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‘Seren! You must come! Say you will!’ Lauren pleaded; her voice pleading with me with me to say yes.

‘Oh, I don’t know.  I’m snowed under lately. I don’t think I should take time out!’

‘Seren! Come on! Maggie and I haven’t seen you in such a long time! You simply must come! It’s gorgeous! Look at the link I sent you on Facebook! It’s idyllic-paradise.  Come on, just a few days holiday.  You deserve it right?’

‘Well, I do work hard,’ I murmured, thinking of the long hours that I had put in lately, and wondering if there was any real reason that I bothered when no-one seemed to notice.

‘Exactly.  So, say yes.’

I paused for a moment.  ‘Yes,’ I finally murmured.  ‘Okay, yes, I’ll come.’

‘Wahoo!’ she cried down the phone.  ‘I’ll phone and book the hotel right now.  What kind of room do you want?’

‘A nice one with a sea view please.  I’d rather pay for a bit of luxury than be uncomfortable.’

‘That’s always my thinking too,’ she replied.

‘Okay, well will you email me the details when you’ve booked?’

‘Of course, I will.  Ah, Seren, I’m so happy! Just a few more days and we can meet up and reminisce over old times.’

‘It will be lovely,’ I replied, smiling.  The idea of seeing two of my best friends in a gorgeous location was suddenly feeling increasingly appealing.

‘I can’t wait! Maggie will be over the moon!’ she said happily.

‘How is she?’ I asked, curious about her health.  Lauren and Maggie had decided to try to have a baby through any route possible, but pregnancy had been difficult to achieve.  After lots of invasive techniques, I knew Maggie was finding it hard.

‘She’s alright,’ Lauren decided.  ‘I mean, this past year hasn’t been easy-I must admit, but she’s okay.’

‘Good.  I suppose we all chat properly when we meet up.’

‘Yeah.  She can tell you about it if she wants to.  I don’t know. Sometimes I think giving up on the whole idea would just be a lot easier...’

‘Don’t give up just yet, Lauren.  I know it’s hard, but it’ll be worth it in the end.’

‘That’s Maggie’s stance on things.  I know you’re right; I just hate to see her suffer.’

‘That must be awful.  Seeing someone you love in pain or suffering...’ I trailed off.  ‘Well, I can imagine that is ridiculously hard.’

‘It is, yes, anyway, how’s life with you?’

‘I’m good,’ I told her. ‘Busy with work.’

‘As always!’ she commented.

‘Isn’t that the truth!’ I laughed.  

‘Do you ever consider just packing the whole lot in? I mean, you work such long hours! I bet you have no social life at all!’

‘Social life? What’s that?’ I frowned.  

‘Don’t joke! It’s Maggie and my intention to see you settled down and happy just like us.’

‘Oh, come on, Lauren.  I’m not like you two.’

‘Why not?’

‘I’m not the settling type!’ I objected.

‘Yeah? Only because you haven’t met anyone worth settling down with.’

‘I don’t know, Lauren.  I think I’m too fussy now too.  The few dates I have been on have been disasters! I’ve been thinking there’s no way I would see you again-that kind of thinking! That can’t be healthy for a thirty-two-year-old single lesbian!’

‘Maybe you’ve just reached an age where you know what you want.’

‘That’s a better slant on it!’ I chuckled.

‘It is, isn’t it?’ she said happily.

‘Ah; it’s nice talking to you, Lauren.  I feel calmer than I have in months!’

‘You work too hard,’ was her response.  ‘I think you need to take more time out.’

‘I guess you’re right.  The thing is, I’ve risen up so high in the company that I have a lot of responsibility now.’

‘Can’t you take a step back?’

‘And do what?’ I questioned.  ‘Work with Mum? I don’t think so.’ 

‘There would be worse ways to earn a living,’ Lauren commented.  ‘At least your Mum does her job from the comfort of her own living room.’

‘True,’ I murmured, thinking about my mother.  She was one of a kind, my mother.  She and my grandmother were gifted and talented but not in a way that had passed to me-much to their chagrin.  They called themselves ‘Clairvoyant’ and from living with both of them for years, I didn’t doubt their abilities.  What I did doubt was my own.  They had both insisted I had ‘the sight’ for years, yet I always emphatically denied it.  Yes, I experienced strange thoughts and feelings sometimes, but it wasn’t anything other worldly.  I just believed it was me being me, empathetic and able to read people’s emotions well.

‘You wouldn’t have to work so hard if you worked with your Mum!’

‘I’m not psychic, Lauren!’ I cried.  ‘It would be a little difficult to do readings when I haven’t got the slightest clue what to tell them!’

She laughed.  ‘Maybe you should go and work in Asda then.’

‘Oh behave,’ I laughed, imagining myself stacking shelves or working as a cashier.  ‘I’ve done all that as a student.  I want to do something I enjoy.’

‘Do you enjoy being an advertising marketing manager?’ she asked.

‘I...’ I paused.  Did I enjoy it? My gut said no; absolutely not, but somehow, I didn’t quite want to admit that.  ‘I don’t hate it...’

‘But you don’t like it either?’ she questioned.

‘I...no, I suppose not.’

‘You should make a change.  Do you remember how miserable I was a few years back in my job? Look at me now! I’m a changed woman!’ she exclaimed.

‘You were really confident and ready to make that change though, Lauren.  I feel really nervous.’

‘You shouldn’t be, Seren.  Life’s way too short.’

‘I know,’ I said, releasing a breath I hadn’t even known I was holding.

‘Look, I need to get moving because I said I’d pick Maggie up from the station today.  I’ll book up though and send the details through to you later, okay?’

‘Okay,’ I agreed.  ‘Thanks for calling, Lauren.’

‘It was lovely to talk to you after so long,’ she replied.  ‘I’ll see you Friday night, alright?’

‘Yes, I can’t wait now! See you soon.’

‘Bye bestie!’

‘Bye bestie,’ I replied, and hung up the phone still smiling.  I looked down at my mobile.  It had been way too long since I had seen my two closest friends and suddenly, I wanted to get up and leave my office.  The four walls seemed to close in around me as I looked around.  The desire to leave was strong, but it was only four in the afternoon.  As I worked most nights until seven, home seemed a long way off.  I resigned myself to working and turned back to the job at hand.

Several hours later, I arrived back at my lonely and empty flat feeling a little flat.  I turned on lights as it was already dark out.  Wondering into the kitchen, I perused the contents of the fridge while thinking how nice it would be to tuck into some of my mother’s homemade lasagne rather than some beans on toast or a ready meal flung into the microwave due to lack of time.

A knock at the door surprised me.  I turned and hurried over to the door, confused over who it might be.

As I pulled the door open, I was amazed to see my mother standing before me.

‘Mum!’ I exclaimed.

‘Hello, darling!’ she smiled, waltzing in, arms full.

‘What are you doing here?’ I asked.

‘Oh well, I thought you might need some decent food once in a while,’ she said, reaching the kitchen and laying down the tablecloth covered item in her hands.  After whisking the covering off, she revealed a homemade lasagne.  It looked simply divine and my stomach growled in approval.

‘Homemade lasagne!’ I exclaimed, feeling thankful for such a wonderful mother.

‘I heard you calling, sweetheart.  You need to eat properly.  You’re way too thin.’

I grinned at her.  ‘I don’t think so! What do I need to do?’ I asked.

‘Oven, Gas mark 5 for thirty minutes.  Get it in, sweetie and then come and sit down.  We can talk all about it,’ she said, knowingly.

‘Talk about what?’ I wondered.

‘Your woes,’ she declared dramatically.

I rolled my eyes but laughed, glad she was here.  Sometimes she really did turn up just when I needed her, and it might have been coincidence, but I didn’t think it was.

I put the lasagne in to cook and then headed out to the lounge where my Mum was making herself comfortable on the sofa.  She smiled at me warmly and patted the seat beside her.

I walked over and sat down.

‘So, Serendipity,’ she began, as she always did, addressing me with my full name. ‘What’s going on?’

‘You tell me, Mum.  You’re the psychic!’

‘Well, I hear you calling but not the specifics.  What’s up, honey?’

I sighed and leant back against the sofa.  ‘I’m just tired, Mum.’

‘You’re always tired,’ she frowned.

I nodded and glanced over at her, surprising myself by feeling a little tearful.  ‘I mean exhausted entirely, Mum.  Not-get an early night type of tiredness.  I feel total and utter exhaustion.’

She looked at me with concern.  ‘You do too much, honey.’

I nodded.

‘You must slow down. You never stop, never take a break.’

‘I know.  I had a call from Lauren though and I’m going on a short break with them this weekend.’

‘Well, that’s perfect!’ she exclaimed.  ‘It’ll do you the world of good.  I mean, I wish you were taking longer away but at least you’re taking a break.’

I nodded.  ‘We’re going to this little tucked away cove in the middle of nowhere, so it should be restorative to my mental health!’ I chuckled.

‘Don’t joke about that, Serendipity.  It’s serious.  You take this break and enjoy seeing your friends but if you still feel the same way when you come back, think about making some changes.’

‘What kind of changes?’ I asked, really needing her advice.

‘I think the main source of your stress begins with work.  Am I right?’

I nodded, glumly.  ‘But I’ve worked so hard to get where I am, Mum.’

‘I know you have, honey.  But are you happy?’

Her words made me stop.  I thought about what she had said and reflected on what I had become.  I was a thirty-two-year-old businesswoman who worked from dawn to dusk.  I had no partner, no family of my own and no social life.  I barely saw my friends, my colleagues were cut-throat types who I didn’t enjoy being in the company of and when I came home each evening, I felt depressed.

‘No, Mum.  I’m not happy,’ I said, finally owning up to it.  ‘In fact, I feel sad, lonely and lost.’

She laid her hand over mine and patted it gently.  ‘Good girl.  Honesty is the first step to making the changes you need to in life.  Now, let’s eat some lasagne and figure out how we can help you find the holy grail...happiness.’
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My mother and I sat at the table and tucked into her delicious lasagne.  It was warm, homely and reminded me of home...perfect for how I was feeling in that moment.

‘Is it alright?’ she asked me, eyes bright.

‘It’s gorgeous, Mum,’ I told her smiling. ‘Thanks so much.  When I got home, I looked in the fridge and was just thinking of your lasagne when you turned up.’

‘Aha!’ she said, grinning. ‘That’s because you knew I was coming.’

‘I had no idea you were coming, Mum!’

‘Oh, I know in some ways, but on a deeper level I believe you knew.  It’s like I always say-it’s there with you; but it’s under the surface.’

‘Mum! Don’t start this again! I’m not clairvoyant. I never inherited the gift like you and Gran. There’s no point belabouring the fact,’ I objected.

‘You do.  I just don’t think you want to accept it,’ she told me.

‘Mum, I don’t see things! I don’t have visions or know things like you and Gran do.’

‘Well, you do...but you supress it.’

‘Mum...’ I groaned.

‘I saw it when you were a child, before you were able to hide it.  You’d be talking to people in corners; people who weren’t there.  You’d mention things about people before they told you.  The gift is yours if you choose, Serendipity.  You just have to make the decision about whether you want it or not.’

I frowned at her.  ‘Maybe we should just eat our dinner.’

‘Change the subject, yes.  It’s safer.’

I gave her a rueful look.

‘So, tell me about this holiday you’re going on.’

‘Ah!’ I replied, brightening, ‘I’m so excited, Mum.  Lauren sent pictures of this place; it’s gorgeous.  It’s apparently very secluded, right down in the depths of rural Devon.’

‘What’s it called?’ she asked.

‘Diamond Cove,’ I replied.

She looked at me with a quizzical expression.  ‘Diamond Cove?’

‘Yes.  Why?’

‘I don’t know,’ she began. ‘I’m getting something...’ she said, with a far-off look passing over her face.

I was used to this well.  She would fade out of reality and experience her visions or gift, whatever you wanted to call it.  For people who didn’t know her, it was quite unsettling.  I had seen it so many times, it was almost normal.

‘Goodness me!’ she exclaimed when she blinked herself back to the here and now.

‘All done?’ I questioned.

She set her gaze on me fiercely.  ‘You make sure you pack a decent amount of clothes,’ she told me.

‘Huh?’ I asked, eating lasagne by the fork-load.

‘Yes...yes...take more than you need...’ she instructed.

‘Why?’ I questioned.

‘Because you’ll be there a while,’ she replied, and then smiled.

‘What does that smile mean, Mum?’ I frowned.

‘Oh, you’ll see!’ she grinned, looking pleased with herself.

‘Mum!’ I complained.

‘I shan’t spoil the surprise for you, honey! And you never believe my visions anyway.  You go and enjoy your holiday in Diamond Cove.  I think it’s going to do wonders for you.’

‘You can’t just say all that and not tell me what you’ve seen, Mum! Come on, spill!’

‘I don’t know...well, let me see if you can get the gist of it.  What do you want more than anything right now?’ she asked me, looking at me closely.  ‘Think carefully before you answer too...think deep down...’

I frowned to myself, considering her question.  What did I really want? Was it to do with the job, I mused? Possibly, I decided. I did feel exhausted and stressed but it wasn’t what I wanted the most.  I knew deep down, that if I had a family to return home to-a partner, or loved ones, it would make all the difference to me.  Everything would be more bearable somehow.  Life would have more of a purpose.  ‘I guess what I really want is to find someone and settle down,’ I told her.  ‘I’d like to make a family of my own-have a partner who I love and maybe even have children.’

She nodded slowly.

‘Is that what you saw?’ I wanted to know.

‘No, that’s quite a lot.  I saw the groundwork for what you’ve just described,’ she told me.

‘In what way?’

‘In that you’re going to meet someone, Serendipity! You’re actually going to meet someone you like!’ she exclaimed.

‘What-at Diamond Cove?’ I questioned.

‘I believe so!’

I shook my head.  ‘You must be wrong...’

‘Why must I?’

‘Because...because...it’s just so unlikely!’

‘Why?’ she frowned.

‘Because it’s been thirty-two years, Mum! I never meet anyone who lasts longer than five minutes.’

‘Yeah, that’s because you can be something of a nightmare, honey,’ she stated, bluntly.

‘Mum!’ I cried.

‘What? It’s true! You’re tied to your job, afraid of commitment.  It pushed people away, honey!’

I frowned at her, wondering if she was right.  Did I really push people away? Was that what I had done in the past?  ‘Is that what you truly believe?’

‘I do, I’m afraid, Serendipity.  Think about Ava,’ she pointed out.

‘What, Mum! It was an amicable parting!’ I replied, frustrated.

‘But she would have settled down with you.’

‘I know,’ I conceded, ‘But she wasn’t right for me.  I wasn’t entirely happy.’

‘No...but have you ever been?’ she questioned.

I considered this, watching her closely.  ‘I...well...’

‘You haven’t.  Not in a relationship, and now not in your work.  You need to make some changes, Seren, but it needs to be up to you to make them when you’re ready.  It’s not for me to dictate.’

‘No,’ I agreed.  ‘So, do you think this holiday will bring some of those changes to my door?’ I asked.

‘I think this holiday is going to change you for the good.  It’s going to change the way you look at things because your priorities will alter.  The rest is for you to discover,’ she said, ‘I’ll leave it to be a nice surprise,’ she smiled.

I frowned at her, feeling frustrated.  ‘Mum...’

‘It’s more fun this way,’ she said happily.

‘I don’t think so!’ I exclaimed.

‘Yes, it is.  Now, eat up your dinner.  You’re too thin lately.’

I scoffed.  ‘Yeah, right.’

‘No, I’m serious.  You probably don’t even take the time to look in the mirror these days.’

‘What’s your point?’ I asked.

‘You need a haircut, you have bags under your eyes, and you’ve gotten too thin.  You’re not taking care of yourself properly.  That’s my point, Serendipity.’

‘Okay, well I promise I will eat, sleep and have a haircut.  Okay?’

She nodded, seemingly satisfied.  ‘Good.  Now, tell me all about what’s changed with work.  You’ve gone from loving it to hating it!’

‘I have,’ I agreed. I ate a little more of my dinner before talking to her.  ‘I guess lately I’ve just realised that I’ve aged.  I’m not one of the ambitious young girls anymore, Mum.  I feel tired and stressed most days now and my ambitions are falling by the wayside.  I don’t want to be there and most of my colleagues are not people I would socialise with.  I don’t have friends in the company, and wouldn’t want to.  I feel like I’m missing out on life by being so busy with work.  I have such long hours that it’s sucking the life out of me.’

She nodded, understandingly.  ‘It’s not good, honey.’

‘No.  At least I recognise that now though, right?’

‘Right.  Are you in a position to hand in your notice?’ she asked me next.

‘I...I haven’t even thought about it!’ I exclaimed.

‘Well, would you manage financially?’ she questioned.

‘I could, yes.  I mean, I’m well ahead of myself now and I’ve paid this place off.’

‘Which is amazing, honey.  A lot of people couldn’t say that at your age,’ she pointed out.

‘I know, and I’m grateful.  I’ve worked hard to get to this point though,’ I reminded her.

‘I know you have! You don’t need to remind me of that fact!’

‘Do you regret I took a different path to the one you wanted for me, Mum?’ I asked.

‘I wouldn’t exactly say I’m regretful, but I did hope that one day you’d let it all in.’

‘Let it in?’ I questioned.

‘The gift,’ she revealed.

I rolled my eyes.  ‘Oh Mum!’

‘You just wait,’ she warned.  ‘It’ll come one day when you least expect it, and you’ll never be the same afterwards.’

I gave her a look of complete disbelief.

‘Remember this conversation, honey.  It’ll come back to haunt you someday.’

‘I don’t think so, Mum,’ I laughed, ‘But good try.  I don’t think you’ll ever stop trying, will you?’

She gazed at me, her look long and wise.  ‘No, I won’t, but only because I believe in you.  I believe in the ability within you.’

‘There is no untapped ability within me, Mum,’ I said huffily.

‘There is, Serendipity.  Hide from it all you want, because soon enough, you’ll be able to do nothing about it.  Once you let it in, it’s there for life.’

I frowned at her deeply.

‘Now, I need to get home.  It’s getting dark and late.  Will you be alright?’ she questioned.

‘I’m fine, Mum.’

‘Are you sure?’ she questioned, looking uncertain.

‘Mum, I’m fine,’ I assured her.

‘Okay...well, I’ll phone you soon.’

‘Make it on my mobile-remember I’m going away.’

‘Yes, I haven’t forgotten.  Have you remembered what I said?’ she asked.

‘No-what?’

‘Packing...you pack for a while.  Not one or two days, okay?’ she instructed.

I gave her a strange look.  Why on earth would I pack a lot for a weekend trip away?’ I frowned.

‘Just humour me,’ she requested.

‘Fine, alright Mum.’

‘Good,’ she said, standing.  

She hugged me close and kissed my cheek warmly.  ‘Take care of yourself, Serendipity.’

‘I will,’ I nodded.

‘I mean it...’

‘I will, Mum!’

‘Good.  Night, honey,’ she said, leaving from the front door.

‘Night Mum.  Thanks for everything.’

‘You’re very welcome, bye honey.’

I shut the door behind her and released the breath I was holding.  The room around me suddenly seemed so quiet now I was on my own.

I walked back to the table and cleared the plates away.  Washing up gave me a few moments of reflective thought, and I mulled over the conversations I had shared with my mother that evening.  They had been interesting, if nothing else.  I hadn’t believed what she had said but I always found it intriguing in some way-perhaps because I was looking for deeper meaning in life lately.

After clearing the kitchen, I headed to my bedroom and undressed.  I then went into the bathroom and ran a hot bath to soak in.  Lying in the deep water, I thought about my life and the things I needed to change.  It seemed so easy to reflect on it in my head but actually putting those things into practice was quite different.

I must have lain there for an hour, contemplating everything from my work to my lack of love, to my home.  There was so much discontent in me that it was difficult to know where to start.  As I climbed out of the bath, I did so with a weary soul.  A deep sadness resonated inside me, and I knew it was time to do something about it.

As I dried myself and climbed into warm pyjamas, I yet again got into bed alone.  Loneliness filled me and was intense enough to form an empty pit in the base of my stomach.  With tears threatening, I turned over in bed and curled myself into a foetal position.  Sleep was a long time in coming and when it did; it was unsettled.
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The blaring of my alarm woke me the next morning at half past five.  I groaned and rolled over in bed.  I felt a reluctance to get up and face the day, which was foreign to me.  I was one of life’s copers and to feel like this was strange to me.  I got out of bed and stumbled into the bathroom, feeling completely exhausted.  One look in the mirror told me that my mother had been right-I was a mess.  My hair had outgrown it’s short, trendy ‘do,’ I was too thin, and I had huge bags under my eyes.  I wandered out to the living room and picked up my phone.

I dialled the number of my superior at the office and waited.

‘Kitson,’ she answered, all-business.

‘Rochelle, it’s Seren.’

‘Hey Seren.  What’s up?’

‘Look, Rochelle.  I was wondering if you could do without me today? I mean, I have loads of holiday which remains untaken, and I could do with today if that would be okay with you.’

‘That’s fine. You never ask, Seren, so absolutely.  Take a day and have a long weekend.  You deserve it, you work so hard,’ she told me.

‘I’m a little frazzled today, Roch. I’m going away with friends tomorrow too, so I could do with a day just to get my act together.’

‘Well take it.  It’s fine.  I better go though, because I need to get into work for my early meeting,’ she told me.
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