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			Prologue

			

			Tears threatened as Ceri Price caught her sister in the act: packing up Mum’s life into shabby cardboard boxes.

			It was too soon for that. Ceri was still at the point of coming to the house to check their mother really had gone. As if by some miracle, she’d walk in to find her as she was before she got ill: in a cleaning gilet, humming gently, a cloth in hand, delighted by her daughter’s interruption and asking, did she have time for a quick cuppa? But, of course, she was never there. Ceri’s irrational hope would plummet into fresh, suffocating grief, and she’d have to sit for a minute on the worn sofa, listening to the silence, wondering how on earth there could be any more sadness because surely, in the six weeks since Mum’s death, hadn’t she used it all up?

			Today, though, Ceri had felt an overwhelming gratitude that she wouldn’t be alone with her sorrow when she had seen Tash’s old banger parked up outside number thirty-three Junction Road. For Ceri to see her own grief reflected in her sister’s eyes wouldn’t diminish the emptiness inside, but at least they could hang onto each other, as they had done at the funeral, a month ago, when Tash had let down her guard and they’d found mutual comfort in the shared blood pumping through their veins, keeping their mother alive in both their hearts. And as she’d pocketed the mail from the doormat to read later, Ceri had felt the relief only Tash’s presence could provide. She would understand that Ceri had nowhere to go to hide from her misery: her ex Dave was long gone and she had no boyfriend to cuddle nor kids to pour her love into. Not even work was an escape as it had once been, because Ceri’s business was all wrapped up in Mum. Tash would get that, instinctively, Ceri had thought, turning into the lounge.

			But the sight that greeted her had been the deepest and most savage of betrayals. And Ceri could only watch in disbelief as Tash moved purposefully between piles of Mum’s belongings, selecting blouses and shoes for one box and throwing tights and bras into a black bin bag.

			‘What you doing, kid?’ Ceri asked shakily, taking in the empty shelves, stripped of every last trace of nearly three decades of what she had called home. This was where they had grown up, sharing the second bedroom from childhood right up until Tash had moved out four and a half years ago, just before Mum’s forgetfulness had been diagnosed as dementia. So much more than bricks and mortar, this two-up two-down in Crewe was where they’d learned their table manners; fought over who got to put the angel on top of the Woolworths Christmas tree; argued over who washed up and who wiped after tea when they were old enough to help; dished out advice, most of the time uninvited, on boys and hairstyles as teenagers; laughed and laughed together in front of the TV; and provided unconditional support when the chips were down, the three of them against the world. It was where Mum had taught them to be decent, hardworking and kind human beings, just like her. The birthplace of Ceri’s business and where her mother’s life ended. But there was nothing left to suggest this house had witnessed their lives, good and bad. Just bare walls, the telly trussed up in a straitjacket of wires and plugs, the glass cabinet robbed of trinkets and four dents in the carpet where the table legs had been.

			‘Getting it ready, like we said. To sell.’ Tash declared inaccurately, not stopping to soften the blow with a smile. Instead she kept busy, avoiding eye contact, emotionless, examining what was next for the cull.

			Breathless, Ceri felt faint at the desecration: how could Tash do this? Didn’t her sister want to cherish Mum for as long as possible, like she did? It was a bewildering blow to conclude that no, Tash obviously didn’t. Particularly when the last will and testament of Angharad Bronwen Price, which had left them her ageing but spotless terrace, her one-careful-owner Ford Fiesta plus £15,000 of hard-earned money from the Rolls-Royce factory, had been filed away less than twenty-four hours ago after the sisters had been granted probate.

			‘Actually we said we’d do it, you know, when we both felt it was the right time,’ Ceri said to Tash’s back, hating the nervousness in her voice but this was how it was around her younger sister. ‘Don’t upset Tash, you know how she gets,’ she and Mum had always advised one another. But now Mum was gone and Ceri was raw and lost without her – even more so now because Tash was buzzing with focus. How long had she been here, going through Mum’s things? And how many times had she been here without telling Ceri? She stepped forward to slow her sister’s hands which were wrapping a small crystal dolphin. One of Mum’s favourites.

			‘This is for the charity shop,’ Tash said, carrying on, oblivious. ‘Over there,’ she said, pointing her petite nose at a mound of shiny black bags, ‘is for the tip … I’ve put your things to one side,’ she added, gesturing at a plastic tub by the gas fire, ‘but you’d better go through what’s going, just to check.’

			Her things? These were all her things, their things. Ceri had owned a penthouse flat for a few months now in the nearby leafy town of Alderley Edge, but she’d hardly stayed there. Home was here, where she’d nursed Mum through four years of decline. And until twelve months ago, when she’d finally quit to run her own business, her bar job at the workingmen’s club had been just up the road. But even before Mum’s health had suffered, Ceri had never wanted to leave because she loved her warm and caring company. It meant that their belongings, Mum’s ornaments and Ceri’s knick-knacks, sat very happily in the house side by side. So Tash having taken it upon herself to clear Ceri’s possessions without asking was hasty, not to mention insensitive. Her smarting eyes wandered over the wreckage – it was a flaming mess. 

			No longer the ‘neat as a pin’ nest shining with Mr Muscle in which she and Mum had taken so much satisfaction – instead, it was higgledy-piggledy with clothes draped over the arms of the settee, the rest of which was smothered in Aldi carrier bags of hangers and CDs, and a crate of books and vases marked ‘boot sale’. The floor was barely visible in between a mountain of electricals, including her hairdryer, curling tongs, iron and toaster, and battered cardboard boxes which were stacked with breakables wrapped in old copies of the Crewe Chronicle. Then she gasped when she saw Mum’s pans ready for burial.

			‘You can’t chuck those! They’re what started it all. The business. They’re special.’

			That set of cast-iron pots was everything to Ceri. For the heavy, flat-bottomed saucepans, which she’d used to create homemade make-up when she had been dirt poor, had directly led to what she was now: a self-made entrepreneur with her own cosmetics brand and a faithful following online. And if Tash had ransacked the kitchen … Ceri darted in and saw an empty space where the lovely old single-oven duck-egg blue Aga on which they’d cooked had stood. This wasn’t a clearance – this was rape and pillage.

			‘What have you done with it?’

			‘Oh come on, Ceri, the Aga was ancient. Kev got fifty quid for it. Your half is in there, on the side.’

			As if Ceri was bothered with twenty-five pounds – that cooker was priceless.

			‘And why’s the tea caddy being thrown?’ she said, grabbing it from the top of a box that Tash had labelled ‘bric-a-brac’ which sat on the worktop.

			The beautiful full-bellied silver container, with a hinged lockable lid and four intricate feet, had stored their PG Tips for as long as Ceri could remember. But more importantly, it had played a part in her and her Mum’s nightly ritual of counting their blessings over a brew at bedtime. Well, it had before Mum had withered away. Ceri had been planning to use it for her remains. 

			Tash turned to face her, her eyes cold, and shrugged. ‘So take whatever you fancy. And feel free to help me. If you’re staying?’ 

			Ceri felt the accusing stab that she’d left Tash to do everything and then the injustice of it, for she had been the one to manage the spoon-feeding and hair-combing as Mum’s illness worsened. Ceri felt herself reeling inside, shaking. She was already shattered from her bereavement, which had come on top of her mourning as Mum had slipped away, replaced by a stranger. The exhaustion from carrying the guilt of wishing she’d acted sooner, rather than thinking it was scattiness when Mum had turned up in her slippers during one of Ceri’s shifts at the club. The uphill struggle of trying to be positive when the prognosis was anything but. Worn out too from caring for her when Ceri’s homemade make-up hobby began to take off as a business and she was still working behind the bar. Weary from sleeping on Mum’s sofa so she could hear if she wandered lost out of the dining room, which had become her bedroom because the stairs could’ve killed her. Barely living in her new place, which didn’t even feel like hers. It went on and on …

			But still she resisted causing a scene. This had to be Tash’s way of grieving. Perhaps it was remorse for how absent she’d been this past couple of years. Yet Ceri had never blamed her sister. The official line was that Tash had a young family to raise and a husband who worked all hours to put bread on the table. But Ceri knew that Tash found it hard to cope when Mum had begun to ask who this was coming into her home. The truth was that she and Tash were made of different stuff – different fathers, with one born out of love and the other out of circumstance. Ceri had grown up knowing Mum had adored her dad, Emilio, a handsome fisherman whom she met in Spain on a girls’ holiday in 1986. She had gone back over to see him a few times in the following year, to make sure he was The One. And he was. But plans for Mum to emigrate tragically ended when his trawler went down in a Mediterranean storm a month after she’d got back home in 1987, just weeks before she’d found out she was pregnant.

			Tash’s dad, on the other hand, had been what Mum called ‘a mistake’ and their marriage, forged on the rebound, she’d said, hadn’t lasted. Neither had Ronnie’s role as a father. They had parted when Tash was a baby and Ceri was three. Ceri understood how deeply her sister had felt about only having one parent. It had left her ‘strong and silent’, as she liked to put it, although Ceri saw it as prickly. Ceri, however, had always felt her father’s presence. Mum told her often enough that she had his spirit. She looked like him too, with thick raven hair, olive skin and, she presumed, his chocolate-brown eyes. The only photo there was of him, in a dusted-to-death frame which Ceri had claimed as her own the night Mum had passed away, was a blurry scene of sand, scorching sun and rugged, truffle-coloured rocks. The pair of them were golden: Mum’s eyes, as aqua as the twinkling water behind them, dancing with love as he kissed her buttercup hair, which was flying in the warm breeze, obscuring his face. One of Dad’s arms was around her back, the other lay across Mum’s bronzed tummy – had Ceri been conceived already? – and she was nakedly beautiful, fresh, minus the Eighties sweep of blusher and gooey gloss she wore in every other photo from her youth. Her lime-green bandeau bikini was from when she could fit into Topshop, she’d say, along with how Dad, being from ‘the continent’, could get away with those tiny white Speedos and a thick silver chain, from which hung a locket containing her picture. 

			Thinking of the photo reminded Ceri of what was really important and she held up the caddy as she went to Tash in the lounge.

			‘When we get Mum back, we can take her to Wales, like she wanted. Sprinkle her ashes in the sea in the village where she was born.’ Mum had refused to get on a plane again after she lost Emilio. And she’d be damned if she did when she was dead. So Wales it would be, in what Mum said was the most beautiful bay in the world. In her hall-of-mirrors mind during the last few years, she’d say she’d doggy paddle round to the Costa del Sol, find him among the mermaids and sardines.

			‘We can scatter her ashes and do the reading she left …’ These instructions had been presented to her by the solicitor, Mr Jennings, in a sealed envelope which Ceri carried everywhere with her. ‘What you reckon?’ Ceri was smiling, hoping this would be enough to remind Tash of their bond as their mother’s girls.

			Tash swallowed hard and wiped a tear from her cheek. There, the atmosphere was gone and—

			‘You’ve got to stop this.’ Tash’s words were sharp, like her pinched features, which were even more drawn than usual. Ceri’s knees went weak and she wished she’d been wearing sensible flats; but heeled boots were part of her image.

			‘Stop what?’ she said, alarmed.

			There was silence except for the splash of cars on the rain-slick street outside and the tick of the carriage clock presented to Mum after ten years’ factory service, which … wasn’t on the mantelpiece. She scanned the room, straining her ears and located it on some jigsaws destined for a good cause. Ceri didn’t think there was any piece of her heart left to shatter. She was wrong.

			‘Look, Ceri,’ Tash said, sighing, dropping her shoulders and tilting her head to show she wasn’t after a row. ‘Don’t take this the wrong way but … you’re living on a different planet to me.’

			‘What do you mean?’ They had the same mum, had gone to the same school, loved sweet and sour chicken balls and had borrowed each other’s clothes and eyeliner for as long as they could remember. 

			‘It’s just … Mum was cuckoo by the time she asked to be scattered there. Why don’t we just do it in the garden? She loved pottering out the back. Look, it’s … I just don’t have the time.’

			The swirl of leaves on the beige carpet beneath Ceri’s feet began to swim. What was she on about? 

			‘The kids, they’re exhausting, I hardly see Kev and I know it’s only peanuts but we’d go under without my evening job. This house, selling it is our chance for a better life. Or do you want your nieces growing up scallies?’ She wasn’t being sarky – she sounded desperate.

			‘If you need money, I’ll give you money,’ Ceri said, wanting to help, because decency was what Mum had taught them.

			‘I don’t want your money.’ Tash didn’t say it with spite but resignation. ‘This will make all the difference to us.’

			‘I told you I’d buy your share of the house. What did they say it was worth? A hundred and fifty thousand? I’ve got seventy-five thousand. I’ll give it to you now. The lump sum I got from the contract, it’s just sat there doing ’owt in my account.’ 

			Surely that would persuade her? Ceri couldn’t stand it: wiping out the memories because they had no other option.

			But Tash shook her head. She looked just like Mum with her big blue eyes and blonde bob and it caught Ceri in the throat.

			‘It’s not enough. The estate agent says if we do it up, if Kev tarts up the kitchen and the bathroom, you know, in the nights and at the weekend, we’ll get another fifty thousand.’

			Ceri could get that together too. It gave her a start – to be so loaded she could get the funds no sweat still astonished her. Despite all her hard work and the twenty-hour days, part of her still felt like a barmaid from Crewe. But was this actually about the money? Or Tash’s own stab at making it? Just like Ceri had.

			‘It might not be much to you but to us it’s an extra bit of garden, where we could have a swing, or another bedroom so the girls have one each. In the right catchment area for a nice school. Not grotty like round here.’ 

			Her place was two streets away from Mum’s. Yes, it might be lacking in the fancy-pants department but Tash would realise not everywhere enjoyed such a community feel, just as Ceri herself had found out, knowing no one in the cut-above stretch of listed townhouses which had been converted into apartments at £350,000 a pop. 

			‘Can’t you see? Don’t you remember what it’s like to be skint?’

			Ceri shut her eyes and cast her mind back. Past the personalised numberplate of CER 1 on her nippy sports car, the designer gear and her flat in the area known as the Golden Triangle populated by footballers and their wives, reality stars and actors. Back to the sticky floor of the club where she’d worked for a pittance, calculating meal plans to make her money go further and hunting down the cheapest utilities suppliers. Eking out her nail varnish by adding drops of remover to thin it and adding moisturiser to her foundation to make it go further. Recalling how, four years ago, out of economic necessity, she’d hit upon the idea of creating homemade tinted lip gloss. Once she’d paid the bills and put a bit aside for her wedding to Dave, there was very little left from her minimum wage: she could neither afford to replace the contents of her make-up bag nor buy birthday presents. But if she stirred up her own, using whatever was in the cupboards, she could do both because a little went a long way. It took her back to her childhood when the Avon lady came round and Ceri would imagine her mum getting ready for a ball when really she was only going up the club on a rare Saturday night. 

			Time had been on her side, too, because she’d stay in when she wasn’t working to keep Mum company. And her mother absolutely loved it, especially the cherry lip gloss, made from mashed-up strained fruit added to melted beeswax, cocoa butter and olive oil. Whenever Ceri had touched colour to her lips, Mum would come alive: it was their way of connecting as mother and daughter, even if it was only for a split second. That joy, plus the compliments she received not just for her own made-up face but from those who received her gifts, spurred Ceri on to develop DIY blusher, mascara and eyeshadow. She began to sell some on eBay and came up with the idea of doing online tutorials, loading them onto YouTube, racking up views, likes and shares. Then the cosmetic companies had come calling and the big bucks began to roll in. And yet, still, she saved hard and swore by her own lip gloss. She’d called the business Cheap As Chic, for goodness sake, of course she bloody remembered what it was like to be skint. 

			‘What are you on now? Ten grand a month …?’

			In adverts on her website alone. Never mind the extra when she recommended a product online.

			‘I’m chuffed to bits for you, I really am. But—’

			‘But what? I haven’t changed.’ It came out defensive but Ceri almost believed it, she really did.

			Tash’s eyebrows lifted ever so slightly. Enough to make the temperature of Ceri’s blood rise. ‘What are you saying?’ 

			Because she’d worked her butt off for success. She had spent hours and days and weeks and dozens of months making something of herself: cramming in research and ingredient testing while at the same time tending to Mum. A labour of love which had grown and become big enough to earn her a living. More than a living, actually, and more than a way to leave the soggy beer mats behind: a contradiction of her previously held belief that she was no good at anything apart from serving others. She had a business head and could strike a deal.

			‘You want for nothing,’ Tash threw out bitterly. 

			Yes, this was true. Ceri had so much stuff she didn’t know what to do with it. Her apartment was full of handbags, posh frocks and shoes worth what a family would spend on their monthly food shop – and she hadn’t even bought most of it. Every day freebie samples would arrive by courier, with invites left, right and centre to events in Manchester, Liverpool and beyond: it was part of the game of ‘you scratch my back, I’ll scratch yours’. Getting paid ten grand for personal appearances was pretty obscene when all she had to do was turn up wearing a full face of slap. 

			And it dawned on Ceri, glancing into her mum’s little kitchen, where it had all begun, this lifestyle was the opposite of what she had created and what she stood for. Her aim had been to make folk happy and confident, for a fraction of the price you’d pay in the shops. Now she was raking in large sums of money from big corporations. Over the past six weeks, she had started to worry her work was no longer the passion nor the saviour it had been when Mum was alive. Rather, since she’d gone, it had started to feel meaningless and shallow. Ceri had hoped it was just her grief that was making her so unsettled, but it was keeping her awake at night: in the dark she’d question what was next for her in life, and wonder at the state of her integrity. She hadn’t known what she wanted to change only that she no longer felt she wanted to go on doing the same. Tash was making out Ceri had lost sight of herself. Was there truth in that? 

			‘Your life, it’s all surface,’ Tash jabbed again.

			Ceri took a shaky breath as she considered the evidence: the hangers-on who’d expected her to pay for the drinks at the best nightspots in Manchester. The men, for once less interested in her bra than her brass. Getting slagged off by so-called friends on Facebook. Her old haunts going quiet when she walked in. Knowing this wasn’t all new to her – she’d taken it on the chin when she’d needed her escape. But looking at it now, she was connecting the dots and understanding she was unhappy and had been for a while. This was a reckoning that had been coming for months. And she would’ve given everything to be back behind the bar when she had been broke but cheery. 

			‘I bet you got a million Valentine’s Day cards today but you’ve not a soul to share it with.’

			Tash was right. The office had been filling up with Valentine-related promotional crap all morning – helium love hearts, fancy chocolates, and a teddy bear handed to her by some poor student paid to dress up as Cupid by one company. But there wasn’t anyone special. And she wouldn’t remind herself by going along to one of a load of 14 February balls or date nights. Dave had been the last man to love her, back when life had been straightforward. When they’d ticked along and it was all laid out for her. The plan to get hitched on the pitch at the Crewe Alexandra ground, a finger buffet at the Gresty pub after, to move in together and have kids. Actually, she was relieved she hadn’t been landed with the married name Ceri Berry. And while Dave had been reliable and grounded, he hadn’t liked her new lifestyle: he was the traditional type, who wanted a chippy tea on a Friday and his woman beside him. She craved being with someone she could trust. That was why her sister’s opinion mattered to her so much, because Tash wasn’t afraid of falling out of favour or losing a slot in her schedule: she was one of the few who could still tell her like it was. Ceri was approaching rock bottom now but there was an inch of fight left.

			‘I’ve got Jade.’ Her best friend with whom she’d worked at the bar, and who made Adele look frumpy. And who’d been the first one to tell her that maybe her make-up could lead somewhere.

			‘She’s your PA,’ Tash said sadly. ‘She’s staff.’

			Ceri’s stomach dropped and her head whirled: she felt a husk of the person she was, the person she’d been just that morning. 

			‘You think you can fix things with a flash of cash,’ Tash said, not unkindly. ‘And that’s fine for you, you’ll not be pulling up the sofa looking for spare change. Never. You’re not like the rest of us. You’ve got everything. But this, now, this is our one shot. Our potential.’

			The blunt admission made Ceri’s shoulders heave with sobs. Suddenly, drowning in the bleakness, everything she had felt insignificant and pointless. From the expensive clothes on her body to her own Cheap As Chic brand mascara on her lashes. It had always been her goal to give something back, yet she remembered now how she had been too overloaded to answer that charity’s call for some donated goodies to use as a prize in their raffle; and the way she had let down the local sixth form college, who’d asked her to talk to the kids about making something of yourself. 

			Tash’s arms enfolded her until Ceri had run out of crying. Her sister pulled back and looked into her eyes.

			‘Me and Kev, we need to do this. For us. We have to get this house on the market. Please, Ceri. I’m begging you.’

			She heard the words rebounding off the naked walls, and as she sniffed, she could still smell Mum’s presence. The essence of her had been kindness, that’s what she’d stood for, thinking of others. Mum would’ve wanted Ceri to do this for Tash, to look after her. When it came down to that, how could she refuse? 

			‘Course,’ she said, barely a whisper. Not knowing how she was going to get through this. Because she’d had everything. But really she had nothing. No blessings to count at all. She had to go. To a place where no one knew her. To escape the torment of losing not just her mother but her way.

			

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			

			

			

			

			

			

			Eleven days later …
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			Ceri blew her cheeks with relief as she turned the hairpin bend after four and three-quarter hours behind the wheel.

			Thank God, she thought as the rain lashed down on the windscreen, I can’t wait to get in a hot bath to warm myself up and – Woah! 

			The road plunged suddenly and the sea came at her, smacking her right in the chops. She slammed on the brakes, feeling the wheels skid, wondering if she was hanging off the edge of the land, teetering over water. Her head banking left then right from vertigo, this felt like the end of the world, not how Mum had described it at all. 

			Her feet were rooted to the pedals but still the car shook from the gusts which came from all around and the wipers, which had been on full since Mid Wales, were screaming in panic.

			The terrifying waves were so angry they thrashed against themselves, sending up white spray like furious spittle. What did you expect, you fool, she thought. The warnings that she was entering the wilds had been there – down ski-slope dips and up learning-curve climbs, through snaking lanes tunnelled beneath canopies of twisted bare branches and nerve-wracking mountain paths which zig-zagged so perilously close to sheer drops her knuckles had turned white.

			The constant ‘recalculating’ of the sat nav, the asking the way at strange petrol stations and eerie tea rooms. For this was the land M&S and Costa Services had forgotten.

			And no wonder, because she was staring at the bleakest excuse for civilisation she’d ever seen. 

			‘You. Have. Got. To. Be. Joking. Mum,’ Ceri said to the tea caddy in her bag on the passenger seat. 

			It was a one-street muddy puddle of a village which hugged a crescent of sea the colour of fag ash and ended in a treacherously steep headland of rock and bracken. 

			In contrast to what Mum had claimed in her final groggy days full of medication, there was neither sand nor an apple green, sky blue, royal purple, bright white or flamingo pink row of homes to be seen. Instead, the tide threw up on the shore and the handful of dirty death-pallor buildings with harsh black guttering looked like a bad set of teeth. Ceri had the urge to get the Domestos out – no wonder Mum had been obsessed with cleaning if she came from a place like this.

			What appeared to be a shop, tongue-twistingly named Caban Cwtch, however you said that, overlooked the so-called beach. It had an empty forecourt save for a prostrate sandwich board which, no doubt, had passed out from boredom. As for the palm trees and ferns and Welsh wildflowers Mum had described, there were dead pots by a broken bench and brambly hedges keeping everything in – or out, it looked that unfriendly.

			‘I’m sorry to say this, Mum, but what a shithole.’

			How differently today had started. Her breezy road trip in the soft Cheshire sunshine had begun just before midday, when Jade had waved her off from the office in Alderley Edge where Ceri had gone early doors to tie up some loose ends; including recording a video for her YouTube channel to say she was having a little break to get herself ready for the new range. She’d felt upbeat that she’d finally made the decision, for she’d wrestled with taking time off in the days after Tash had asked to sell Mum’s house. Ceri had made excuses – the business needed her; she had too many appointments to cancel. But the sadness of life without Mum and the bitter taste when she shook hands with yet another person who’d smelled money didn’t subside. It just rose higher. And when a ‘for sale’ board went up in the tiny square of Mum’s front garden, well, she thought she’d drown. Fight or flight had kicked in. A holiday wouldn’t kill her, because she felt dead already. So she’d booked a cottage from Friday to Friday, told Jade she was having a week away and messaged her sister to say she was off to Wales; if they received an offer on the house then whatever Tash decided was fine by her.

			‘Enjoy yourself, cocker!’ Jade had said, her immaculate blonde hair swinging around a face so feline it purred. ‘I’ll look after everything. Don’t worry, I won’t have my nose in bridal mags all day; only lunchtimes! See you soon!’

			Her full tank of excitement had lasted as long as the heater on Mum’s car, which conked out an hour in at Oswestry, putting an end to Ceri singing along to the radio into a hot blast of air as if she was Beyoncé. She’d brought the red Fiesta instead of her own racy silver Mazda for the full ‘get away from it all’ experience. 

			By lunch, she was in the thick of Wales, so there were no nutty grain and vegetable salads or vitamin-enriched smoothies, and she ended up with a stewed baked-bean pasty from a tray marked ‘popty’ in a garage. She had no idea what ‘popty’ meant but she’d have bet her life on it translating as ‘don’t leave me here to die alone’. And she’d never seen so many consonants – you’d be banging the desk with frustration if you were on Countdown. 

			Trying to pronounce the name of Mum’s village was a nightmare too: Dwynwen wasn’t pronounced ‘Duh-wuh-yuh-nnn-when’, so she was informed at the petrol station, but ‘Der-win-when’, although you had to say it quickly, like Dwinwhen.

			It was quite a shock: she’d only ever been to Rhyl before, where everything was quite normal. There’d been people around and chain shops she recognised.

			But the deeper she’d got into Wales, her teeth chattering from the drop in temperature, the more it felt like a foreign land, populated by sheep and cattle grids, squat run-down bungalows in the middle of nowhere and mind-boggling signs for Llanmerewig, Caersws, Llanidloes, Eisteddfa Gurig and Capel Bangor. The blessed A487 from Aberystwyth made her feel briefly that she was re-entering the twenty-first century, until she found herself on the lonely coastal drive south, with trees bent into crones by the wind and glimpses of a sea the colour of nails. The Dwynwen turn-off had become a helter-skelter of potholes, punctuated on either side by derelict barns and farming sheds. There’d been a shabby-looking caravan park on her right, a decrepit rugby club, then on the left a homemade arrow pointing to The Dragon, which she’d hoped – although she doubted it – would have a roaring fire and a cracking seafood risotto. She should’ve guessed the truth when she saw the battered Welcome to Dwynwen sign. 

			Why the flip had Mum wanted to return here? If only she’d asked to be flown first class to Marbella. Mum’s sister, Aunty Delyth, had always said the only thing she could recall about this place was that it made Crewe look like Las Vegas – they’d left when they were teenagers, when Grandad found a job on the railways. Ceri could see what her aunt had meant. 

			Dumbfounded, she sat there gawping until a horn sounded from behind her. That probably counted as rush hour here. Flustered, she looked around but the road was so narrow she couldn’t just pull up anywhere. The only option was to go into the car park of the pub, which was so dilapidated it looked suicidal. In fact it didn’t even look like a pub: it was more like a kid’s drawing of a house with one door and four square windows. Plastered a wishy-washy grey like fog, the walls were worn and in parts fractured to reveal uneven brickwork the colour of earwax.

			Its swinging board was hanging off one hinge and the image of a dragon – with its head seemingly buried up its arse – was more Puff than proud. She navigated herself into a wrecked square of broken tarmac and checked the time. Almost five, it’d be dark within the hour. 

			Needing to get a move on to get the key to the cottage, she got out her phone to get the details of her booking. A ‘charming rustic property in a traditional setting’, it’d said. She thought she’d been lucky that it’d been free at such short notice. Now, being here, she feared her bed would be made of straw and her nose would be up a ram’s bum. But her mobile had no service. What the heck was she going to do? The van behind her had obviously got lost because it had done a three-point … no, make that a seven-point turn, and revved off. There were no lights anywhere. She was all alone. 

			Ceri flopped her head on the steering wheel and considered how long it would take her to get home. If she left now, she’d be back by, what, ten? But would the closest petrol station, about forty miles away, be open? Oh my God, she was doomed and— 

			A rap on her window brought her to.

			‘You can’t park here, you can’t,’ blared a foghorn through the streaming glass. ‘This is our courtyard. Spaces for guests only, it is.’ 

			A pursed scarlet cat’s-bum mouth stood out from a waterproof hood and instantly got Ceri’s back up. Opening the door a bit too suddenly so the gob had to leap back, she got out and straightened herself up to her entire five foot five – make that five foot seven if she counted her two-inch Ugg soles – and was almost knocked sideways by an icy blast, which scalped her with spiteful rain.

			‘Gimme a chance! Who says I’m not a guest?’ she said, eyeball to eyeball with this weirdo. 

			‘You can’t be, you can’t!’ the woman cried.

			‘And why’s that?’ Ceri said, wishing she’d brought a coat as she cowered under her poxy poncho. At least she was wearing her own range no-run mascara which would’ve held its own under Niagara Falls.

			‘Because we haven’t had a guest since October, we haven’t!’ 

			Ceri wanted to laugh at the woman’s emphatic victory cry – it was nothing to brag about. But her humour was dampened by a wind-blown cold shower of salty spray that covered them both.

			‘High tide, it is. Come in, come in, we’ll be drowned rats out here, we will,’ the woman said, grabbing Ceri’s hand. Drowned rats? If bloody only – it was a far more tempting prospect than her invitation.

			But before Ceri could resist, the lady tugged her to a quivering stable door which flew open and banged left against a peeling varnished turd-coloured bar decorated with some faded beer towels and one drained empty. The Dragon was deceptively large on the inside, with a threadbare banquette of seating running along the right, the middle filled with round tables and chairs, the exact same colour and condition of the bar. There was a mounted menu announcing Today’s Specials of absolutely bugger all, a swirling red and brown carpet and wood-chip walls. A blackboard declared ‘Dolphin Watch’ with a tally count of times and dates – from 2007, it seemed. A huge tattered Welsh flag hung at the far end above an open fire beside which was an ancient tiny telly with a wonky aerial. What was this place? And who was this person who’d been telling her to get lost before dragging her in? Ceri watched as she took off her coat to reveal a snakeskin leather skirt, immaculate white silk blouse, pearls and black patent heels the height of Blackpool Tower and patted her perfectly styled platinum hairdo. 

			‘Wicked out there, it is! Wicked! I’m Gwen, I am. The landlady. Now, what can I get you?’ she said, slipping behind the bar with a dazzling smile, followed by a thunderous shout towards the cobwebbed corridor which must’ve led to their home: ‘GWIL! CUSTOMER, IT IS!’

			Stunned but curious, Ceri ordered a latté because she needed a caffeine hit to work out what she was going to do next.

			‘A what-té?’ Gwen said.

			Clearly it was instant coffee or nothing down these parts. ‘Don’t worry. Just a Diet Coke, please.’

			‘So what brings you here? Because we haven’t had any tourists since last year, we haven’t. Well, I say tourists but they were a funny bunch, left first thing next day.’

			‘Oh, I’m not a tourist,’ Ceri said, thinking she’d rather go to hell than come here for a holiday.

			Gwen narrowed her eyes, folded her arms and unveiled the biggest smile.

			‘I know who you are!’ she sang, wagging a red nail at her and nodding.

			Ceri felt the urge to run. How was it possible she’d be recognised here? She took a step back, her heart racing.

			‘You’ve come about the job!’

			Ceri stared at her.

			‘You’re the first we’ve had in a month of advertising. You just can’t get the staff these days. People are a bit choosy, they are. Any experience?’

			She opened her mouth to explain. But was interrupted by Gwen bellowing, ‘GWIL! QUICK!’ before she raised the hatch and beckoned Ceri round.

			‘Look, I think there’s been some kind of—’

			‘How do, what’s your name?’ said a man-mountain who’d bowed his bald head beneath a beam to enter the bar. Gwil, she presumed.

			Ceri felt the cage rattling and debated whether or not she should tell the truth. She might be well known to a few people – around two million of them – but this pair weren’t in her demographic. And she wasn’t a liar. 

			‘Ceri. Ceri Price.’ She cringed inwardly, hoping it didn’t ring any bells.

			Gwen hesitated – and Ceri’s heart went like the clappers. Until Gwen shut her eyes and gave a long orgasmic ‘oooooh’.

			‘Ceri! There’s a Welsh name, there is!’

			She didn’t have the heart to tell Gwen she’d actually been christened Cereza, the Spanish word for cherry, even though she’d only ever been known as Ceri.

			‘I thought there was something Welsh about you. Could tell by your hair and eyes. Like Catherine Zeta-Jones, you are!’

			Funny, because the boys at the workingmen’s club had said she was a fat version of her, back in the day when she’d had time to eat. But that was her father’s genes. What was this woman talking about? And anyway never mind! She was being hijacked, blown off course. Why on earth was she even having this conversation?

			‘The Welsh, they may leave but by God, they always find a way to come back!’ Gwil said, handing her a glass and pointing at the tap of Brains.

			‘Come on, don’t be shy!’ Gwen said, waiting.

			Ceri needed to stop this, make her excuses. But her feet wouldn’t move, she was being hypnotised by their large smiles which were as warm as buttered crumpets. She didn’t want to disappoint them. And she was worn out. Resistance was clearly futile: they were one short of a six-pack of lager and the only way she was going to find out where she’d get the key from was by playing along.

			‘The thing is,’ she said, as her fingers curled around the cold glass, setting off a memory and an unfurling instinct. ‘I’m booked into the Blue House.’

			Her hands went to work on autopilot, bringing back the quiet week nights when she’d help old Nobby do his crossword. ‘… And I need the key …’

			The smell of the ale felt like an old friend, reminding her of the rocking Saturdays of meat raffles and tribute singers they’d had at the workingmen’s club back home. 

			‘Do you know who has it?’ Ceri asked.

			There, the beer was done. She felt a simple satisfaction she hadn’t experienced in a long time. ‘I need to get it sorted quickly because time’s getting on.’

			Both Gwen and Gwil were exchanging looks of unparalleled joy. 

			‘The head is perfect,’ Gwil said reverentially.

			‘Lovely smooth action too,’ Gwen echoed. ‘And did you see the way she knew when to stop the tap without even breaking eye contact?’

			Gwil adjusted the collar of his slightly-too-tight shirt and presented a mammoth hand.

			‘The job’s yours, Ceri. The key’s over the road with Mel in Caban Cwtch.’ Ah, so that’s how you said it: the first word was the same as cabin, the second sounded like cutch except it rhymed with butch. All very baffling. ‘The can of pop, it’s on us, because you’ve saved our bacon, young lady.’

			The Diet Coke was slightly rusty and covered in dust. Gwil saw her hesitation and gave it a rinse. With a lick of his finger. 

			‘You see, Seren, our barmaid is having to cut her hours,’ Gwen said. ‘Genius child, she’s got, needs to be ferried to chess competitions and so forth. You must have been sent from heaven!’

			‘Up north, actually,’ Ceri said with a weak smile.

			She was going to have to break it to them. This was deceitful. This wasn’t who she was. But Gwen was on a roll now.

			‘It’s Six Nations Saturday tomorrow. All hands on deck for the rugby, we need. Don’t worry, you’ll be fine. I’ll just rustle you up something to eat, love, a nice lamb chop? You look half-starved you do. We’ll go through the ropes, get your details. Ceri Rees, did you say it was? A week’s trial, will that do you?’

			Rees? Where did she get that from? But she couldn’t speak up because she’d been flattened by this motormouth.

			‘Gwil will go now to get you the key and light you a fire in the cottage. You must’ve been confident to book yourself in there! But after seeing you in action, you must’ve been born in a bar.’ 

			Gobsmacked. Astounded. And completely bloody knackered with not a drop of energy to put up a fight, she let them have their moment. There was no point arguing. Not now. All she wanted was something comforting to eat and to thaw out. This situation was entirely ridiculous. And yet she didn’t have the strength to own up. She wasn’t sure they’d even care it was a mix-up.

			Besides, here she was a nobody who just happened to be able to pull a decent pint. They did seem desperate and their kindness, well, she hadn’t been on the receiving end for years. She wouldn’t fail them – she’d tell them after the shift tomorrow. It would be one of those things she’d look back on and laugh, just a bit of fun. 

			Who knows, she thought, you might even enjoy yourself, kid.
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			Melyn Thomas was counting down the days until her hill climb home from work would be in harmony with the sky, sliding from teal and terracotta to fire and love-story red all by the time she’d got her key in the door.

			Unable to take her eyes off the sunset, she’d walk backwards up an incline so steep that years ago she’d warned tourists their ears might pop. Arriving breathless at her cottage, it wouldn’t be from the effort but from the awe-inspiring, heavenly explosion delivering all the colours of the world to this tiny buried seaside village clinging to the edge of West Wales. Places like St Tropez and Italy, Morocco and … beyond, places she’d never been and would never go to. Because she would never be able to decide where to visit first. What to pack. Which bag to take. Or if she could ever leave Dwynwen again.

			That’s why she loved watching the sun going down – it would happen, no matter what: there was no procrastination about it. And as she’d sit on her front wall, the warmth of the stone seeping through to her pear-shaped bottom, when the lilac sky became mulberry then sapphire, she’d promise herself tomorrow she would start anew. 

			But tonight the fuse blew on her glorious daydream as she stepped out into the murk of a storm. ‘Will you listen to yourself, you great big Glamorgan sausage,’ she muttered as she locked the beach cabin, her mitts already solid like uncooked fish fingers. ‘Winter isn’t done with yet.’ 

			She felt sorry for the new barmaid who was staying in the holiday let next door but one to her. Mel had only had a quick glimpse of her but she didn’t seem the type to have brought a waterproof. She’d learn, Mel thought, if she lasted. She’d seen it all before: to stay here you had to have a bit about you and she was sorry to say skinny jeans were no match for the elements.

			Beneath a strawberry plastic hood, she peered through the soggy fret to the hug of crooked houses built into the hillside where hers, or rather Dad’s, was first on the left, overlooking the secluded bay of Dwynwen. They were all named as if they were in a tube of Love Hearts: the Pink House, where Mel lived, the White House, the Blue House, the Purple House and the Green House, the ramshackle uninhabited one, the only one apart from hers which wasn’t a holiday let. Not a trace of colour remained, though. They’d been stripped down to the beige of old bones by the weather, which was doing its worst right now.

			Heavy flint clouds squatted on the rooftops like Brillo pads. A raw wind blew in from the churning steely sea and the rain gave everything whiplash. Her lemon meringue hair swirling around her, tasting of salt, Mel set off, nearly knocked forwards by the gale. Hunched over, imagining she was in crampons, her feet crunching into grit, slow and heavy, she headed for the summit where the lane levelled off and doubled back on itself to the Pink House.

			At the crest, there was no dilly-dallying to take in the crescent of frosted sand and the ragged rocks which tumbled down to the water. It was a frantic fumble of fingers and keys, blind wet slaps on the wallpaper for the light switch, the abandonment of mac and boots, and scooping up of post. Home sweet home was topsy-turvy – two bedrooms and the bathroom were downstairs while the living area was above, to make the most of the view. When there was one. 

			It meant she could get into her comfies before going up to start on tea. That’s how wild it got for her on a Friday night. Anyway, she had to have her sensible head on for work tomorrow. But first she had to navigate the narrow hallway. Dad always made a fuss about what he called her clutter but it was simple: hold back the overhanging coats and scarves, slide past the dresser so you didn’t knock off any of the paperwork waiting to be filed, skirt the ‘return to sender’ polythene parcels and Bryn’s your uncle. She liked it looking lived in – she was a busy woman after all, as the one people turned to for help. The spread of stuff made her feel warm and fuzzy. Cradled and safe. Although when she skidded on a bagged package she did concede a little tidy might be needed. But she’d do it now, in a minute, once she’d got out of her soaking skull leggings, sopping stripy rainbow knee-high socks and damp cerise jumper dress.

			Then it was on with her dolphin onesie, a nip to the loo and a guilty glimpse of towering boxes of unsold summer stock in Dad’s old room, in hibernation until she could set it outside the cabin without it taking flight all the way to the harbour. 

			A trek up the stairs, on the left side because the right half was where she put things such as books and washing to be returned to shelves and cupboards when she was on her way. Not that she had her hands free, because of the mail and two cups of old tea.

			Still, she’d sort it later, because she was beyond hungry. But what to eat? Mel sighed at the prospect of her usual dilemma: would it be pasta, jacket potato, noodles, rice or chips? And what to have with it? If only she could make her mind up. She could never decide quickly enough and once she’d snacked on toast and crisps and cheese, she’d lost her appetite and ended up chasing whatever it was she’d made around her plate. At the top of the stairs, she turned up the thermostat and looked across the open-plan lounge-kitchen-diner through the French doors and beyond the balcony. Only the lights from The Dragon gave any hint of life out there in the mist which was silvery grey, in between slate and platinum, shiny almost because of the rainy sheen which gave it a myriad of tones. It was familiar, strangely comforting … and it struck her right in the heart. 

			It was the same hue as Alwyn Edwards’s eyes. How they’d bickered over the colour: he’d insisted they were grey and that was that, but she had seen a million shades more. Yellows in there, blues too, a pigment of aubergine, even. He was one of the few she could talk to about this extra sensitivity, which the doctors called tetrachromacy. This rare genetic quirk meant Mel saw beyond the normal wavelengths of light and picked up a variety of colours more than one hundred times greater than most people. Al called her superhuman when she spoke of pinks and purples in the rocks. Her art teacher, Mrs Jones, said she was blessed with such vision, which her paintings reflected. Otherwise, though, she’d learned to keep her mouth shut at school because it only stoked the rumours she was a witch. She’d been left alone after Al thumped a couple of her bullies. Because he’d believed in her. 

			The memory filled Mel’s eyes with tears. Al was gone, had been for nine years. They’d had one kiss, which had been the sum of all of her longing. But then everything had changed; as if her happiness had run out.

			Almost a decade ago, after she’d lost Al and was weak with grief, she’d come back to the cottage to recover and regroup: Mam had remarried and was miles away, in the next village, and Dad asked her to run the cabin for the summer until she got her head together. At the time, he was a cruise ship engineer, so he came and went and she’d have the Pink House to herself. She’d never spent a night away from Dwynwen again. 

			The emptiness came to her, sucking the air out of her body, leaving her hollow. She held onto the banister to steady herself and to prove she wasn’t a ghost: she was here and whole. She was attached to the past and frightened of the future, that’s what this was all about. The present is where you are, she told herself, and breathe and keep breathing and fill the gaping hole inside of you … It gave her a quickening and she staggered to her dad’s battered sea chest where she had stored her childhood. Onto the wooden floor, flipping the buckles and lid, her hands scrambling for the things which reassured her. Collections of treasures, worthless to anyone else, but pieces of hers and Al’s history which slowly restored her soul. The smooth stones they’d collected from the shore, safe in a velvet drawstring bag, the colour of Eden. Faded notes they’d passed between their desks, trading juvenile insults in Welsh: he was a drewgi – a smelly dog – and she was a twmffat, an idiot. And, as she felt herself steadying, the stubs of her favourite Crayola crayons in a scratched Tupperware box. Scented with banana, jellybean, coconut and lime, there were teeth marks where she’d taken a nibble. Another with its torn label, called Soap, had lost its tip in a dare. Her prized one – pristine, unused, it was lemon yellow, over which Al had scrawled ‘melyn’… The gap was closing now and she was able to reset herself. Carefully placing everything back, she exhaled long and slow and got up to face the night.

			The post would divert her. There were a couple of bills which she placed on the pile on the worktop. A flyer from a mobile phone company boasting ‘even more coverage’ – but not here, where the mountains kept the village out of range. Even so, she kept it, just in case. And a letter for Mr L. Thomas, her dad, who used this address because when he’d taken early retirement due to his dodgy hip, he’d decided to live on a houseboat down at the harbour. Windowed and white, it looked official so she opened it in case it was urgent and scanned the words. ‘Thank you for your enquiry … please contact us for a valuation appointment … be aware it’s a difficult market, particularly given the location of the property …’

			My God, he was thinking of selling the cabin. It was like an earthquake going off. It couldn’t be. She reread it, hoping she’d got the wrong end of the leek, but there it was in black and white. And a bit of lily pad and peach. Caban Cwtch was just as its English translation, a cuddly cabin where the villagers came for their papers and milk, bread and cheese. For a chat and a cup of tea, a ham bap or chips. Mel prided herself on having whatever anyone wanted, be it a sewing kit or some batteries, a laugh or a shoulder to cry on. It was their lifeline and hers. It made her feel useful, it filled six days a week from 8 a.m. to 6 p.m., and it didn’t point out that her one chance of love had gone.

			Yet deep down she understood why Dad wanted to sell. Ten years ago, it had been a goldmine of wetsuits and bodyboards, buckets and spades: the holidaymakers had come in herds from April to September, generations of families who’d stay in the static caravans on the hill or in the lets dotted around the village. But over time, they’d drifted away, up and down the coast to the towns which had piers and boat trips, trendy restaurants and boutiques, even wifi. People here poo-poohed their rivals at first because here was a traditional slice of life, away from the nonsense of the internet and Starbucks. Here in Dwynwen, things were simple. Sit and stare out to sea, perhaps go out on a surfboard, read a book, hike the coastal path and wash it down with food and drink while watching the dolphins from The Dragon.

			But when takings nosedived and the dolphins inexplicably went with them, the villagers had gone into a kind of shock, stupefied by the rapid fall in its standing. Mel included. She’d had plans to update Caban Cwtch, turn it into a craft shop too, add a gallery, improve the menu. But how could she do that when there was so much unsold and so little income? Okay, the winter was always hard, but this year it had been the worst.

			Why hadn’t Dad spoken to her about this? Or, to be fair, why, when he had spoken to her about this, hadn’t he made it clearer that it was getting serious? The ‘we might have to shut up shop’ was approaching fast and no longer distant on the horizon.

			Mel squeezed her eyes shut and rubbed her face. Where the hell did this leave her? If Caban Cwtch closed, she would have nothing but a gaping chasm leading to … she couldn’t bear thinking where. Because she was feeling giddy as it was. If a sinkhole opened up, she would topple in and they’d hear her screams as far away as … and she racked her brain to find somewhere exotic she’d been and could only come up with Cardiff. She was hopeless and—

			The phone went and she was so glad of the distraction she hurled herself at it like a rugby prop in a scrum. 

			‘Melyn, it’s me, love, Gwen.’ The sing-song Valleys voice of The Dragon’s landlady was music to her ears. ‘I’m after a favour, I am.’ It was just as Mel had wanted because it meant she mattered. And how she needed to hear that.

			‘Hiya, Gwen, of course.’ Anything, she could’ve added, anything to take my mind off things.

			‘What it is, see, we’re out of crisps. You haven’t got any at the cabin, have you?’

			‘Loads!’ The relief she could be useful came flooding out of her. ‘Any flavour in particular?’

			‘Oh, marvellous. Ready salted, salt and vinegar, Caerphilly cheese and onion, whatever you’ve got!’

			Mel set off down the stairs with intent.

			‘You’ll have to excuse my onesie,’ she said, tugging on her wellies and mac, not caring she was going to get a second soaking. It was a better offer than losing her mind in here.

			‘Disturbing a hot date, am I, love? I’m awful sorry.’

			‘As if, Gwen.’

			‘I’ll warn the boys to keep their hands to themselves.’

			‘No need, I’m probably related to half of them,’ she said, knowing the crowd well. They were faithful, the regulars, coming from the village and hamlets and farms from all around. And what did it matter if she was in a giant Babygro when they were mostly over fifty and stank of sheep or fish? Al wouldn’t be there, so she cared for nothing more. ‘I’ll be there now.’

			‘Fablas! What would we do without you? And if you haven’t eaten,’ oh, lord, she knew her so well, ‘there’s chicken curry half-rice half-chips. I owe you, love.’

			Hardly, thought Mel as she opened the door and got a face of hail. It was the other way round: she owed Gwen for giving her a distraction from her troubles.
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			Usually when Rhodri Cadwalader took off his cardboard cycling helmet, he would spend a moment admiring its eco credentials. 

			The innovative honeycomb structure of wood-cellulose fibre board didn’t just meet the highest safety standards, it was an environmental triumph. He’d tilt it this way and that, beneath an imaginary spotlight (an energy-saving one, obviously), appreciating its aerodynamic curve and fully recyclable central core as he hummed a tune worthy of such majesty. Which could only be the Welsh national anthem.

			But his only need now was to hide it in Mum’s utility room away from smirking eyes. If his brothers saw his headgear, they’d only make ‘helmet’ jokes. From anyone else, it was water off a sheep’s back. But Dai, short for Dafydd, and Iolo – aptly pronounced Yolo, as in You Only Live Once – were like a pack of wolves with Rhodri. Maybe, he wondered hopefully, he had beaten them to it? He hadn’t seen Dai’s gas guzzler outside their parents’ huge converted barn because he’d come the back way, via a winding lane which passed the rear of the remote property four miles from Dwynwen, and he’d have to have X-ray vision to see his brother’s car on the driveway. Rhodri might be Waste Management and Recycling Officer of the Year but he wasn’t a superhero! But, as it was half six and he’d cycled the forty gusty minutes from work, he suspected with a sinking heart he was the last to get here for Mum’s birthday.

			With care, he took out his present from his backpack and placed it on the island in the kitchen. It was a sustainably sourced bracelet made by his friend Seren, who crafted jewellery from silver spoons, knives and forks she found in charity shops and antique markets. He peered into the atrium hallway and even though he was expecting it, his balls still contracted at the sight of two pairs of shoes lined up by the front door. 




OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Regular.otf


