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    Sister Angel Thwaite's neo-natal unit saves the life of an orphaned baby. To her horror she discovers that the baby's only relation is the baby's uncle, Dr Mike Gilmour has just started work in her hospital's cardiac unit. Mike is the surgeon who has to treat Angel's mother for a cardiac problem and eventually operate on her. He is also her ex-husband. Seven years ago they parted on bad terms.




    Mike is determined to look after his niece, Suzanne who otherwise is alone in the world. But he has little knowledge of child -rearing. In spite of still bitter feelings, Angel offers to help him. She looks after Suzanne and comes to love her. Her feelings for Mike also begin to re-emerge.


  




  

    Chapter One




    THE night shift hadn't started well for Sister Angel Thwaite.




    There were five babies in the neonatal unit, enough to keep her reasonably busy. Then came a desperate phone message. ‘Come along to Theatre, meet your consultant there. We've got an urgent Caesarean section. Baby an estimated thirty-four weeks.’ Angel winced. This was going to be hard.




    The full horror of the situation only revealed itself as she talked to Linda Patterson, the paediatric consultant.




    ‘We've no idea who the mother is. She was in a car crash, brought into A and E. Someone noticed the contractions, put her on a monitor. Her waters broke, heart rate and oxygen saturation levels crashed and she turned blue. We think she might have had an amniotic embolism.’




    Angel nodded. Amniotic embolisms were very rare, but when they happened they were nearly always fatal. Amniotic fluid was forced into the mother's bloodstream. The mother would die shortly afterwards, and usually the baby, too.




    ‘How is the baby?’




    ‘Well, she's still alive.’




    They were in a recess to the side of the main operating theatre. Angel had checked the Resuscitaire, the machine they would use to do what they could for the baby once it was born. Until then all they could do was wait and watch the team round the main operating table.




    There was something about the green-clad team's demeanour that told her that the news wasn't good.




    Suddenly they were in business. A bloody, sticky child was brought over to them.




    ‘Mother didn't make it,’ a voice said. All attention was now on the baby. It might make it – if they were lucky.




    The baby was almost motionless. Angel did an instant Apgar test, assessing colour, heart rate, muscle tone, breathing, and stimulus response. The baby scored four out of ten, not good. She was floppy, blue, there was little respiratory effort. She had suffered severe birth asphyxia. Her dying mother had not been able to give her the oxygen she needed.




    Quickly she was sucked out then intubated and ventilated, oxygen being pumped into her system. After a while there seemed to be a positive response. She was less blue.




    ‘Let's get her back to the unit,’ Linda said.




    Once in the unit the baby was quickly weighed – all decisions about feeding, drugs, and oxygen depended on her weight. Then she was put in an incubator, ventilated again, and connected to the full monitoring system.




    Angel didn't exactly enjoy the work. This little girl was fighting for her life, you couldn't enjoy that. But technology and scientific knowledge were helping the fight and Angel felt proud that she was helping too.




    Now heartbeat, blood pressure, temperature, respiration levels, and oxygen saturation were all being monitored. Linda slid in an UAC line – an umbilical access catheter – through the umbilicus and then the baby was X-rayed to ensure that the tube to her lungs and the line were in place. She was written up for antibiotics and morphine.




    ‘We really ought to have a signature for permission to give vitamin K,’ Linda said. ‘I need a parent.’




    ‘The mother's dead and no one knows who or where the father is.’




    So Linda gave the vitamin anyway. She couldn't let her charge have a smaller chance because of an administrative problem.




    The little girl stabilised. ‘I think she's going to make it,’ Linda said. ‘I didn't have high hopes but now she's got a fighting chance. I know you'll do one-hour observations and with any luck all should be well. I'm going off to bed. You know when and if to ring me?’




    ‘I know, Linda. I don't think it will be necessary.’




    The nurse and the paediatric consultant beamed at each other. It might be late at night but they were happy with what they had done. A good evening's work.




    Three hours later Angel was hard at work. There was no end to the paperwork. But no sooner had she started than there was a tap on her door and June Wright, her assistant nurse, peered round. ‘There's a man come to see that new baby — you know, the one whose mother was killed. He says he's a doctor but not for this section.’




    The door to the neonatal unit was, of course, locked. No one was allowed in unless they had the code to the door or a good reason for visiting.




    ‘It's four o'clock in the morning. That baby has seen all the doctors she needs to see. Tell this one to come back later in the day.’




    June disappeared, and then reappeared two minutes later. ‘That man's getting very angry, Angel. He says the dead woman was his sister, he's her only relation. He's just joined the hospital — he's the new surgeon in the cardiac unit. If we want to check on him that's fine, but do it quickly. His name's Michael Gilmour.’




    ‘What was that name?’




    June looked surprised at Angel's horrified tone. ‘He says he's Michael Gilmour. Angel, are you all right? You've gone very pale.’




    Angel gripped the edge of her desk, looking downwards so that the junior nurse could not see the riot of emotions that must be so clear on her face. ‘I'm a bit tired,’ she gasped after a while. ‘Working nights is never much fun, is it?’




    This was an excuse. So far she had been fine. ‘Let's go and see this man, shall we?’ She forced herself to stand and smile at June. Michael Gilmour wasn't such an uncommon name. How she hoped this man would be a stranger!




    Rapidly she walked down the corridor, June having difficulty in keeping up with her. This was a nightmare she needed to wake from. If she could. At the ward entrance she peered into the little CCTV screen. The man was there, smiling unpleasantly up at the camera.




    He knew he was being watched. And Angel's nightmare was going to continue.




    ‘Wait till I get to my room,’ she told June, ‘then let him in. Show him the baby; tell him anything he needs to know. Tell him he can't see me — that is, he can't see the sister. It's not … it's not convenient.’




    ‘Right,’ said June, obviously thinking that something wasn't right.




    Angel half ran back to her room. There was no way she could get out of the ward. Perhaps he might see the baby then leave. She was hyperventilating, her chest heaving with the unaccustomed stress. She needed to calm down. He might just go.




    After ten minutes she allowed her hope to rise.  Perhaps he had seen the baby and left. Then there was a bang on her door and it flew open, with the man stood outlined there. He was tall, casually dressed in jeans and sweater, with longish dark hair that needed brushing.




    For a moment there was silence. Then he said, ‘It's no good hiding. You knew I'd get to talk to you, didn't you?’




    She was all right now. The fear had gone, there was only a cold anger. ‘Yes, I guessed you might. And you know the reception you're going to get.’




    ‘When I asked who was in charge your nurse said it was Angel — the sister. I couldn't believe it so I asked her to describe you.’




    ‘That nurse could have answered all your questions. Please, sit down. Now you're here there's some paperwork we have to —’




    ‘Paperwork! I didn't come here to …’




    ‘I said sit down! I'm in charge of this ward now and doctor or not, if you cause me any trouble I shall have absolutely no hesitation in sending for Security and having you thrown out. You know that, don't you?’




    She could tell what an effort it cost him to contain his anger. But somehow he did it, sat in the chair she pointed to. ‘Yes, I'm only too well aware of what you can do. Angel, I —’




    ‘Angel is the name for my friends. In here I am Sister Thwaite. "Sister" will do if you have to call me anything.’




    ‘Sister it shall be.’ He appeared to have regained control of his temper. She knew this was when he was most dangerous.




    ‘Mr Gilmour, first of all may I say how sorry we all are about the death of your sister. I didn't know that …’




    She caught herself, she should stick to being professional. ‘I'm sure everything possible was done for her at A and E. If you wish, you could talk to Dr Croll. I gather he was her doctor when she was brought in.’




    ‘I've already spoken to Dr Croll.’ He pressed his hands to his face, as if he were trying to rub the tiredness away. ‘My sister and I were estranged for all of our lives. Now there's no chance for us ever … I'm sorry, I mustn't burden you with my problems. Tell me about the little girl.’




    Angel felt a fleeting touch of pity for him, knew she had to fight it down.




    ‘Of course. The baby was born by Caesarean section. She's premature, about thirty-four weeks, and presented us with considerable problems as I'm sure you gathered from seeing her. But for the moment the paediatric consultant thinks she's holding her own. Do you know what the baby was to be called?’




    ‘I've no idea. I haven't seen my sister for fifteen years.’




    ‘I see. Then you have no idea about her present address, where we might find her husband or partner? Are there any other relatives?’




    ‘My sister was what they call "of no fixed abode" and there are no other relatives but me. I gather her partner disappeared the moment she told him she was pregnant. If you do find him, tell me. I'd like to come down and break his neck.’




    ‘I'm sure you would. So you are the baby's only relation to come forward — her guardian. Do you want to come with me to see her?’




    ‘I have seen her and I'm lost. I'm a cardiac specialist; all babies look the same to me.’




    ‘She's tiny but she's perfect, a lovely baby,’ Angel said. ‘She is a person Mr Gilmour, she needs love from the minute she's born.’




    ‘Don't we all?’ he growled.




    He looked at her. She reddened under his gaze then fought back. ‘Yes, we all need love. And consideration.’ The anger seethed between them.




    Perhaps it was a good thing when June looked in and said, ‘Shall I get coffee?’




    ‘No,’ said Angel.




    ‘Yes, please,’ said Mr Gilmour.




    They spoke at exactly the same time.




    ‘Fetch two,’ Angel said reluctantly. ‘Mr Gilmour is helping me with some background queries.’




    After a moment's silence, he said, ‘It was a shock finding you here. You were the last person I expected to meet. The last I heard, you were running a nursing station in the mountains of South America.’




    ‘I was there for four years. Then I came home for good. My father is dead, my mother needs me, and I love this place. This is where my roots are.’ She caught herself. ‘Not that it is any of your business.’




    June came back with the coffee, and Angel reached for the forms she knew had to be handed in. ‘You're a surgeon — you know that we have to fill in all these forms. I'll take what details you can give me, and forward them to anyone else who is concerned. We don't want to cause you too much pain. You understand that the police will want to speak to you? This was originally a traffic accident.’




    ‘I've already made a short statement to them.’




    ‘Good. The baby is quite premature, and prems always give cause for alarm. She will need to stay here in Intensive Care for a while, and then I suspect a week or two in the postnatal ward. Are you married, Mr Gilmour?’




    ‘No, I am not married — not now.’ The words were spoken with emphasis.




    ‘Then I expect that all the arrangements for her post-hospital care will have to be left to you, though we will have to inform Social Services. She will probably need reasonably competent nursing for a few months after she's discharged. As I said, you are her guardian.’




    It appeared that this was a new idea to him. ‘Of course,’ he muttered. ‘I'm her only relation. I’m all she's got now. But I don't know how to look after a baby! I'm only here for six months then I'm taking up a post in central London. I hadn't heard from my sister for years when she phoned me last week. I didn't even know she was pregnant. I only knew that she had come to visit me when they rang through a couple of hours ago from A and E. They'd found my name and address in her purse.’




    Angel hadn't realised that, and for a moment he had her sympathy. ‘Oh, Mike, that must have been a shock! You never mentioned you had a sister!’ She reached over, touched his arm.




    ‘We were brought up separately. When I was younger I tried to get to know her, wrote to her, but it never worked.’




    Then he looked down at her hand. ‘Sympathy?’ He asked.




    ‘For anyone who's had a loss.’




    ‘What about sympathy for anyone who suddenly acquires an unexpected child?’




    Before she could answer, June appeared. ‘Sorry, Angel, but if you've a minute I'd like you to look at the monitor for baby George. BP seems just a bit low and –’




    ‘I'll come at once, June. Will you take Mr Gilmour to see the new admittance again? Then see him out and report back to me. Mr Gilmour, I'll forward your name to all the other concerned parties. I'm afraid there'll be rather a lot of sorting out to do. And could you give us a name for the baby?’




    ‘A name? I'm to choose a name?’




    ‘Who else? Apparently you're her only relative. The staff here like babies to have names. It makes their charges more real, like proper human beings.’




    ‘A name. What should I call it? Perhaps …’




    ‘She's not an it, Mr Gilmour. She's a she.’




    'Of course. My mistake. Very well, you may call her Suzanne.'




    ‘Suzanne?’ Angel paled, as if she had been struck. Suzanne was her own middle name. He was playing mind games with her.




    ‘Suzanne sounds a very good name to me. It's honest and reliable and it will go well with Gilmour. Suzanne Gilmour. It's got a ring.’




     He stood to follow June down the corridor. At the door he turned and said, ‘You don't need to worry about the … about Suzanne, Sister. It's come as a shock but she's my responsibility now and I'll do all I can for her.’




    Then he was gone.




    Angel went to look at baby George, decided that nothing much was wrong but that she would change him. There was comfort in handling the tiny body, following the well-known procedures. This was a part of the job she loved.




    But her emotions were in turmoil. Still she could take it, she was tough. Life in South America had taught her that. And other things had made her tough, a small voice reminded her.




      When she had finished she saw June outside the room and beckoned her in. ‘Has Mr Gilmour gone?’ she asked.




    ‘Not yet. He's standing by the incubator, staring down as if he doesn't know quite what to do.’ June giggled. ‘He asked quite a lot of questions about you, Angel — you know, casually, but it was obvious what he was doing. Said there was no wedding ring on your finger. D'you think he fancies you?’




    'I doubt it. And nothing on this earth would make me go out with him.'




    June looked surprised at Angel's outburst. ‘I think he's nice. He's got a fit body and those blue eyes, and the way he smiles … not that he smiles very often.’




    ‘It's what's inside a person that counts,' said Angel. 'If he asks for me again, say I'm busy with one of the other babies.’




    In fact, this was true. The readings on baby George's monitor had continued to fall. Angel decided to call for the SHO. She still wasn't too worried, but rules dictated that a doctor had to be called. And she wanted to be certain so she rang through. Five minutes later Barry French ambled into her room, still rubbing his eyes.




    Angel looked at him with vague affection. Barry was older than the average SHO, about her age. He had been a nurse before he trained to become a doctor, he knew how nurses felt. ‘Problems with baby George?’ he asked.




    ‘You asked to be kept informed, so this is me informing you. I suspect it's nothing but I want you to make that decision.’




    ‘OK, I'll take a look.’




    So they looked at baby George together, and decided that as yet there was no real call for alarm. ‘Don't forget,’ he said, ‘I don't really need sleep. You phone me and I'll be here.’




    ‘Keen, alert, and yawning like mad,’ she said. ‘Want a drink before you go back to bed?’




    ‘Might as well. I'm not going to sleep for a while.’ So they sat drinking tea and talking idly in her room.




    After the confrontation with Mike it was restful. There was no need to shout, no need to take care with every word in case something was said that shouldn't have been said.




    ‘Doing anything special on Saturday night?’ he asked casually after a while. ‘Fancy a meal or something somewhere?’




    She thought about it for a minute. Over the past few weeks she'd realised he had been trying to decide whether to ask her out. He was basically a shy young man. Her first intention had been to say no – now she wondered why. ‘Why not ask June out there?’ she suggested. ‘She's unattached and you could have a good time with her.’       




    ‘Hmm,’ he said judiciously. ‘I'm not exactly looking for a good time, whatever that is. I just want to get to know you better. A lot of the time you seem a bit … reserved.’




    ‘I probably am,’ she said. ‘But yes, Barry, I'd love to come out with you. Shall we sort out the details later? You're probably too tired to make decisions about your social life now.’




    ‘I think you're right.’ Barry unfolded himself from his seat. ‘Really looking forward to it Angel. Oh! Can we help you?’




    Angel looked behind her. Mike was in the doorway. She wondered how long he had been there, how much of the conversation he had heard. Had he heard Barry ask her out? Well, what she did was no concern of his! 




    ‘Just to say that I'm going now. Sister, thanks for your help. I'm sure we'll meet again soon.’




    ‘Probably not,’ she said stiffly. ‘I'll be working nights for a while. Most arrangements will have to be made in the daytime.’




    ‘Of course. Goodnight, then.’ And he was gone.




    Barry turned to her, lifted his eyebrows in enquiry.




    ‘Brother of that woman who died after the car crash,’ she explained, ‘and apparently only relation of the little girl we admitted to come forward. He's a surgeon here.’




    ‘Poor devil. There's going to be a lot of work for him.’ Then Barry too was gone.




    Half an hour later June came in for a well-earned break. ‘Been a busy night,’ she said. ‘I still think that doctor fancies you. Asked even more questions.’




    ‘He's just nervous,’ Angel said, ‘not sure how he'll cope with his new family.’ In fact, she knew that somehow he would cope very well. He always did. She wondered if he would keep quiet about her or if it would suit him better to let everyone know. Perhaps not. Or perhaps tomorrow when she came in for her night shift, all of the hospital would know that seven years ago, for nine brief months, Angel Thwaite had been married to Mike Gilmour, the new Cardiac surgeon.




    The temperature in the neonatal unit was kept very high – certainly a little too warm to work in comfortably. Angel changed into her outdoor clothes, walked quickly out into the freezing early morning. The biting wind shocked her – but it revived her as well. From the moors above came the smell of wet heather. She loved it.




    Behind her was the grey stone mass of Micklekirk Hospital. Built in the nineteenth century and built to last. Around the back there were new, sometimes portable buildings, all the necessities for a large regional hospital.




    But when she thought of where she worked, Angel always thought of this frontage.




    Micklekirk itself was only a small town. The hospital served much of the country area not covered by Carlisle on one coast or Newcastle-upon-Tyne on the other. There were other small towns, villages, farms without number. Angel loved the area. This was where she belonged.




    Ten minutes' drive from the hospital was the village of Laxley. It was the nearest place to Angel's home. She had been christened in the parish church, been taught in the village school. It was a lively village – not pretty enough to attract large numbers of visitors, but deeply loved by most of its inhabitants.




    Angel turned right out of the main street and after a hundred yards pulled up outside a stone bungalow.




    Valley View it was called, and outside was a FOR SALE sign. Angel pulled up her coat collar, got out of the car, and walked to the end of the road. Beyond was the valley – a vista of fields, little farms, grazing sheep. Valley View would suit Angel and her mother very well – if they could afford it.




    She was driving back to the main street when she saw an older woman waving vigorously to her. Annie Blackett. Angel knew her quite well.




    ‘We've just sent Jackie off in the ambulance,’ Annie said breathlessly. ‘I've got a few things to do and then I'll go down to see her. They say it'll be a while before the baby comes.’ Angel looked at the tired face smiling down at her.




    ‘Jackie will be all right,’ she said. ‘I'm not on her ward but tonight I'll drop in and see how she's getting on. Be good for her to see a familiar face.’ She paused a moment and then asked, ‘How's Terry managing?’




    ‘Not well. I think prison is worse for him than it is for most people. But I tell him, he did the crime now he must pay for it.’




    ‘Will they let him out to see the baby?’




    ‘I think so. There's some sort of new release system operating. He's been out once to see Mr Martlett at Brock Farm. He's offered Terry a job as a shepherd and a cottage when he gets out.’ Terry was the best animal handler for miles.




    ‘That'll be good for him. And Terry can do anything with animals. Mr Martlett will get a good worker. I can remember him in Miss Beavis's class in primary school, he used to help me with painting.’




    ‘He's doing a lot of it now. Says it calms him down. I hope so. Bye, Angel. You look as if you need a sleep!’




    Angel sighed and drove on. Terry Blackett in prison! He wasn't a bad lad, just not used to large numbers of people. They upset him, confused him. He'd got mixed up with some people from the coast, something to do with handling stolen cars, and the police had caught him.




    Handling cars!




    His girlfriend Jackie Taylor was pregnant. She'd been living for a while with Terry's mother. And in time Terry would come out, marry Jackie, take on the cottage and the sheep, and be happy. A local problem, a local solution. People would cope.




    She drove through Laxley, up onto the high moors road. Here the wind tore across the flattened grass, shaking her car. It nearly always did in winter. This was cold, bleak country. And then up ahead she saw a blackened stone building, seemingly huddled against the winds that tore at it. High Walls Farm – her home.




    The warmest room was the kitchen, and there she found her mother, waiting as usual with a hot meal.




    ‘Ma! I do wish you'd stay in bed, look after yourself a little!’




    ‘I'm fine. And if you're to work all night there's no way I'll let you cook your own breakfast.’




    ‘I'm young and I'm strong and I haven't got a heart condition. You've remembered your pills?’




    ‘If I didn't you'd soon let me know. Yes, I've taken them all. Be glad when I don't have to bother! Now, this afternoon I can take the bus and —’




    Angel put down her knife and fork with a crash. ‘No, Ma! You're going for your appointment and I'm coming with you. We go in my car. No argument. Don't spoil my breakfast by trying.’




    Marion Thwaite looked at her daughter fondly. ‘Sometimes you remind me of me,’ she said.




    Fifteen minutes later Angel was in bed, giving thanks for the invention of electric blankets but still clad in fleecy pyjamas. There was no heating on the top floor of High Walls. She was tired, but there was still time for a moment's worry.




    Her mother had mitral stenosis, a heart condition brought on by rheumatic fever when she was seventeen and then a long hard life in an unforgiving climate. The cardiologist had said that an operation was inevitable – probably an artificial valve would be fitted. He would refer her to a surgeon but afterwards she must have an easier life. No way could she stay in High Walls.




    Everyone knew that. The difficulty was persuading her mother to move. Angel had hoped to move to Valley View, the bungalow in Laxley. But worryingly they couldn't quite afford Valley View and Angel hadn't been able to find anywhere else.




    Just as she was going to sleep something else struck Angel, something she should have thought of before. As the new cardiac surgeon, Mike was the man she would meet tomorrow with her mother. Her mother had never known about Angel's all too brief marriage. At the time she'd had problems of her own. More trouble! Angel slept then, and had odd dreams of the past.


  




  

    Chapter Two




    ‘THE leaflets in this section aren't very interesting,’ Marion Thwaite said cheerfully. ‘The last hospital I visited had little books warning me about diseases I'd never heard of and sexual practices that I would have thought impossible. This place is very boring. Just leaflets about diet.’




    ‘Hush, Ma,’ Angel scolded. ‘Not everyone has your sense of humour. This waiting room isn't so bad.’




    She supposed that all visits to a hospital involved waiting – certainly her own unit was no different from any other. But Micklekirk had decided that if waiting was necessary, it could at least be made comfortable.




    She sat with her mother in a very pleasant area, with a television set quietly playing, a pile of newish magazines and papers, and a small coffee bar down the corridor. It could have been a lot worse.




    Angel had asked the receptionist – yes, there was a new surgeon, yes, he was Mr Gilmour. So be it. She had never doubted Michael's skills as a doctor. In fact, a part of her was pleased that he was to be her mother's surgeon. She only hoped they wouldn't fight again.




    She kept her eyes fixed on the door to his room. When the time came she would walk in coolly, professional to the end. So she was surprised and a little irritated when he walked down the corridor and came up behind her.




    ‘Angel … that is, Sister Thwaite, what are you doing here?’ She stood, turned to look at him. Now he was every inch the professional. Under the white coat were dark suit trousers, gleaming shirt, college of surgeons tie.




    ‘I'm here with my mother, Mr Gilmour. She's been referred to you by the hospital cardiologist who thinks she may need surgery.’




    ‘Of course. Please, come into my room. I've just got a quick call and then I'll be with you.’




    Angel would rather have waited outside, but he ushered them into his consulting room and then left. She looked around. Apart from the usual medical appliances and computer terminal, there were academic books, surgical magazines, filing boxes. There was one unusual feature, though – a whiteboard installed on one wall. But other than that, nothing to show the man's personality. This was the room of a man who didn't intend to stay long.




    ‘Mrs Thwaite!’ he came back in the room, file clutched under his arm. ‘My name's Michael Gilmour. I'm a surgeon here. I've already met your daughter.’   




    There was no double meaning, no secret message for Angel. This was a simple statement of fact. ‘First of all, Mrs Thwaite, I'm very happy for your daughter to stay here with you. But this is your decision. If you'd rather she waited outside then that's fine.’         




    ‘She's my daughter and a nurse. She can stay.’




    ‘I'm glad you feel that way. Now, I know that every time you come here the doctor does the same things, so I'm going to as well. Just a quick examination.’




    He took the usual pulse, blood pressure, listened to the heart. Then he sat behind his desk, riffled through the file of notes in front of him.




    ‘You must be tired of tests, Mrs Thwaite. I see you've had a chest X-ray, an electrocardiogram, an ultrasound echocardiogram, and a coronary angiography.’




    ‘Seems a lot of tests when all that appears to be wrong with me is that I get tired easily.’




    ‘But you also suffer from dyspnoea — sometimes it's hard for you to breathe?’        




    ‘I can always sit down.’




    ‘But I'll bet you don't, do you?’




    ‘Well, I have my work to do.’




    ‘You're fifty-five, you don't smoke and never have done, you drink alcohol in moderation, and you've cut down on the salt in your diet.’




    ‘My daughter insists I cut down on salt,’ Marion said drily. ‘Makes food seem tasteless.’




    ‘I sympathise. According to this sheet you filled in, you don't overeat and I see you're quite thin. You've got ruddy cheeks but in this case that's not a sign of a healthy life outdoors. You're a widow and you … live with your daughter. Any more children?’




    ‘I have a son who lives down near London. He works very hard, but he keeps in touch.’




    ‘You've never fancied living near him? Say, if your daughter got married and moved away?’




    Was this a gentle dig, Angel wondered. She said, ‘That's not likely to happen. I'm settled here.’




    ‘And living near London would kill me,’ her mother added.




    ‘I see.’ Mike turned the sheets in front of him. ‘Dr Forrester, whom you saw last, has got quite a lot to say about where you both live — High Walls Farm. Tell me about it, Mrs Thwaite. Tell me about your life there.’




    Angel had to admit that Mike was good at his job. He was drawing her mother out, making her talk about her early life as a teenager in Laxley.
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