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For Kate and David Perry –
who nurtured my love for stories and the sea,
and taught me to believe in magic.




You are like muscle memory;
a spasm of heart – limbs – lungs
toward the once familiar.
I am resisting rehabilitation
in case I forget.


AKI SCHILZ




Autumn


If you were here still,


I’d curl into your ribcage,


my concave lover.


1


I was sitting on a bench staring at the beach when Frank told me I’d dropped my keys. I was watching this little girl playing with a kite. She was quite a long way away, but she gave me something to look at. I can’t give you any details: maybe that her front teeth were missing, or that she had tangled hair. I don’t remember what I was thinking about, although I know I was wearing my red gloves.


I’d decided to get up and go, ready to continue walking. I was cold and sore from sitting, and at that precise moment I needed something that wasn’t the sea to be in front of me. I was about to stand up when Frank – who I didn’t know was Frank at the time – told me I’d dropped my keys.


He’d been watching the girl too, it turned out.


He pointed at the kite.


‘I have days where I’d like the wind to take me up like that. Some days it’s wanting to escape, I think, but on others, I’d just like to be a kite.’


I smiled. He handed me my keys.


‘Thank you. I didn’t know I’d dropped them.’


‘That’s OK. I dropped mine on a train track once, between the door and the platform. They had to be hooked back up again by the man from the ticket office. It turned out his name was Noel and he lived down my road. Funny world. What about you; would you like to be a kite, or would you pick something else?’


2


I stripped our bed the night before I left and sat on the floor while the washing machine spun. I watched the sheets twisting round. The bulge of the bowl made me think of a belly with a baby growing inside it. It hurt so much I thought there must be bruises. I needed to find something to hold that felt like you, so I pushed my fist into my mouth and bit down and cried into my knuckles.


It took me nine days to pack. When I got lonely I’d sit on the floor of the shower with the water switched on. Sometimes I’d feel tired, and I’d put down the jeans or the pants or whatever it was I was trying to put into a suitcase, and I’d slide into our bed. I’d lie still and think about how much I miss you. Other times I’d just cry, and my body would shake in that small way that starlings do when they fly together and their wings shudder like sadness in the sky.


I lay awake for most of the night and thought about the woman who was moving in in the morning. I put my suitcases into a big van, and it drove them from our little place in Hammersmith to the sea.


3


‘I’m not sure,’ I said. ‘Maybe I’d be a yo-yo.’


‘That’d be good,’ Frank replied. ‘Kites get to fly though; a yo-yo would be more like a permanent bungee jump.’


We laughed.


‘You were about to get going. Are you walking towards the pier?’


‘I thought I’d walk to the sailing club. I like the sound the boats make.’


‘Me too: the clinking,’ Frank said, and he smiled.


4


I’ve always loved London, so when I started to hate it I knew I had to leave. I didn’t want to lose the feeling the river gives me in the morning – even on mizzly days – dispersing the early light on the Southbank as it waits for the sun to get a couple of centimetres higher; or the way the smell of rain gets in between taxis; or how wet, bitter grass springs up outside offices and in parks; or the glow the city gives me at 5 a.m. when I’m dirty from the night before and edging into the day with dry shampoo and muscles still tight from dancing and smoke. But I heard you everywhere: our residue on pavements and the seats of buses, reminding me of a conversation, a look, a half-hour I’d spent waiting for you, or sitting in the office counting down the conversations until I’d step onto the District line to find you. And I walked past grubby doors with newspaper headlines ringing in my mind, hearing the arguments we would have had about them, dissecting the nitty-gritty until you laughed and pushed me up against a street wall, stopping our debate under a pile of bitty kisses.


And without you, the boating lake, and the pub gardens with their wooden benches and fairy lights, and the wind tunnel when a tube pulls away and you tip on the edge of the tracks, and the lines of commuters in walking queues with frowns, clutching coffee in cardboard cups; they all seemed empty.


5


‘I feel like some company and Harris isn’t quite cutting it.’


Frank pointed at his dog, who was running across the beach. ‘Would you mind if I walk with you?’


His voice sat on the wind like they were friends. He was maybe seventy, I reckoned, and there was something solid about him.


‘That would be good,’ I replied. ‘I thought I wanted to be on my own but I don’t think I do anymore.’


‘Blame the kite,’ he said. ‘It’s made you feel wistful.’


I thought about you: holding my hand and watching me up in the sky.


6


You were in the middle of the dance floor at a university club night; a song I hadn’t heard before was playing, and I’d never seen anyone I wanted to talk to so much. My friend was off snogging the DJ, and I was standing by the bar feeling awkward and wishing I was back in my room with a cup of tea. But then there you were, dancing, covered in sweat – amongst a group of bodies that seemed to take up more room than the club could hold – all spiralling arms and beautiful, grinning eyes.


You were laughing at something a girl had said in your ear and then the song wound down, and you started to head for the bar where I was standing in these stupid shoes that were too tight and which made me feel overdressed and clumsy. You never got to the bar though; the first beats of the next track – I can’t remember what it was, some indie anthem with too much electric guitar – sucked you back into the bodies, skanking and laughing.


I didn’t see you again that night but I sketched your face on my eyelids as I lay in bed falling asleep.


7


‘I often see people sitting in their cars just watching the water,’ Frank said. ‘It makes me want to climb in there with them. I’m sure most of them are fine, but I always wonder if they’re sitting there because they’ve got no one to be outside with. I don’t think people should be alone by the sea.’


‘Unless they have some very good music playing.’


Frank laughed. ‘Yes. Are you a musician?’


‘I don’t know what I am.’


‘Ah, you’re in the best possible position. Would you like a ginger nut?’


He got a packet out of his coat pocket and offered it to me.


8


I didn’t think you’d noticed me that night in the club but you told me afterwards you had. I never knew whether you were just saying that because you were being nice. I wonder if I’d been looking the other way, or if we hadn’t got on the same number 254 bus from Holloway Road to Whitechapel a week later, we’d have found another place to collide.


I was sitting upstairs and you were behind me. The bus went round a corner a bit too fast and I fell off my seat. You burst out laughing and I turned around and saw you, the man I’d drawn on my eyelids.


‘How did you manage to fall over when you were sitting down?’


9


Frank and I start to walk. The sea is the colour of pigeons. I can smell September in the sky: leafy and salty and ripe. Two seagulls are bickering over something they’ve found on the stony slope down to the sea and they hoot at each other before taking off.


I ask Frank if he lives here. He tells me he does, that he’s a retired magician, and when he and his partner Ian stopped working they’d moved to the coast.


‘What kind of magic do you do?’ I ask.


‘All kinds,’ he says, and he smiles. ‘These days I earn a bit of money baking cakes for a friend’s coffee shop. Her name’s Jackie; you’ll meet her soon enough I’m sure. You can smell her shop three miles away so everyone gets sucked in sooner or later.’


Then he pulls a £10 note out from behind my ear and laughs at my surprise.


10


I don’t know if you’ll remember this, but one of the first times we hung out I was working, I only had an hour free at midday, so you came to see me and said you’d bring lunch. We met in the little park in Stratford and all you’d brought was chocolate cake. There were no sandwiches but you had paper plates and plastic cutlery and little napkins and I laughed, and you didn’t understand why I was laughing because you didn’t know how else anyone would eat cake except with a fork.


You’d only just moved back here from Paris and you called the cake ‘gâteau’, and your voice curled around your words like you were cradling them.


I think about that, four years later, when we share a bed and a flat and you curl round me, squeezing into my knees and the small of my back the same way your accent holds your words, the same way that books made of leather squash into the shape of the bookshelf they sit on.


After we’d eaten you took a kite from your pocket. You unravelled it slowly and we watched it climb into the sky. I remember feeling it tug on my hand, jerking like it didn’t know which way to fly. You had the night sky in your eyes: somewhere between navy and black, and you said we should let it go and we did, and it took off over the grey buildings like a firework.


You kissed me then, and I walked you back to the underground and watched you slide through the ticket barrier to the Jubilee line. You walked away, not looking back, like you knew exactly where you needed to be. You texted me later: Where do you think our kite got to, Holly? Let’s go looking for it soon.


11


‘You’ve just moved here?’ Frank asks.


‘Yeah, two weeks ago; I’m staying in Kemptown.’


‘Ah, excellent. You can join our book club. We’ve been hoping for a new member.’


Frank asks how long I’ll be around for and I say I don’t know. He says he hopes I’ll stay long enough to learn to bake. I tell him I don’t make cakes but I do like eating them, and I ask him what he thinks about cutlery when doing so. He says fork or no fork, as long as you leave it in your mouth long enough to taste it, it doesn’t matter.


The water is very still despite the wind; the waves aren’t breaking, just rippling in and dimpling the surface of the sea like bark. I don’t know what to make of Frank; he asks me questions like he cares a lot about the answers. He tells me that the book club meet every month to discuss a different book and eat together. He asks me if I’ve read Narcopolis; I haven’t but he says I can borrow his copy and if I read a bit I can come to their next meeting on the Wednesday coming. That his friend Gabriella will be cooking and it will be unmissable. That there will be cutlery but it won’t be obligatory. We both laugh at that.


I’m glad to get out of my head for a while; his voice is a relief. He speaks slowly, letting the air fill the gaps in our conversation and laughing at all his own jokes. Soon we are past the old pier and the boats, and we stop for some cider in a little pub on the seafront that turns into a club at night.


He tells me that on a Thursday he hosts a drawing class he used to go to until he realised he couldn’t draw at all. I tell him everyone can draw, they just need to practise, and he says that’s probably true but he prefers to knit, which is also very useful because you can never have enough socks.


‘I started when Ian died. I’d sit in the evenings and the room would be so quiet. I thought about how sad he’d feel to know I was just sitting there missing his noise in the room. Knitting needles make this sound, clinking together, and it made me feel like he was chatting to me. I think it’s why I like the noise the boats make so much; it’s similar; it’s like they have something to say.’


‘How long ago did he die?’ I ask.


‘Six years. Do you know, he is still the only person who made no sense to me at all the first time I met him. Completely haphazard.’ He laughs. ‘But he had red hair and he walked assertively, and he liked to drink tea in thin, cold china cups. I didn’t have a choice but to be with him in the end.’


I want to tell him about you but the words feel like cement in my mouth. Frank looks me straight in the eyes. It’s disconcerting, from a stranger. I ask something vague about him being a magician. He says it’s the best job in the world but that anyone can do magic and he can tell I have it in me.


He tells me to open my hand, I do and there’s a flower in it, and I shake my head and ask him how he did it. He says that it was me, and I really shouldn’t feel sad when I can make flowers grow out of thin air. I don’t ask him how he knows I’m sad; I just slip the flower into my bag and listen to the water swaying. ‘Anyway,’ he says, ‘when you’re by the sea everything works out alright.’


12


There are seagulls playing in the waves. It’s 2 a.m. and I’m sitting on the beach looking at the sea. The birds dart around and the night makes them glow like the round bits in Pac-Man. And I just stand there and I shout. And I don’t know if you can hear me, Sam, but if I don’t try to talk to you I’m scared my tongue will stop working and I’ll forget how to move my bones. I’m scared my skin will forget how to feel anything at all without your hands on my spine while I sleep.


13


A week after the date in the park you’re sitting on my bed. We’d been out to dinner; we ate Mexican food with our fingers. You’d told me about growing up in Cameroon and moving to be with your dad in London and then university in Paris. Now you’re studying in London again. We’ve got guacamole and chilli in our fingernails. I’ve told you I grew up on the edge of the city, that I still feel like I’m growing up now. I’ve looked at your hands moving to your mouth, and at your mouth, and we know that none of this stuff matters anyway, that we’ve known each other all along.


You tell me you’ve never seen anyone you wanted to talk to so much as you did when I fell off my seat on the bus. I tell you that although I’m studying philosophy, I want to write songs. You tell me how hard you find it being the son of your father. I tell you I like how you dance, although I don’t like indie nights and you shake your head at me and laugh. We walk home holding hands. Now I’m lying down next to where you’re sat and you say, ‘Sing me a song.’


‘What? No.’


‘Please, sing me something. I want to hear you sing.’


You lie back on the bed next to me. We face each other and I look into your sky-eyes.


You say, ‘If you sing, I’ll sing.’


I laugh at you.


‘What are you talking about? I don’t want you to sing.’


‘You want to be a singer; why are you so afraid to do what you do? You’re gorgeous too. Are you afraid of that?’


I can’t hold eye contact but you put your hand on my hip as I look down and you move my chin up with your other hand and kiss me. There’s chilli on my tongue.


‘Tomorrow,’ I say. ‘I’ll sing to you tomorrow, maybe. Let’s do this for now.’


I put my feet on yours and move in closer so our whole bodies are touching. When you breathe out, I breathe you in. The skin on my lips brushes yours and you pull me closer, move your hands under my jumper and hold the cradle of my back. I’m scared by how quickly I become part of you.


14


Frank and I arrange to meet the next day by New Steine Gardens so he can lend me Narcopolis. He’s waiting there with Harris when I arrive. It’s drizzling and the memorial statue splits the sky like broken wings. Frank has a flask of tea and he pours me a cup and hands me a ginger nut. We decide to walk along the front for a bit. The rain is heavier now but he tells me there’s no point living by the sea if you don’t like getting wet and I laugh and zip up my mac.


We go down the steps to Madeira Drive. The railings are the same kind of green as hospital overalls so I look at the water instead. It’s moving slowly, like the extra wetness in the sky gives weight to its rhythm. I take Harris’s lead from Frank and let him pull me along. When Frank lets him off to run ahead, the wind carries me instead. Little kite.


‘Is there anywhere you need to be today?’ Frank asks.


‘I don’t think so.’


‘I was hoping you’d say that. I’m going to walk to Ovingdean for some cake. I’ve always found that cake in the rain is surprisingly good. Do you want to come?’


On the beach the stones shine like wet skin. It’s good to feel joined to something; when I breathe out, my sadness feels like part of the rain. I like cake, so I nod. Frank points at the ground and bends down to pick something up.


‘Look,’ he says. ‘A yo-yo. It must have been there waiting for you.’


15


About a month after the Mexican food I come to your house for dinner. It’s a Thursday evening. You live forty-five minutes west on the District line. It’s dark and I’m cold when I arrive, so you give me a blanket to sit in while you cook. In the kitchen you’re frenetic, chucking ingredients into the pan and making all your movements bigger than they need to be. Your housemates congregate round the table and you put the music on loud so we’re all laughing over it.


We’ve been exploring each other quickly. Tonight we are the opposite sides of a compass, looking across at each other as the room whirls around us. Other times, I’ve been the needle and you’ve been north: holding me there with nothing between us, not even a breath apart.


You pan fry us fish in a kind of peanut paste with lime. I’m held by the noise of the oil spitting and your friends talking over the drum beats. Whenever you walk past me to get something from the cupboard or to chuck something in the sink, your hands brush across my shoulders.


Later, my tongue brushes over your thighs and you tell me that you love me. You say it in French and Yemba and English. Je t’aime. Je t’adore mon petit cerf-volant.


16


Frank and I walk through the marina complex to the cliffs on the other side, where there’s a flat, wide walkway. The tide is in, banging against the wall where the path drops away to the sea. The waves spray up onto it, tearing themselves apart on the concrete. The energy of it makes me want to run, or roller-skate, or do something fast. We look at each other and laugh. Frank picks up a stone and hurls it into the water. I do the same and we keep going until we’ve run out of things to throw, and then we walk, dodging the waves as they rush in.


After a mile or so we find the cake shop – a counter cut into the side of the cliff – where we buy banana bread and Victoria sponge. We rest on the wall and look out across the sea.


‘How you doing over there, Holly?’ he asks.


‘I’m thinking I need to get a job. I can’t just eat cake and wander round all day.’


He laughs.


‘You’ll find something. That stuff always slips into place. Anyway, look at the rain,’ he says. ‘Sometimes falling for a bit is the right thing to do.’


He puts his palm out to catch the rain and closes his hand around a few drops of water. When he opens it again there’s a little piece of paper folded inside. I take it and read what it says inside: Go gently. I look at Frank but he shrugs, ‘Don’t ask me; it fell from the sky.’


17


Six months after the park date we’re at your house again. We’re running late for your friend’s engagement party and you’re making a speech. You’re tense because you don’t like public speaking and you can’t decide whether to wear your dinner jacket or your kaftan.


I say, ‘Sam, you would look amazing in a bin bag. Please put something on and let us leave.’


You snap at me.


‘That’s not very helpful is it, Holly? I obviously can’t wear a bin bag.’


You’re being ridiculous and it makes me love you even more. I don’t tell you this. I laugh instead and move into your body and put my arms around your waist, my head resting just under your chin.


‘You’ll be so good tonight. Please, stop worrying.’


You are hot, tense. Your muscles relax as I lean my body into you and we breathe together.


I say, ‘Wear the kaftan. I’ll make you a cup of tea for the taxi; it’ll calm you down.’


‘Oh really. And spill it all down me? Take a mug into the party?’


‘We’ll give it to the driver.’


You laugh.


‘Go away, you little weirdo; I need to finish up.’


18


On Wednesday it’s the book club and I’m nervous; I’ve only got through the first few chapters and I don’t know what to expect of the other people who’ll be there. I arrive first but Frank has told Gabriella I’ll be coming and she shows me into her kitchen. It’s thick with coriander and root vegetables and I say something about how good it smells.


‘I know, it does, doesn’t it,’ Gabriella says. ‘It’s a new recipe and I’m pretty pleased with it. Tea? Wine?’


‘Tea, please.’


She pours me a cup from a thick brown teapot and passes me the milk.


‘Sugar?’


‘No, thanks.’


She adds three teaspoons to hers.


‘Frank tells me you’ve just moved here?’


‘Yeah, from London. About three weeks ago now.’


The walls of her kitchen are red, like the inside of a stomach.


‘I commute to London every day for work; it’s a pain but it’s worth it not to live there.’


I think about your mum moving to York, her wanting to get out of the city too.


‘What do you do?’ I ask.


‘I trained as a dancer,’ Gabriella says. ‘But I did a masters in theatre production and now I work in film. So, bits of everything really.’


Gabriella looks like a dancer. She’s tall and compact. Her words are precise and soft, her accent clipped like Radio 4. She will tell me later that her parents were from Tobago but she’s lived here her whole life. She grew up in Birmingham but she doesn’t have a Brummy twang. She says they wouldn’t let her pick one up, and she spent hours listening to the BBC trying to learn the right way to speak.


‘Did you move to Brighton for work?’ she asks.


I don’t have an answer ready so I kind of shrug.


‘Why did you?’


‘I took my son to London when he was eight. We were living in Birmingham and we caught the train in to go to the Natural History Museum. We went down to the river afterwards and stood on Tower Bridge for a picture. After I took it, he turned to me with a bogey on his finger and asked why his snot turned black in London. I decided then and there that I wouldn’t live in a place where pollution turns your insides dirty.’


I laugh. ‘So you moved to Brighton?’


‘Yeah, we moved to Brighton. About nine years ago now. We’d only been here a few months when he got leukaemia. He died six months later.’


I look at her, remembering to breathe. It’s what you do when you’re still alive; I know this.


‘His name was Joseph. He was the one who taught me how to cook. He wanted to be a chef his whole life and at the weekends he’d spend hours making up recipes. I’d put the radio on in the kitchen and chop vegetables for him and talk to him about films and school and just things we thought about. He wrote down all the recipes in a big folder that tied together with a ribbon and we covered it in handmade paper. When he died I used to sleep with that book under my pillow.’


‘I’m so sorry, Gabriella.’


‘I felt like someone had pressed pause, like I might never move again,’ she says. ‘I’d go for these long walks and sip tea in plastic cups from takeaway shops. I wouldn’t go in the kitchen. I ate cold ready meals in our guest bedroom and drank water from the bathroom tap. Then – not long after the funeral – I just came in here, and turned on the radio and started cooking. I took out his recipe book and opened it on the first page and rolled up my sleeves, and I chopped and grilled and seared and fried and seasoned and sobbed for my little boy, and when I had finished sobbing I carried on cooking.’


My eyes are watery.


‘I’m no good at cooking,’ I say.


She smiles and passes me a tissue from a box next to the hob. The doorbell rings and she looks at me.


‘Oh dear, the others are coming. Are you alright if I get that?’


I nod. She squeezes my hand and says,


‘If you come here on a Sunday, I’ll teach you. See if you want to after you’ve tried the stew tonight.’


19


Your mum only speaks French and Yemba at home, you’ve told me; she doesn’t like speaking English because of your dad. He’d lived here for so long he spoke it perfectly, but she found the language hard. It was one of the things she’d felt had never been enough for him.


‘That stuff won’t matter with you,’ you say. ‘She knows how much you mean to me. Just be yourself.’


We’re on the tube on our way there, and I’m nervous. It’s the overground bit of the underground and normally you’d make a joke about that, but you keep giving me advice about how to be normal, which makes me feel even more uptight. We snap at each other. I fiddle with my scarf and look out of the window at the trees. They’re the colour of berries and lipstick and rust.


‘Ne te stresses pas, Holly.’


‘What?’


‘Relax. It’s not a test.’


‘Oh please, you’re hardly relaxed, are you?’


There’s silence. I’m anxious about meeting your family. You know this and it makes you angry.


‘You’re making this a big thing, and it isn’t.’


‘I’m making it a big thing? We’ve been together for a year and it’s the first time you’ve taken me home.’


‘Don’t be a bitch, Holly. Arrêtes. We’ve talked about this; she’s religious and I needed to be sure we were serious. Why do we have to have this conversation again?’


You stand up and I watch you walk away down the carriage. You wait by the doors and at Dollis Hill you get off the tube. I let you go but when the doors close I don’t feel angry anymore; I feel sick.


The tube starts to slow down again and I can feel my pulse fighting with it; I need to get off too. At the next stop the doors open and I swap to the other side of the platform. The adrenaline’s making it hard for me to stand up; my muscles are tight and panicky. The southbound tube arrives and I get on and close my eyes. At Dollis Hill you’re still sat on the platform.


‘Forget it,’ you say. ‘If it’s such an awful thing let’s not even go.’


‘I’m sorry, Sam.’


‘Fuck it, Holly, let’s just not do it.’


‘I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I really want to meet them.’


A train pulls in, heading north.


‘Si te plaît, Sam, on y va. Je veux vraiment y aller.’


You stand up, and we get on the tube in silence. Your eyes are wet. We’re still fighting but I take your hand and hold it so tightly you tell me it hurts.


‘Please don’t cry,’ I say. ‘Don’t ever cry because of me.’


I think about this fight when I sit on my bed at night looking out at the sea, unable to sleep. I feel stupid for asking such a ridiculous thing of you. I want to pummel you with my fists; I want to see you bruise.


20


Gabriella’s stew tastes like home. It doesn’t taste like a home I’ve lived in yet; it’s a home in Tobago by the beach. It’s warm from the oven and warm all the way through: an initial sting of chilli, overtones of coriander, the infusion of ginger and nutmeg that sears the through the vegetables, the earthiness of cumin and something I can’t identify. Cinnamon, maybe.


It’s loaded with pulses and beans and vegetables from Gabriella’s garden, and rich tomato juices that seem thicker than passata and fresher than purée, with tiny lumps of cheese that somehow escape melting and stand firm against the other flavours, like little pockets of punch. And then almonds, which Gabriella tells me she fries right at the start with the onions and the spices; they absorb the oil and taste like crunchy sweets, packed with swirling tastes distinct from the liquids of the dish. She adds in a twist of coconut milk, lifting the heat with its creamy sweetness, and serves the finished dish with baby spinach leaves and fried, crispy plantain.


21


We wake up already tangled in each other. It’s Sunday and I’m hungover and I’ve been in love with you for more than a year. You make us spiced eggs. We eat them in your bed with coffee and Bloody Marys. You’ve added so much Tabasco I choke on mine and you laugh at me. We sit in bed all day, you editing your thesis, me writing songs.


22


There are seven members of the book club, including me, Frank and Gabriella. The others are Ellie, Noel, Danny and Jackie. Jackie is the one who owns the cafe where Frank’s cakes go, and I think Noel is the man from the train station who rescued his keys. Ellie and Danny are both my age, or maybe a bit older.


Danny really likes Narcopolis but Jackie doesn’t. She laughs at him because he keeps trying to persuade her it’s brilliant and she doesn’t agree. Frank asks Noel to read a bit aloud and everyone finds it funny. I don’t really get it but they’re all so happy it’s infectious.


We’re clearing the plates away, ready to go home, when Ellie corners me.


‘Me and Danny are going to the pub now. You should come. You need to help us to keep the excitement going after all these fuddy-duddies hit the hay.’


Jackie smiles. ‘It’s true, Holly; these two must be delighted Frank’s recruited someone still young enough to get tiddly on a Wednesday night. Don’t let them down.’
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‘Abeautiful reflection on love, grief, and friendship. Witty and profound.”
—Fiona Mozley, author of Man Booker-shortlisted Elmet





