s still my best friend, Dodi still feels awkward about the fact that she’s going out with Jake because I went out with him first. She never listens when I tell her I don’t even want a boyfriend, but I don’t – not one like Jake anyway, who is lovely but a bit hopeless. One day, I want to fall in love like Flora did with Zach – totally, completely, absolutely. I want a soul mate – like Iris, though different, obviously. Otherwise I’m not really interested.

         I did want to go to Spain though, because I thought it would be nice to go somewhere with no sad memories, and also fun to be with Dodi and swim in the Mediterranean Sea and reinvent myself as a glamorous, suntanned, sophisticated person, but Dad said no because Grandma would be disappointed.

         ‘Grandma would totally understand,’ I argued. ‘She loves travelling. She’s always zooming around the world doing exciting things.’

         ‘She would be disappointed,’ he repeated. ‘And besides …’

         ‘Besides what?’

         But he wouldn’t say.

         So I’m in bed now, trying to hold on to the excitement I felt in the car. The night’s still warm 13and the window’s wide open, and outside I can hear all the sounds of the countryside at night – animals hunting, a car far away, the stream rushing by under the bridge. Horsehill is exactly the same as it is every summer. The house is big and friendly and smells of wood smoke and Grandma’s cooking. Apples and plums are starting to grow on the trees, the kitchen garden is full of carrots and lettuces and tomatoes. Marigold and Hester, the fat old ponies, are dozing in the paddock, roses are climbing all over the walls and a few fields away the moor is sitting purple and green, waiting for us. Before coming to bed, I said goodnight to Jas and Twig in the room they always sleep in, with the same night light on because Twig doesn’t like the dark. I have the same white bedspread over the same green and pink flowered duvet cover.

         If Zoran were still our nanny and not an aspiring musician going out with a glamorous riding instructress, maybe Mum wouldn’t be so tired. Maybe he would be here with us, and she would have come too, with Pumpkin. And if Flora were here, the room would be a mess. There would be clothes all over the floor, and empty mugs and glasses and chocolate wrappers on the table. She’d be sitting up in bed listening to music and complaining about 14there being no Wi-Fi or mobile reception and how she didn’t know how she was expected to survive without hearing from Zach every five minutes and how no one understands what it’s like to be in love.

         But Flora isn’t here. She is in New Zealand with Dad, playing a tiny part in the film he wrote about King Arthur, and we are here for the first time without her, Zoran is in Sarajevo and Grandma has a stick and Mum is staying in London with our four-month-old baby brother.

         Everything feels different this year.
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            The Film Diaries of Bluebell Gadsby

            Scene Two

            The Mysterious Appearance of Two Boys in the Paddock

         

         
            Morning. CAMERAMAN (BLUE) stands at the open window of her top-floor bedroom at Horsehill, filming. It is only eight o’clock, but already the air is hazy with heat. Birds sing. The stream gurgles. Everything is very, very pretty, but this is not what the camera focuses on.

            There is a strange car parked in the courtyard below. It is strange for many different reasons. Firstly, it doesn’t belong to Grandma. Secondly, it’s a convertible, old-looking, with a dark grey body, huge headlights and faded red leather seats and quite a 16large dent in the side. And thirdly, it has the steering wheel on the left-hand side, meaning it’s not English.

            Off camera, the sound of the bedroom door creaking open. TWIG and JAS come to stand beside Cameraman, dressed respectively in way too short pyjamas and a torn floor-length lace-trimmed nightie.

            
                

            

            TWIG

            (displaying dazzling boyish knowledge)

            Wow! A vintage Citroen DS convertible with a French number plate!

            
                

            

            JAS

            (getting straight to the point)

            Whose is it?

            
                

            

            A WOMAN appears around the side of the house. She carries an empty shopping crate, with a woven straw shopping basket hanging from her wrist. Children (and camera) lean forward for a better look. The woman looks about 17the same age as their mother (forty and a bit) but she is dressed like a much younger hippy (Cameraman thinks), in indigo harem pants, leather flip-flops and a flowing purple vest top. She is small and slight, with dark curly hair streaked with grey hanging down to her waist and kept off her face with a bright green bandana. Her wrists are heavy with silver bangles.

            
                

            

            JAS

            (confused)

            Who is she?

            
                

            

            The Nameless Woman throws basket and shopping crate into the car then, shading her eyes, turns towards the paddock. She shouts something, waving. Camera turns, following her gaze.

            Two people sit on the fence around the paddock, about a hundred metres away from the house. Camera zooms in. They are boys, one tall and fair, the other smaller with darker hair. A small black and white dog lies at 18their feet. The smaller boy calls out to the ponies (MARIGOLD and FAT HESTER), who trot towards him like he is their best friend. He holds out his hand. They nuzzle it, looking for food. He pats them and kisses them on the nose. Then he grabs the halter of the larger pony (Marigold) and slips off the fence on to her bare back. The fair boy calls out after him, but he doesn’t answer. He and Marigold are off, cantering around the paddock.

            
                

            

            JAS

            (awestruck)

            And who is he?

         

         

         19

         Sunday 20 July

         The Nameless Woman was in the kitchen when we came down, making porridge, and she introduced herself straight away. Her name is Lizzie Hanratty and she is Grandma’s closest neighbour, ever since she and her son Skye (the smaller boy) moved to the old cottage half a mile away at the beginning of last term. They used to live in France (hence the car), Skye’s father is an artist and is still teaching there at some artist summer camp, and goodness there’s a lot to do when you move into a new house.

         ‘Skye’s out with the ponies right now,’ she told us. ‘He comes every day, just to check them over. You’ll meet him later. His cousin Ollie is staying with us for the summer, which is wonderful company for Skye and also so helpful, with all the painting and redecorating and repairing and everything. The boys are the same age as you, Bluebell. I hope you will all be wonderful, wonderful, wonderful friends.’

         Lizzie Hanratty talks a lot.

         ‘Normally they come on their bikes,’ she said. ‘But I just popped over with them this morning to bring a bit of shopping and I thought while I’m here, I might get on with making a bit of breakfast. Help yourselves to toast while I get on 20with the porridge. There’s some of my homemade marmalade on the table. I’ve been helping Granny out a bit, you know, since she had her little fall. Such a shame your mum and the little one couldn’t make it, but how lovely for Granny to have you for such a nice long holiday.’

         Jas said, ‘Twig dropped the baby on his head.’

         Lizzie said wasn’t that unfortunate and she hoped the baby was all right and she was sure it was just an accident.

         ‘It was,’ Twig mumbled.

         ‘Mum’s just tired,’ I said. ‘And the baby’s fine.’

         Lizzie said weren’t my parents lucky to have a nice sensible daughter like me.

         ‘Blue hates it when people call her sensible,’ Jas said. She peered over the edge of Lizzie’s saucepan. ‘And it’s way too hot for porridge.’

         Then Grandma came in, looking annoyed.

         ‘Really Lizzie, I am perfectly capable of making breakfast for my grandchildren. I’m not a complete invalid.’ Jas sidled up to her and whispered in her ear. Grandma whispered back, loudly, that SHE HATES PORRIDGE TOO.

         I felt quite sorry for Lizzie Hanratty.

         The garden door burst open and the dog shot in, followed by the boys.

         21Skye Hanratty is the messiest-looking person I have ever seen. His hair is the colour of wet sand and it stands up all over his head in little tufts, like he tried to cut it himself and then gave up halfway through. His eyes are sort of sludge-coloured and he wears little wire-rimmed glasses held together with sticking plasters, he has a gap between his front teeth and freckles all over his face, there is dried mud on his jodhpurs, his torn T-shirt is covered in grass stains and the laces of his trainers are undone. He tore into the kitchen, saw us and stopped so suddenly his cousin, who was behind, crashed right into him.

         ‘Sorry,’ Skye said. ‘The dog …’

         The dog’s name is Elsie, she belongs to Skye and she is mostly, but not completely, a border collie. She’s very young, almost a puppy, and doesn’t do any of the things she’s told. He ordered her to sit but instead she ran three times round the kitchen, stuck her nose between everybody’s legs, barked, tried to catch her own tail, then jumped up and pawed at Grandma, who kissed her on the nose, which made her so happy she finally stopped moving and rolled onto her back, with her pink tongue lolling out of the side of her mouth like she was smiling.

         22‘Deal with her, Skye,’ Lizzie murmured.

         Skye dived forward to grab Elsie by the collar, tripped on his shoelaces, knocked into the corner of the table and sent Lizzie’s homemade marmalade flying. Ollie, who has golden hair and blue eyes and clean clothes and very straight teeth, caught it just before it hit the ground and put it back on the table.

         ‘Just sit down,’ he said. ‘And don’t move.’

         Skye dropped onto a chair. Elsie put her chin on his thigh and gazed at him. He scratched her ears with one hand, and rubbed the other over his face, leaving a smudge of dust across his nose.

         ‘I’m trying to train her,’ he said, looking up at us.

         ‘Dogs will be dogs,’ Grandma said.

         ‘Your granny’s amazing,’ Lizzie said, and Grandma flinched. She hates being called Granny.

         Skye was busy trying to teach Elsie to stay sitting by pressing down her bottom and wagging his finger in her face. Lizzie nudged him and nodded at us.

         ‘What?’ he asked.

         ‘Introduce yourself,’ she whispered.

         Ollie sighed and stepped forward, taking a low, theatrical bow.

         ‘Ladies,’ he said, flourishing an imaginary hat 23at Jas and me, then turned to Twig. ‘Sir. Oliver Blackerry, at your most distinguished service.’

         Flora would have curtseyed right back and simpered something like ‘Oh sir, you are too kind.’

         Twig and Jas and I just stared.

         Close up and smiling, Oliver Blackerry is spectacularly good-looking.

         ‘Now you tell me your names,’ he said kindly.

         ‘Bluebell,’ I managed. ‘And this is Twig, and this is Jas.’

         ‘Skye?’ Lizzie prompted.

         He gave a little wave, like he was apologising for not being as flamboyant as his cousin.

         ‘I’m Skye,’ he said.

         ‘That’s Skye with an “e” at the end,’ Lizzie explained. ‘As in the Scottish island. Not the actual sky. It’s where he was conceived.’

         Ollie snorted with laughter. No one else knew quite what to say. Skye rolled his eyes, like he was used to this story and it had lost the power to embarrass him, but then Jas, who hadn’t said anything until now, burst out with ‘We saw you riding, and you looked amazing!’ and he blushed.

         ‘I love riding,’ Jas told him. ‘We have an ex-nanny called Zoran and his girlfriend, her name’s Gloria, has these riding stables in London, and I ride there 24all the time. They’re right under the motorway, nothing like here, but I’m really good. Will you teach me to ride without a saddle like you?’

         ‘Sure.’ Skye grinned, showing the gap in his teeth. Lizzie beamed.

         ‘Only if Granny says yes!’ she warned. ‘Skye’s a good teacher, aren’t you, Skye? There’s nothing he doesn’t know about horses. We lived near a livery stables in France, and he was always squirrelled away there. The owners said they had never met anyone with such natural ability.’

         Skye was so red now his freckles were almost invisible. Ollie pulled him to his feet and started to push him towards the door.

         ‘Let’s go,’ he said. ‘Before Skye actually catches fire.’

         Lizzie made Grandma promise to call if she needed anything. ‘Even the slightest, teeniest thing!’ she said, and swept out to the car. Ollie bowed again. I got the feeling he was laughing at us a bit. Skye whistled to Elsie, bumped into the door, muttered ‘Ow!’ and stumbled out into the sunshine.

         ‘Gosh,’ I said.

         ‘My new neighbours,’ Grandma agreed.

         ‘They’re very …’

         ‘What?’

         25And I really didn’t know what to say. Gorgeous? Clumsy? Overwhelmingly friendly?

         ‘Nice,’ I said.

         Grandma grunted and said that if we’d finished breakfast, she could use some help in the garden.

         
             

         

         Mum called. Her old school friend Gaia, who got divorced last year and lives in a big peaceful house in the country near Basingstoke, has invited her and Pumpkin to stay for ‘a nice long rest’.

         ‘She can rest here,’ Twig said while Jas was ordering Mum to come to Horsehill instead.

         ‘Not really,’ Grandma reasoned, with her usual tact. ‘If you think about it. Not with you lot.’

         Then Dad called later, when everyone except Jas was in the garden. I went in to answer but she was already talking to him.

         ‘I don’t really mind being here,’ she was saying. ‘Because there’s this boy and the ponies. I just want Mummy and Pumpkin to be here too.’ She kicked the skirting board while Dad replied. ‘But I can look after Pumpkin if Mummy wants to rest,’ she protested, and then ‘Why are grown-ups always, always tired?’

         There was a clunk as she put the phone down and shouted that Dad wanted to speak to me too. She 26hovered while I talked to him with her head pressed against mine. I tried to shove her away, but she said she wanted to hear what he had to say.

         ‘How is she?’ he asked.

         ‘Jas?’

         ‘Your grandmother. I don’t want you tiring her out.’

         Jas rolled her eyes. Grandma wandered in from the garden, brandishing her stick with one hand and a courgette with the other.

         ‘Is that your father?’

         I passed her the phone.

         ‘You’re fussing again,’ she told him.

         Dad said something I didn’t hear. Grandma told him he was speaking nonsense and hung up.

         The old family cot that we all slept in is out in the little box room next to where Mum and Dad always sleep. The white wood has faded to yellow, and some of the old cartoon characters painted on the sides are almost rubbed out, but someone had dusted and cleaned it, laid out crisply ironed baby sheets and a little cotton blanket, and put Dad’s old teddy bear out on the chest of drawers.

         Jas cried when she saw the room. Even I got a lump in my throat.

         I know Grandma did everything she could think 27of to make things nice for us this evening. She let Jas eat just pasta and cheese even though she doesn’t think it’s a proper meal, and she melted a whole box of Belgian chocolates someone had given her to pour over ice cream, and after dinner we walked down to the stream and threw sticks into the water to race them under the bridge, like we used to when we were little.

         It only cheered us up a little bit.
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            The Film Diaries of Bluebell Gadsby

            Scene Three

            Plant Life

         

         
            DAY. EXTERIOR.

            
                

            

            The kitchen garden at Horsehill (referred to by GRANDMA as the ‘potager’) measures exactly eighteen feet by twelve and faces full south, sheltered on one side by the wall of the garden and on the other by the house.

            In this unusually hot summer, after a damp spring (ideal growing conditions, according to Grandma), the kitchen garden explodes with produce. French and runner beans twist around bamboo wigwams. Their scarlet flowers sway in the breeze, as do the feathery 29tops of rows and rows of carrots. Black and redcurrant bushes droop with heavy fruit. Courgette flowers bloom orange and yellow, their snaking vines threatening to invade onion beds overgrown with weeds. Camera zooms in on one courgette, swollen to the size of a marrow and beginning to split. Bees hum among the flowers of inedible lettuce heads gone to seed.

            Grandma, straight and tiny, long grey hair tied back in its usual bun, pearl earrings in place, dressed in ancient gardening clothes of nondescript colour, wide-brimmed straw hat and bright purple Crocs, marches up and down the rows of vegetables followed by TWIG and JASMINE, both wearing expressions of mounting dismay as she issues the day’s instructions, jabbing at beds with her walking stick.

            
                

            

            30GRANDMA

            Pick all the French beans longer than twelve centimetres. Weed the onion beds. Pick the courgettes. Throw that marrow on the compost heap. Check the size of the carrot heads. If they’re big enough, pull them up.

            
                

            

            TWIG

            How do we know when they’re big enough?

            
                

            

            Grandma makes a small circle with her thumb and index finger to indicate the optimum circumference of a carrot head.

            
                

            

            GRANDMA

            Currants – if they are ripe, pick them. Stick them in the freezer for when we’re ready to make jam. Ditto raspberries – it’s a new variety, they should yield for another couple of weeks. Don’t put them in the freezer, we’ll have them for lunch.

            
                

            

            31JASMINE

            I don’t understand why you don’t just buy your vegetables from a shop.

            
                

            

            GRANDMA

            (looks appalled)

            Why on earth would I do that? Come along now, chop chop. Plants won’t look after themselves!

            
                

            

            TWIG

            Actually, Nature is full of plants looking after themselves.

            
                

            

            GRANDMA

            (a little hurt) You used to love helping in the potager.

            
                

            

            CAMERAMAN

            (focusing on Twig) We still do. Don’t we, Twig?

            
                

            

            TWIG

            (mumbles)

            Yes, we do.

            
                

            

            32JASMINE

            (to Grandma)

            What are you going to do while we do all the work?

            
                

            

            GRANDMA

            (looks offended)

            I am going to look after you.

         

         

         33

         Monday 21 July

         We worked all afternoon. We cut and we hacked and pruned and tied and dug and weeded as Grandma instructed, but even though we have always helped in the garden I couldn’t shake off the sense that things are not the same. Maybe it’s the fact that usually when we come, Grandma is ready with a list of things for us to do – fun things as well as chores, like beach trips and picnics, bonfires, hikes. She’s not mentioned anything like that yet. Or maybe it’s the heat, or the fact that instead of bustling around as usual while we work, she fell asleep in a deckchair in the shade all afternoon. Or maybe it’s like I wrote before, that nothing is the same.

         Once, just after he stopped being our nanny to become a music teacher, Zoran told me that there are certain unshakeable facts in life, and that the sooner you accepted them, the easier it got.

         It was Flora’s seventeenth birthday. She was having a party, and said I couldn’t go.

         ‘It is not a party for children,’ Flora said.

         ‘And I am not a child,’ I complained to Zoran.

         The unshakeable fact Zoran told me to accept was this: nothing will ever change the way your family sees you. Zoran is twenty-seven now but twenty years 34ago, when there was a war in his country, his parents put him and his big sister Lena on a boat to escape from Bosnia. She led him all the way through Italy and France to England to live with their great-aunt Alina, but even though they are both completely grown-up now, she still treats him like the little boy she had to look after all that time ago.

         ‘Just as you all treat me like I am still your nanny,’ he said.

         ‘So Flora will always be the loud, bossy, oldest one,’ I said. ‘And Twig will be the curious, clever boy, and Jas will be the cute little one, and I will always be the boring one in the middle.’

         ‘We are who we are in the eyes of our family,’ Zoran said, in that prim way he sometimes has. ‘And you are not boring,’ he added, just a tiny bit too late.

         Here is something I have learned over the last few months.

         Things do change. All it takes is a baby.

         The first time we saw him was in hospital. He was two hours old, asleep in this clear plastic crib that looked like a fish tank, wrapped in a blanket so all you could see was his little neck and face, and he was all wrinkled and a bit purple with this shock of pale orange hair, which makes him sound alarming but actually he was really, really sweet. Mum was 35lying in bed, looking pale and a bit astonished, like she had never had a baby before, and Dad was holding her hand and crying and saying ‘a little boy, a little boy’ like he’d never had a son before, and even though it was this huge, momentous occasion, it didn’t feel like anything had majorly changed. Jas read out a poem she composed on the Tube (‘Here we are on our way to the hospital, Shaken by the train, To see our new brother, Like no other, I wonder what will be his name’). Twig poked around the nappies and bottom cream and cotton wool and babygrows to see how everything worked. Flora cried, ‘Imagine if people thought he was my baby!’, then we spent ages arguing about his name, with Dad wanting something boyish like Jim or Chester and everyone else saying he should have a flower name. It was Mum who came up with William (for Sweet William, the flower), and Jas who came up with the nickname Pumpkin, because of his little round cheeks and orange hair.

         I filmed everything. We were all completely, absolutely typically ourselves. It was only afterwards, going home, that I realised what was happening.

         ‘Oh my god,’ Flora said. ‘I think compared to that I’m like, an adult.’

         ‘I’m not the youngest any more,’ Jas said.

         36Twig said, ‘I’m not the only boy.’

         I thought, ‘I just want my sister back.’

         When she was pregnant, Mum said that no baby could ever replace Iris, but I saw the way she looked at Pumpkin in hospital. I’ve looked at my film of that day over and over again. She’s gazing at him like he’s the most amazing thing ever, and since then she has hardly ever let him out of her sight. It’s all feeding Pumpkin, and burping Pumpkin, and how much is Pumpkin sleeping and Pumpkin’s routine and ‘Was that a smile, or does he just have wind?’ It’s not his fault. He’s only a baby. All he really does is eat and sleep, but he has completely taken over our lives. I’ve tried hard over the past four months to see him as Mum does. It’s not easy to get very close to him because Mum and Jas are so obsessed with him. I watch over him when they’re out, and I push his buggy and rock him to sleep, and I’ve bounced him and cuddled him a few times, and all the time I have been waiting for Mum to talk to me and explain exactly how I am supposed to feel about all this, because I just don’t know. But Mum is busy all the time. When she’s not looking after Pumpkin, she’s dealing with a drama of Flora’s, or Dad with a writing deadline crisis, or Jas losing her homework or Twig doing stuff like putting his cricket mouthguard 37in the bottle steriliser. She doesn’t have time for questions like mine.

         For me, it boils down to this. I used to have a twin sister, but she died. I have a baby brother, who’s alive. Somewhere between the two of them, there is a deep dark hole and I don’t know how to fill it.

         Tuesday 22 July

         I haven’t seen Skye and Ollie since that first day. They have been coming early when I’m still asleep, but Jas saw them this morning. I think she slept with an alarm clock under her pillow. She didn’t think to wake anyone else up, but went straight down to the paddock without even getting dressed, to watch Skye exercise Marigold and Hester.

         She came into my room afterwards to tell me all about it.

         ‘Every day, he makes sure they have enough water, and he checks them for bites and ticks, and he clears their droppings out of the field so there aren’t too many flies, and he makes sure there are no holes in the ground so they don’t hurt themselves, and then he exercises them by riding them around. When he’s got time, he takes them out on the moor. I’m longing 38to go out on the moor. I asked if I could I ride Hester without a saddle, because she’s smaller than Marigold so if I fall it doesn’t matter so much. And he was going to let me but then Ollie said weren’t we supposed to ask Grandma, so I saddled her up and rode her in my nightie. It wasn’t very comfortable. Dad says in King Arthur stories Lady Godiva rode around naked. Naked! Do you think Grandma will let Skye teach me to ride without a saddle?’
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