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Amazon reviews for ‘Living in Harry’s World’

This book is one of the best I have read, the honesty, love, laughter and tears all captured in one brilliant read.

An excellent read! Touching, humorous, loving, it describes what only those parents closely associated with autism go through. For those of us who are not familiar with autism, it was an eye-opener in showing the stresses and strains, but also the love and rewards that can come with it.

It is full of honesty, humour but most of all love and respect with seemingly getting little in return. Everyone should read this book, whether touched by autism or not. It would help to make us all more tolerant and accepting of those that are a little bit different.

I loved this book! As a parent of two autistic people myself, I can assure would be readers that the life described by Denis Deasy in this entertaining tale is spot on!


	


Amazon reviews for ‘I’m Sorry, My Son’s Autistic’

What an amazing follow up to ‘Living in Harry’s World’ joining Harry and his dad on a heart-warming but rollercoaster of a ride into adulthood. The author really opened my eyes to the world of autism and is a very humbling read. Fantastic read that I couldn’t put down. I can’t wait until the next instalment.

Author Denis Deasy brilliantly conveys the pressures of dealing with stressful behavioural issues by injecting a degree of humour which is not only entertaining but also gives the reader some insights into the realities of living with autism. I laughed out loud at times and had a tear in my eye at others. This follow-up is highly recommended.

The relationship between Harry and his father is so moving. I loved the many funny incidents and anecdotes - based on Harry’s view of the world. A very honest, yet uplifting, account of life with an autistic teenager.


	


Amazon reviews for ‘From This Day Forward’

The final part of the trilogy from author Denis Deasy concludes the story arc of autistic Harry and his long suffering father. Beautifully written, we see Harry at 30 in a relationship and planning to marry Bernadette. Just like the previous two books in the series, you’ll laugh out loud at some parts and will have tears in your eyes at others. Books like this really do give an insight into life with autism but few do it as well as Deasy.

The completion of the ‘Harry’ trilogy and the best yet? Charming, insightful and full of humour. These books have offered real insight into families living with autism and yet manage to both entertain and educate the casual reader. Highly recommended!

Having read this third book about Harry, getting more insight into the world of an autistic person, the heartache, and sometimes joy, of the parents involved, I am still in awe, and have full respect for them, for dealing with, and working through a life-long commitment.
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This book is dedicated to Tony Prouse and Joanna Rees. 

Thank you for all the time you spent on my book and for your friendship and kindness.
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‘Are you having an affair?’ I ask my wife.

She looks at me for what seems like an eternity and nods.

‘Is it Rob?’

‘Yes. I’m so sorry, Danny.’

‘How long has this been going on?’

‘Nearly six months.’

‘Fucking hell, Karen.’

‘I’ve hardly seen you these past few months. You’ve either been at work or going to conferences all around the country.’

‘Don’t blame me for trying to get that promotion. I did it for us.’

She doesn’t respond.

‘Come on, tell me all the gory details. When did you first have sex?’

‘Let’s not get into that right now.’

‘I hate to disagree but I need to know everything,’ I shout at her.

She slumps onto the sofa.

‘I’ll find out sooner or later so just put me out of my misery.’

‘It was the weekend you went to Leeds.’

She puts her head in her hands and stares at the floor.

‘Have the decency to look at me for fucks sake.’

‘He came to return your books. We got chatting, had too much wine and …’

‘Screwed each other,’ I scream at her.

She nods.

‘In our bed?’

She doesn’t reply which is all I need to know.

‘I can’t believe what I’m hearing. I know that we haven’t been getting on recently but I never thought you’d cheat on me. I can’t get my head around it.’

‘We haven’t had sex for ages. We’re drifting apart.’

‘I’ve been under a lot of pressure at work, you know that. That’s hardly an excuse to jump into bed with one of my so called friends after a couple of glasses of wine.’

‘There’s something else.’

I look nervously at her. What could she possibly say that will make me feel worse than I do right now?

‘I’m pregnant.’


	


CHAPTER ONE: TWELVE YEARS LATER
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‘One for the road?’ I ask Maria.

‘Yeah, why not? No work tomorrow.’

I work in IT for a company called FixIT and these past few weeks we’ve been working really hard implementing changes for a retail company to get the new software deployed in time for their peak Christmas period. Today was the deadline and we made it by the skin of our teeth, as my mother used to say. Maria is an IT colleague. Tonight is the office Christmas party. FixIT has gone to the great expense of booking a dingy-looking room in a pub very close to our office. They have also splashed out on cold sausage rolls accompanied by the usual triangle sandwiches where I have to organise a search party to locate a piece of ham. The Michelin standard food is completed by pineapple and cheese on sticks. If it wasn’t for Maria I would’ve headed straight home. Watching Pointless is fractionally preferable to hanging out with IT nerds.

‘So what are your plans for Christmas?’ I ask as I hand Maria a glass of wine.

‘I’m going to my parents on Christmas Day and the rest of the time I’m just chilling. I need the rest.’

‘Tell me about it. It’s been a crazy time at work.’

‘And how are you spending Christmas?’ She asks.

‘My parents are both deceased. I’ve no brothers or sisters so I’ll be just sitting in front of the box watching Morecombe and Wise episodes that are probably around fifty years old.’

‘That sounds a bit sad.’

‘I’ve been living on my own now for quite a while so it’s not much different from most weekends.’

‘How long have you been divorced if you don’t mind me asking?’

‘It’ll be eleven years in March.’

‘Wow, that long. You’ve never met anybody special since then?’

‘No, I’m afraid not, but to be honest I haven’t really dated much. I’ve got used to being on my own, although that’s not really a good thing.’

‘Why did you get divorced? I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have asked you that, I’ve had too much to drink.’

‘It’s not a problem but where do I start? I dated Karen for two years before I popped the question. We were both twenty-three when we got married. The first few years were great, we did everything together but then I got my first IT job and I found it very difficult to keep up with everything which stressed me out. I suppose my anxiety affected my relationship with her. However, after a while I got the hang of things and then worked all the hours God sent to try and get a promotion. This involved going all around the country deploying software to our clients and attending conferences, you know the score. When I was at home she seemed very distant. I just knew something was wrong so when I eventually confronted her she admitted to having an affair with a guy who happened to be one of my friends.’

‘That’s awful.’

‘I was so angry. We had a massive argument and I packed my bags that same night and left. I haven’t seen her since.’

‘Didn’t you come into contact with her during the divorce?’

‘No, my lawyer took care of everything.’

‘I didn’t know any of that.’

‘Not many people do. I don’t talk about it much,’ I reply before taking a sip of my beer.

‘But that’s not all. She then told me that she was pregnant.’

‘With his child?’

‘Oh yeah. We started trying for a baby a couple of years before that but nothing happened. We then had tests and I found out that I’ve got a very low sperm count. We were thinking of trying IVF but it’s so expensive and we just weren’t in a financial position to pursue that. Anyway, she told me straight away I wasn’t the father.’

‘When you left that night did she try to stop you?’

‘Yes she did but I knew the marriage was dead. The trust had gone.’

‘How did you cope?’

‘I was devastated, although it took some time to realise it wasn’t entirely her fault. I played my part.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I was just so ambitious with work. I never turned down any assignment regardless of how long I’d be away from home. I was too focused to notice the impact it had on my relationship until it was too late.’

‘Did she talk to you about your work commitments?’

‘Yes, but I just thought that she was over exaggerating, having a bit of a moan. I remember telling her that she would thank me when we move into a bigger house in a nicer area.’

‘So what made you suspect she was cheating on you?’

‘Wherever I was away I’d always ring her in the evening and her mobile was either engaged or there was no answer. Then one weekend one of our nosey neighbours told me that they’d seen my friend Rob come to my house a few times a week while I was away. Karen or Rob never mentioned any of this to me so I became suspicious. I asked the neighbour to text me whenever she noticed Rob coming around and I’d ring Karen then. The times she did answer she mostly told me that she was doing household chores or watching TV. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to work out what was going on.’

‘Did she try to contact you after you left?’

‘Yeah, she texted a lot but I didn’t respond. She was dead to me and it certainly felt like grieving at the time.’

‘Any contact with Rob?’

‘No, but I wanted to beat the shit out of him so many times.’

‘Again, I’m sorry for bringing this up, we’re supposed to be celebrating.’

‘There’s no need to apologise, it happened so long ago. I haven’t talked about Karen for many years. It actually feels good.’

‘Then maybe we should do this more often,’ Maria looks at me intently.

‘Yes, we should.’

Half an hour later we both leave the pub. Maria heads towards Waterloo overground station while I get on the tube. Was she actually flirting with me earlier by suggesting that we should socialise again? Maybe it was just the drink clouding my judgement.

My thoughts turn to Karen. From time to time I do wonder what her life is like now, after all I did spend seven years with her. Is she still with Rob? I did find out that she had a boy. He must be eleven years old now. Does she ever think of me? Does she regret sleeping with Rob?

I’ll probably never find out.
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It’s a cold, frosty Christmas Day. From my kitchen window I see a family walking past. The two children look excited as they clutch their toys. It’s a happy scene. As usual there are no Christmas presents for me to open. My only present this year was from a secret Santa at work which was Showaddywaddys Greatest Hits. Why on earth would anyone think that I like Showaddywaddy? Unless it was a joke, but I don’t think so as my IT colleagues have yet to discover a sense of humour. I gave it to Cancer Research. It should fetch at least a quid and I feel good that I’ve done my bit for charity for the year. The last decent Christmas present I received was five years ago and it was a laptop. It was from my mother who passed away suddenly on Boxing Day.

Until then I used to love Christmas. When I was growing up some of our relatives would come over on Christmas Day and it always turned into a sing song. Lovely memories. Even after I got married I always had my parents over on Christmas Day. They really liked Karen and were distraught when our marriage ended. For a long time my mum begged me to contact Karen but she eventually got the message that was never going to happen. I haven’t even put up a Christmas tree this year. What’s the point?

I make myself another cup of tea and settle in front of the television to watch the same old festive repeats. Although I will watch the Queens speech. As a young kid my father told me to pay attention during Her Majesty’s broadcasts. ‘That lady talks a lot of sense and she’ll steer you along the right path in life,’ he would say.

‘But I bet she doesn’t do any hoovering,’ my mum always replied.

‘There’s 775 rooms in Buckingham Palace. You can’t expect the Queen to do all of them,’ was my father’s response.

‘A couple wouldn’t go amiss.’

You’d think that this was a light hearted conversation; it wasn’t.

After the Queen’s speech I’ll crack open my £9.99 bottle of sparkling wine and fall to sleep in front of the TV. Maybe Maria was right, it is all rather sad. Three minutes into the Strictly Come Dancing Christmas Special and I’m already bored so I boot up my laptop. When I log onto Facebook I notice there’s a message waiting for me. When I open it I can’t believe what’s in front of me.

‘Remember me? It’s been a while. How have you been? I hope you are well and having a fabulous day. You always loved Christmas. Let me know how you’re getting on. Take care, Karen.’

I read it several times as it seems surreal to me. For years after our split I felt extremely bitter towards her at the way our marriage ended but more recently that has diminished and now I’m at the stage where I rarely think of Karen, apart from the other night when Maria asked about my divorce. To see this message just blows my mind.

With apologies to Her Majesty I crack open the wine and before I know it I’ve drunk three quarters of the bottle while staring at the message.

It’s been over a decade since our last and rather heated conversation. Why is she suddenly contacting me? Has something happened to her to prompt this? There’s only one way to find out. I take another gulp of wine before I start typing.

‘To say I’m shocked to hear from you is an understatement. Is everything OK?’

I wait anxiously for over half an hour before a reply appears.

‘Can we meet sometime next week? I’ll perfectly understand if you don’t want to.’

‘Why do you want to meet?’

‘I want to explain some things to you.’

‘After all this time?’

‘It’ll be much easier if we can meet up rather than messaging each other.’

‘OK, why not?’

‘Is tomorrow too soon?’

‘No, it’s fine.’

‘Can you come over at midday?’

‘Yes, are you still at our… I mean your house?’

‘Yeah, still here.’

‘OK, I’ll see you tomorrow.’

‘Great, enjoy the rest of your Christmas Day.’	
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I wake up with a slight hangover as I continued drinking after the online conversation.

It’s hard to believe that I’ll be seeing Karen again today, but I’m now wondering if Rob will also be there. That’ll be awkward at best and likely confrontational but would Karen invite me over in these circumstances?

I hold that bastard equally responsible for the break-up of my marriage and to this day I feel a little ashamed that I never took him to task. Rob and I were in the same class throughout our school years. Even back then he was a bit of a know it all but that always seemed to work in his favour with the females as he inevitably went out with the prettiest girls and that continued into his twenties. He didn’t want to settle down, he just wanted to have fun and I reluctantly admired him for that. He was certainly a larger than life character – a completely different personality to me. However, he got bored easily and broke many hearts along the way. He wasn’t academically clever and I used to go to his house to help him with his maths homework even though he showed no interest. Most of the time he just told me to write down the answers which I did. How naïve and stupid was I? When Rob inevitably failed all his exams he simply worked for his father who owned his own building company. Again, everything fell into place for him.

Karen and I bought the two bedroom house in Brixton soon after we got married. It’s just off the high street and very near the tube station – a great location. However, we never planned to stay there long term. We both wanted to move further out to a bigger house in preparation for starting a family. As part of the divorce settlement Karen kept the house but I was paid a lump sum for my half of the mortgage. I used this to put a down payment on my extremely small two bedroom house in Vauxhall, which is only two stops on the underground from Brixton. I never did make it out to the suburbs.

As I walk along the familiar Brixton streets, memories of our early life together come flooding back. I’m surprised to see many of the same shops still here – the newsagents, the Post Office, the launderette… it feels strangely re-assuring. I walk past the Prince of Wales pub where we spent many happy evenings and I‘m tempted to pop in for a quick pint to steady my nerves but decide against it.

I eventually arrive at the house that I lived in for over five years. The matchbox garden looks in better condition than I remember but that’s not hard as I hate gardening and always used my bad back as an excuse not to get involved.

As I stare at the front of the house I’m beginning to regret coming. Why did I agree to this without thinking it through?

But before I have any chance to change my mind, the front door opens and Karen steps out.

It’s like time has stood still as she looks the same, perhaps with a few more flecks of grey in her long blonde hair. She remains slim and her blue eyes are still stunning.

She smiles and embraces me, which takes me by surprise.

‘How are you doing? You look great,’ she says.

‘I’m OK,’ is all I can say.

‘Come in,’ she says and leads me into her house.

As I enter the living-room I can see straight away the differences since I last was here. Not surprisingly the wallpaper, carpet and sofa are different but my book shelves are still standing, which, given the fact that I failed my Woodwork ‘O’ level, is amazing.

‘It feels pretty strange being back here.’

‘I can imagine. Now what are you having to drink? I have Carlsberg.’

‘You remembered.’

She nods.

‘Yes, thank you.’

She returns with my drink and she’s holding a glass of white wine.

‘Well I hope you had a nice Christmas,’ she says as she holds up her glass.

‘Ditto,’ I reply, resisting the temptation to clink her glass before we both take a sip of our drinks.

‘If you told me yesterday that I’d be sitting in this room…’

‘I can’t tell you how many times I’ve wanted to contact you.’

‘So why now?’

‘I’ve never forgiven myself for what happened to us. I know I blamed the fact that you were away so much but that doesn’t excuse what I did.’

‘Karen, there’s no need to explain. I no longer hold any bad feeling towards you. It happened so long ago and we’ve both moved on.’ Although if I’m truthful I would like some clarification on why she had it off with one of my best friends.

‘Have you remarried?’ She asks.

‘No.’

After all this time there’s no embarrassing silences, we’ve just carried on as if we had only spoken to each other yesterday. But Karen was always honest, others would say blunt even, until the last few weeks of our marriage that is.

‘Are you in a relationship now?’ She asks.

‘How about asking me if I still have Corn Flakes for breakfast instead? Let’s take it one step at a time.’

‘I’m sorry, I’m really nervous.’

‘You and me both.’

‘So do you?’ She asks.

‘Do what?’

‘Still have Corn Flakes every morning?’

‘Yes.’

She smiles and takes another sip of her wine.

‘It’s time for me to ask you a question,’ I say.

‘Go for it.’

‘Where’s Rob?’

‘We got divorced six months ago.’

‘Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,’ I say trying to sound convincing.

‘Liar,’ she replies, smiling.

‘Did I hate him for sleeping with you? Of course I did, but I don’t wish you unhappiness, not now anyway. So what happened?’

‘The first couple of years were fine but he got restless and started going out with his friends more and more. I suspected that he was seeing women and on a few occasions I confronted him but he kept on denying it, so as a last resort I contacted a detective agency.’

‘I thought that only happened in films.’

‘Believe me it’s real and very costly but it served its purpose. They followed him for a month and caught him with two women. When I accused him again he told me that I was paranoid but after I showed him the photos his face went white. For once I was one step ahead of him. I had already packed his bags and he left that night.’

‘Wow, how are you coping?’

‘I’m doing OK. It’s actually a relief not worrying where he is and who he’s with. To be honest, Danny I’ve been thinking more and more about us recently and how I let you down. I just wanted to meet you and apologise, albeit a decade too late.’

‘Karen, please don’t carry that guilt, life’s too short. I don’t hate you, if I did, would I be here today?’

‘There’s no ulterior motive. I’m not trying to get us back together or want anything from you, I would like us to be friends again and if we have no further contact after today then at least we can end it all amicably and that’ll please me more than you could ever know. There’s another reason why I asked you here, since Rob left I’ve had a clear out and there’s some stuff of yours in the loft. Do you mind having a look and just take anything you want?’

‘Yeah, no problem. Do you want me to do that now?’

‘There’s no rush.’

‘There’s one thing you haven’t mentioned.’

‘What’s that?’

‘Your son.’

‘How did you know?’

‘I stayed friends with Alex and Colin for a short while. They told me.’

‘His name is Sam, he’s eleven years old and he’s autistic.’

‘Where is he now?’

‘He’s with Belinda. She’s going to New York tomorrow for two weeks and wanted to spend time with Sam before she went. She’s very close to him.’

Belinda is Karen’s sister.

‘Does he speak?’

‘Yes, he has Aspergers which is on the more able end of the autistic spectrum.’

‘I really don’t know much about autism I’m afraid, although I do remember watching that Dustin Hoffman film.’

‘Rain Man.’

‘That’s it.’

‘The media tend to portray autistic people as being supremely talented at something just like Dustin Hoffman’s character in that film. The reality is very different.’

‘When did you realise he was autistic?’

‘His language wasn’t great and when we had gatherings with family and friends I noticed how much more advanced his peers were. Not only verbally but much better able to communicate.’

‘What age was Sam then?’

‘Two.’

‘Did you talk to any of his teachers?’

‘Yes but they just told me that kids all develop at their own pace. They were confident that he would catch up.’

‘How are his language skills now?’

‘Much better but that hides loads of issues which I don’t really want to get into right now.’

‘Is he is at a special school?’

‘Yes. He was diagnosed a few weeks before his fourth birthday and then went to a SLD pre-school. He’s now in an autistic school not far from here.’

‘What’s SLD?’

‘Severe Learning Difficulty. I’m sorry I should’ve explained.’

‘I had no idea about any of this. How did Rob cope with it?’

‘He didn’t accept the autism diagnosis and kept saying that he’ll grow out of it. I remember telling him so many times to face up to the truth but I don’t think he ever did.’

‘How does he get on with Sam?’

‘When Sam was very young Rob mentioned to me that he was looking forward to the day when he could take his son down to his local for a pint and also go to see Chelsea play but he must have realised at some point that this was never going to happen, not in the way he envisaged anyway. He then distanced himself from Sam and that was heartbreaking.’

‘Does he see him now?’

‘Once a month at best and even then he just takes him to the local park and is usually back within half an hour.’

She takes another sip of her wine.

‘I didn’t drag you here on Boxing Day to offload my problems, I just wanted to see you and make amends for a mistake that I made a long time ago.’

‘Please don’t beat yourself up about it.’

‘But still, I’d like to explain…’

‘There’s no need, you’ve enough to deal with right now. Anyway I better get going.’

‘Thanks for coming over at such short notice, Danny. I know it couldn’t have been easy for you.’

‘I’m glad you contacted me, Karen. Rest assured I’ll be back to clear out my stuff from the loft.’

We hug each other awkwardly before I leave and make my way to the tube station.

When I arrive home I reflect on my time with Karen. I wasn’t too surprised about her being divorced from Rob. It was always obvious to me that he couldn’t commit to a long-term relationship even given the fact that he has a son. To find out that Sam is autistic was sad news and it was distressing to hear that Rob’s involvement with his son is virtually non-existent. Life must be tough for Karen right now.

I was prepared to question her on the affair but after hearing her news about Sam it didn’t seem right. I actually left pretty sharpish as I was somewhat anxious about meeting Sam. What would I say to an autistic eleven-year-old boy? Because I’m an only child I have no nieces or nephews so I’ve had zero interaction with children.

As I feel bad for leaving so early, I log onto Facebook and start typing a message to Karen.

‘Great catching up with you today. Would definitely like to see you again.’

Ten minutes later comes the reply.

‘Thanks again for coming over. I wanted to say more about what happened between us. How about coming over on Saturday? There’s still a few cans of Carlsberg in the fridge and the stairs to the loft are now a lot safer than when you last climbed them.’

‘OK, sounds good. The same time?’

‘Yeah, that’s fine. Some of the anxiety that I’ve carried for such a long time already feels a little lighter. Thank you.’

‘Glad I could help.’

‘And I can’t wait for you to meet my son.’
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The last forty-eight hours have been so surreal. I’m still in a state of disbelief as I had never expected to see Karen again.

It would have been easier to ignore her Christmas Day message but I would have been forever wondering why she had made contact after all this time. To some extent I still am. Perhaps she does only want to make amends and nothing else. I’d like to think so. But its gone up another level with the prospect of meeting Sam. Why am I so nervous? Is it because of his autism or the fact that he’s a symbol of why our marriage ended? Would I have stayed with her if she wasn’t pregnant? I don’t think so but that was definitely a deal breaker.

The fact that he’s Rob’s son also doesn’t sit well with me.

However it was me who messaged her first after our meeting and suggested that we should see each other again. I just didn’t expect it to happen so soon.

Last night I did look at numerous autism articles on the internet but it covers such a broad range of behaviours that it’s difficult to judge where Sam fits into it.

My time with Karen was very pleasant but was I too nice to her given the fact that she betrayed me so cruelly? I wouldn’t quite say that she ruined my life but she certainly changed it forever. It took another five years before I went on an online date. That didn’t work out and neither did subsequent ones. Perhaps she instilled in me an underlying distrust of women. Why didn’t I say that to her?

All these thoughts are still with me as I walk familiar Brixton streets again and before I know it I’m standing in front of her house.

I ring the door bell and a young boy answers it. He looks just like Karen, small, slim with fair hair and blue eyes. He even has that same bemused expression that I recognise in his mother. He must be Sam.

‘And who the hell are you?’ He asks.

‘I’m Danny, a friend of your mums. Is she in?’

‘Where do you live?’

‘Vauxhall.’

‘That’s on the Victoria line and it has a big Sainsbury’s.’

‘That’s right.’

‘Do they sell Anchor butter in that Sainsbury’s?’

‘I don’t know but I presume they do.’

‘Why don’t you know that?’

‘I don’t eat Anchor butter.’

‘That’s a bit crazy. What butter do you eat?’

‘I prefer margarine.’

‘Only confused people like margarine, I think you can disappear now,’ Sam replies before very calmly shutting the door.

I stand there for a couple of minutes, not sure whether to ring the bell again. Finally Karen opens the door.

‘I’m so sorry, Danny, I was in the toilet. You’ve met Sam then?’

‘Yes, we had a butter and margarine conversation.’

‘As you do. Please come in.’

We enter the living-room where Sam is sitting in an armchair just staring at the opposite wall. I look over at the wall to see if there’s anything interesting but it’s just a plain wall.

‘Sam, this is Danny. He’s an old friend.’

Sam is still fixated on the wall.

‘Sam, don’t be so rude. Say hello to Danny.’

‘I don’t like margarine people. They make me feel queasy.’

‘Danny, how about you get rid of all your margarine tubs and buy Anchor butter instead?’ Karen asks me, adding a wink.
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