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      Chapter 1

      
      ‘Bonjour Madame!’ I greet the lady behind the desk and put on my most charming smile. It always does to treat these ladies well.
         Some of them have the power of a small country.
      

      
      She looks up from her work, peers at me over the top of her half-moon glasses and sniffs slightly as though she can smell
         my Englishness. My smile falters a little. I mean, I have been in a police station in England before. Once. So although I’m
         not exactly a hardened criminal, I do have some idea of the form. But do they do things differently in France?
      

      
      ‘Mon frère est ici …’ I start haltingly in my GCSE French. The problem with GCSE French is that you have to fight a constant
         urge to ask people their name, how old they are and where they live before you can get down to the brass tacks of any problem.
         ‘Il est … er … em …’ I’m trying desperately to find the word I need. I trawl through my limited vocabulary. It’s no good,
         there’s nothing that vaguely matches it. So I try the English phrase.
      

      
      ‘UNDER ARREST.’

      
      It doesn’t seem to fool her; she looks at me blankly. I try it again, this time with a French accent.

      
      
      ‘ARRESTE.’

      
      ‘Il est en état d’arrestation?’ she queries.

      
      This sounds vaguely right so I nod.

      
      ‘Qui s’appelle?’

      
      ‘Il s’appelle Barney Colshannon.’

      
      ‘Attendez là bas.’

      
      She gestures to some chairs by the wall, so Sam and I duly wander over to them and sit down.

      
      Of course, I blame my mother for all this. She had just received Morgan the Pekinese’s pet passport and suggested we all nip
         over to France for the weekend to see if it was working. He is a rather old and smelly dog with no teeth left in the front
         of his mouth and will pee on anything if you leave it in the middle of the room. I’m not quite sure what he is thinking when
         he tries to bite other dogs, he must be under the impression he can suck them to death. Anyway, despite being adored by my
         mother, Morgan and I have never quite seen eye to eye, so why we couldn’t have just popped him on a cross channel ferry and
         waited to see if he came back I simply do not know. However, the pull of some French bread and cheap booze was simply too
         much for us and we all readily acquiesced.
      

      
      My mother always makes France sound absolutely delightful as she is a bit of a Francophile at heart, but her version is solely
         based on Gérard Dépardieu and some adverts she did for the French tourist board back in the eighties which involved her getting
         pissed on Bordeaux. According to her, France is just one big bit of cheese with plenty of wine and a few ooh-la-las thrown
         in. Not a police station in sight. This is a clearly inaccurate opinion because here I am in a French police station with
         no cheese, no wine and certainly no oohla-las.
      

      
      
      We had all split up this morning to go our separate ways. I wanted to look at the shops, Barney went down on the beach and
         as Sam has the only real job out of all of us, he had to make some work phone calls. Sam is Barney’s best friend. He has been
         since we moved to Cornwall about fifteen years ago and hence he’s always been a presence in my life. I popped back to the
         hotel after my little shopping sortie (didn’t buy anything as I am stony broke but that is another story) and the receptionist
         there gave me the message about Barney. I immediately went to get Sam because he is a lawyer and I was under the misapprehension
         that he might be of some use, and then we headed for the police station in double quick time. So at this precise moment my
         parents are sitting in a little café somewhere in Le Touquet, expecting us to turn up any second but nonetheless having a
         raucous time and probably some cheese too, blissfully oblivious to the fact that their son has been arrested. Whereas I, by
         virtue of my French GCSE, sit here (which just goes to show that too much education can be a bad thing), with Sam who is busy
         smiling at some girl across the room.
      

      
      Sam leans over and whispers to me, ‘Excellent French, by the way.’

      
      ‘Thank you.’

      
      ‘I particularly liked the ARREST thing.’

      
      ‘I couldn’t think of the word in French.’

      
      ‘Saying it with a German accent was nothing less than a stroke of genius.’

      
      ‘It was a French accent,’ I spit out between gritted teeth. God, he is maddening.

      
      ‘So tell me what the lady at the hotel said again?’

      
      ‘She just said that Barney had been arrested for assault. He apparently broke some poor bloke’s arm. My brother wouldn’t assault anyone!’ Barney is quite frankly the sweetest individual
         alive. He wouldn’t come out of his room for three days when he accidentally killed the class hamster by tripping and falling
         on top of the shoebox as he was carrying it home for the weekend so you can imagine the tough sort of individual we’re talking
         about.
      

      
      ‘It does seem a bit strange.’

      
      ‘A bit strange? Sam, you’re the bloody lawyer. You’re going to have to make them release him.’

      
      ‘I am not a sodding criminal lawyer.’

      
      ‘But Barney wouldn’t hurt a fly!’

      
      ‘You just said that he broke someone’s arm!’

      
      ‘Do you think they’re mistreating him?’ I ask in a whisper, with a terrible picture of Barney in shackles thrust into my mind.

      
      ‘Clemmie, we’re in the middle of France, not a war zone.’

      
      An officer walks out of one of the side doors and comes up to us. He looks a bit scary and stern with a dark moustache and
         I can feel my knees starting to go with fright. He rattles something off in very rapid French which just sounds like ‘Blah,
         blah, French blah, Barney Colshannon, acute accent, blah, blah, catch the word for arm, blah.’
      

      
      I glance over to Sam, who looks none the wiser either, and then ask the officer to repeat what he’s just said more slowly,
         which he does. I throw in the occasional question and so does he. He then asks us to follow him.
      

      
      ‘What did Inspector Clouseau say?’ whispers Sam as we go through the side door.

      
      ‘He asked if you were here to represent Barney, I said that you were and I was going to translate. He then said that Barney
         had been charged with assault. This bloke was apparently standing on the pavement, cleaning some dog poo off his shoe, when Barney came along and hit him with a chair.’
      

      
      ‘A chair?’

      
      ‘Yeah, from the café next door.’

      
      ‘Why would Barney hit him?’

      
      ‘I don’t know. Apparently the bloke had never laid eyes on him before.’

      
      The building reminds me a bit of a school and the officer leads us up to a door, which he opens to reveal some very tatty
         furniture and a very fed-up Barney.
      

      
      I rush over to him. ‘Barney! Are you okay? Did they hurt you? Don’t worry about anything, Sam will sort it out.’

      
      ‘Clemmie, I can only say “two beers” in French. I don’t think that’s going to get us very far. Are you all right, mate?’ says
         Sam.
      

      
      ‘Oh, I’m fine.’

      
      ‘Barney, what on earth happened? Why did you hit that man?’

      
      ‘I thought he was being electrocuted. He was holding on to the electricity line which went into the café and shaking all over.’

      
      ‘So you hit him with a chair?’

      
      ‘A plastic chair. Yes.’

      
      ‘He was cleaning dog poo off his shoe.’

      
      ‘Was he? Well, he was doing it pretty vigorously, he was jigging his leg all over the place. It looked like he was convulsing.’

      
      ‘So …’ says Sam slowly. ‘A man was cleaning some dog poo off his shoe and you thought he was being electrocuted and smacked
         him with a chair.’
      

      
      ‘That’s right. And then out of nowhere this police officer swooped down and arrested me and carted me off here.’
      

      
      ‘I hope your French is up to this, Clemmie,’ murmurs Sam.

      
      Christ. I haven’t got a clue what the verb for being electrocuted is.

      
      A difficult half an hour follows, where I have to act out being electrocuted, we make phone calls back and forth to the hospital
         and it’s ascertained that the man in question was indeed holding on to something but it turns out to be the telephone line
         into the café. On occasion the police officers’ faces start twitching. Luckily the man doesn’t want to press charges so Barney
         is released. Sam and I are hustled back to the waiting room and told that Barney has to complete some paperwork but will be
         joining us shortly.
      

      
      ‘Well, thank God for that,’ says Sam. ‘And thank God you speak French.’

      
      ‘Sam, I had to act most of it out. I’m sure they kept asking me questions so I’d have to carry on. At least they’re not charging
         Barney.’
      

      
      ‘None of them could keep a straight face, let alone charge him with anything.’

      
      ‘He can be a bit loopy sometimes, can’t he? Oh, that poor man. We’ll have to send him some flowers.’

      
      ‘We’ll ask which hospital he’s at. Your parents must be wondering where on earth we are, they’ve been waiting for ages.’

      
      ‘I’m going to have the largest drink you’ve ever seen once we get to the restaurant.’

      
      We descend into silence and turn our attention to the French waiting room. The magazines are in French, the TV is in French
         and the posters are in French. No surprises there but still very boring. Sam must have come to the same conclusion. He leans over, ‘So, what are your plans?’
      

      
      ‘To get to that bloody restaurant as fast as possible and order some booze and cheese.’

      
      ‘No, I mean for the future. Are you going to stay in Cornwall for a while with us?’

      
      I have just returned in a fairly disastrous fashion from an around-the-world trip and am living with my parents at the moment
         until I decide what to do with my life. My parents live in an old house in a small village near the north coast of Cornwall
         which is a pretty nice place to live. The constant stream of tourists, or grockles as we like to call them, can become irritating
         in high summer but anywhere that invented clotted cream must be okay. The village itself isn’t too chocolate-boxy. We have
         a smattering of thatched cottages which the weekenders have bought up but we’re also an old-fashioned working village and
         lucky enough to boast a pub and a shop. We have the best of both worlds as the north coast beaches are but a short drive away,
         as are the moors of Bodmin in the opposite direction. All prime Daphne du Maurier country. Of course you can’t mention Daphne
         without Sam and Barney squinting their eyes and saying Jamaica Inn in wild pirate accents with a lot of me-heartiness about it. They spent ages the other day trying to make me say it and laughing
         a lot.
      

      
      My career is sort of on hold as it came to an abrupt and traumatic halt, hence my round-the-world odyssey, and now I am currently
         working in a small café in Tintagel to tide me over until I decide what to do. And I am useless at it. Really bad. I can never
         remember what any of the dishes come with. Chips, baked potato, new potatoes, mash, salad or seasonal vegetables, and you’d
         be surprised how annoyed some people can become about it too.
      

      
      
      ‘It’s just the work thing.’

      
      ‘Yes. I can see your point.’ Sam leans over and pats my knee. For a second I feel almost comforted, until he follows it up
         with: ‘I mean, I didn’t want mashed potato and you told me it came with chips.’
      

      
      He’s very lucky I don’t have any of the implements from said café with me. This is the thing about Sam. He’s just like a brother
         but more irritating. For instance, I had been looking forward to a rhubarb yoghurt all of last week. I had hidden it behind
         a jar of olives in the fridge, even though no one in my family likes rhubarb, but when I got home on Friday Sam had eaten
         it. He apparently does like rhubarb. Now, that is irritating.
      

      
      We sit in silence for a second, and I’m still brooding about my rhubarb yoghurt when he asks, ‘I don’t remember you being
         this good at French at school.’
      

      
      ‘Hmm?’

      
      ‘I don’t remember you speaking French this well.’

      
      ‘I learnt most of it on my French exchange. The parents of my exchange partner were really sweet with me and sat down every
         day for at least an hour putting me through my paces. Of course, I didn’t think they were very sweet at the time.’
      

      
      He frowns. ‘Your French exchange? When was that?’

      
      ‘God, you must remember! I was sixteen! Bernadette spent most of her summer with us wrapped around Barney.’ And good for Bernadette
         as she will never find herself sitting in an English police station because she never learned a word of sodding English.
      

      
      ‘Oh yes! I thought that was Holly’s French exchange partner.’

      
      ‘It was probably quite difficult to tell as she never spoke to either of us.’

      
      * * *

      
      
      We drive back in silence to the restaurant, manage to find a parking space and then stroll towards my parents who are sitting
         contentedly at a table and basking in the sunshine. My mother is wearing her Jackie Onassis black glasses, which almost cover
         the entirety of her face, and a large hat. A complete overreaction to a mere fifteen-degree temperature rise but she says
         that after being in Cornwall for the winter she often stands in front of the microwave with them on.
      

      
      Family outings aren’t normally so quiet but Barney and I are the only ones around at the moment. I have three brothers and
         a sister who was thrown in at the last minute (I think she was a bit of an accident as there are only ten months between us).
         My mother is a stage actress, quite a good one too. She does the odd bit of telly and a few minor film roles but generally
         prefers the stage. When she’s in the middle of a run she tends to partially adopt the character she’s playing, which makes
         life very challenging when you’re trying to have a conversation over breakfast with Lady Macbeth without plunging her into
         hand-wringing hysterics.
      

      
      Of course, when she’s finished the run and on a well deserved rest, her natural thirst for drama slowly asserts itself until
         she’ll throw herself into a room with, ‘That was your Aunty May on the telephone,’ accompanied by much arm-throwing, head-tossing
         and gazing into the distance. My father says she’s almost like that insurance company except she will always make a crisis
         out of a drama.
      

      
      My mother stands up and waves when she spots us, nearly taking out a waiter’s eye with her cigarette. ‘Darlings! We saved
         you some cheese! Where on earth have you all been?’ We weave our way through the other tables and when we reach her she kisses
         us all firmly on both cheeks.
      

      
      
      ‘It’s a long story, Sorrel,’ says Sam, taking a seat.

      
      ‘Cheese?’ proffers my mother as I pull out a chair and sit down. ‘That one smells but tastes ambrosial, that one is fabulous
         and only Morgan likes that one.’
      

      
      My good humour starts to restore itself as I manage to shove cheese and wine simultaneously into my mouth.

      
      ‘Now what is this story?’ asks my father. ‘You were all gone so long I was about to call the police.’ This is a standard line
         of my father’s and he has no idea of the irony.
      

      
      We all look from one to the other. There is not a chance of me telling the story because I can barely open my mouth for all
         the cheese in it.
      

      
      ‘I’ll tell it,’ says Barney gloomily. ‘Well, I saw this man and I have to stress very strongly at this point that he really
         looked as though he was having some sort of fit …’
      

   



      
      
      Chapter 2

      
      My parents’ house is located just on the village outskirts. It’s a traditionally Cornish building, the walls are covered with
         slate tiles and a creeper covers the whole of one side of the house. The grand old lady sits in state on top of a hill with
         a driveway in front and surrounded by an overgrown garden. Inspired by Alan Titchmarsh, my father periodically dons his gardening
         beanie hat (unbeknown to him they have become very trendy and he can’t understand why Barney keeps borrowing it) and makes
         a pilgrimage into the undergrowth, determined to transform it into a paradise worthy of The Chelsea Flower Show. My mother
         makes sandwiches and a flask of coffee for us while we watch him from one of the upstairs windows as he gets into fights with
         various plants and swears at bits of machinery until, utterly defeated, he rolls back in at the end of the day declaring his
         absolute hatred of all things green.
      

      
      Inside is fairly chaotic and most of the action seems to take place in the big old kitchen at the back of the house. I really
         don’t know why because very little cooking seems to take place there but Barney did set light to a Pop Tart in the toaster
         last week and had to douse it with the fire extinguisher.
      

      
      
      A big dresser dominates one wall of the kitchen, and it is draped with dog leads, party invites, a rope of garlic from our
         recent French trip, photos and postcards, dodgy props that my mother collects from each play run and all manner of other trivia.
         A large sofa sits across another wall – the material is worn from countless bottoms and the back of the sofa is piled high
         with colourful cushions.
      

      
      The rest of the house is decorated in my mother’s usual distinctive style. A sort of Cath Kidson crossed with Liberace. Yes,
         quite scary.
      

      
      Our family are a gregarious bunch who have never really identified with the concept of being alone. Probably due to the fact
         that in a family of seven it’s never been possible to be alone. You can’t even sit on the loo without someone shouting at
         you through the door. But it does mean that someone is always around for a friendly card game such as Slam! (until Barney
         renamed it Slap! with the obvious accompanying permutations) or a trip down to the pub.
      

      
      I have just got changed from work and am wandering back down to the kitchen. The phone has been ringing since I came out of
         my room and I pick it up in the hallway downstairs. I really hope it’s not my mother’s agent because he is really scary and
         tends to shout at everyone (except my mother and father because they are both inclined to wander off and leave him to it whereas
         the rest of us stand, shaking in our boots).
      

      
      ‘Hello?’ I say tentatively.

      
      ‘Clemmie!’ exclaims my sister. ‘It’s me!’

      
      ‘Holly!’ I say in sheer relief. ‘I thought it might have been Gordon.’

      
      ‘Well, I can shout at you if you want me to.’

      
      ‘No, no. Mr Trevesky has been shouting at me all day as it is.’

      
      
      ‘What for?’

      
      ‘Oooh, nothing.’

      
      ‘Come on, Clemmie. What did you do?’

      
      ‘Okay. I went the wrong way through the kitchen doors and managed to punch Wayne in the face with a tray.’

      
      ‘Well, I’m sure it was an accident.’

      
      ‘For the third time this week.’

      
      ‘Oh. Well you probably needed a bit of a shouting at then.’

      
      ‘Yes, but there are limits. And Wayne’s nose has always been wonky. In fact, I might have straightened it up for him. Anyway,
         when are we seeing you next?’
      

      
      ‘Well, that’s why I’m calling. James is working this weekend so I thought I might pop down and see you all.’ Holly is my younger
         sister and we’re really close but I haven’t seen her much since I got back from my trip. I have yet to meet James, her rather
         exciting-sounding boyfriend who she got together with while I was abroad and the story of which my mother told me in snippets
         during the three-minute conversations whenever I called home.
      

      
      ‘That would be lovely!’ I say with genuine pleasure. ‘I’ll ask Mr Trevesky for a day off.’

      
      ‘Why don’t you ask him for a couple of days and come back with me to Bristol? I could take the afternoon off and we could
         go shopping or something?’
      

      
      ‘That would be nice but I really ought to use my holiday to look for a proper job.’ I try to sound more responsible than I’m
         feeling.
      

      
      ‘Why don’t you have a look in Bristol? It’s a fantastic place!’ Holly lives in Bristol so she is somewhat biased.

      
      ‘I haven’t really decided where I want to settle yet.’ My last job was in Exeter and believe me when I say that I simply cannot
         return there. Ever.
      

      
      
      ‘Well, I would love to have you here and there are some really great people. Why don’t you come up and see how you like it?
         It could be a fact-finding mission.’
      

      
      ‘Okay, that would be really good actually,’ I say, my conscience slightly mollified. ‘I’ll ask Mr Trevesky tomorrow.’

      
      ‘Besides, it’s really exciting at the paper at the moment!’ She lowers her voice. ‘Emma has resigned!’

      
      ‘Emma? Does the social diary thing?’

      
      ‘She not only covers our illustrious society pages but does a bit of PR work as well. She knows everyone there is to know
         in Bristol.’
      

      
      ‘Daddy is the QC?’ I remember her well. Really snotty. One of those I-don’t-need-to-work-I-just-bash-the-keyboard-for-a-lark
         people. Most of the people at Holly’s paper are familiar to me as I have been to a couple of their work parties.
      

      
      ‘No eyebrows,’ adds Holly as a further aide mémoire.

      
      I nod understandingly. ‘I remember, difficult to trust someone with no eyebrows.’

      
      ‘Exactly my opinion! James says I’m being stupid. Anyway, she’s just handed in her notice.’

      
      ‘Why? Did she find another job?’

      
      ‘Well, that’s what’s so strange. No one knows. She didn’t mention to anyone that she was thinking of leaving. She just didn’t
         turn up for work one morning and the next thing we know she sends in a letter of resignation by fax. But she’s left all her
         stuff here. Even her lunchtime shopping, a lovely little Whistles top from the sale …’ Holly sounds incredulous about this
         as she rightly should. There is no way I would leave any of my sale purchases lying about. ‘She’s just gone.’
      

      
      ‘Well, what does Joe say?’ Joe is the editor of the paper.

      
      ‘He says to mind our own business. Ha! Fancy saying that to a bunch of reporters!’

      
      
      ‘Oooh. Something might have happened to her,’ I say, intrigued. ‘What does James think?’ James is a detective in the police
         force so surely this would be just his tipple.
      

      
      ‘James says to mind my own business too.’

      
      ‘Oh.’

      
      ‘At least it makes work more interesting.’

      
      ‘How’s it going at the moment?’

      
      ‘I need a story,’ says Holly gloomily. Holly wrote an incredibly successful diary for the paper while I was away about shadowing
         a detective from the police force. James was said detective and that’s how they got together. The paper wanted her to do another
         diary but she opted for a senior place on the features team instead so she could stay in Bristol with James. ‘Anyway, how’s
         everyone? Mother okay?’
      

      
      ‘They’ve just started the main rehearsals for Calamity Jane. Dad is hoping they’ll all shoot each other.’ Only a few weeks into her annual summer holiday my mother got bored and became
         involved with the amateur dramatics society.
      

      
      ‘Oh God, that sounds a nightmare.’

      
      ‘It is a bit. Barney and I sometimes pop down to see the rehearsals. Sally is really good.’

      
      ‘What is Catherine like?’ Catherine Fothersby is one of the leads in the play too and let’s just say our two families have
         never seen eye to eye. Mostly because the Fothersbys wouldn’t even dare look at any of us properly in case we curse them or
         something. They’re a bit godly and seem to think we’re the spawn of the devil. Goodness knows where they have got that idea.
         It can’t have anything to do with my mother dressing up as a she-devil on Hallowe’en and then rattling chains outside our
         local, reputedly haunted pub at two in the morning. The vicar thought that was hilarious.
      

      
      
      ‘Very good as Katie, actually, which will pain the Fothersbys to think their daughter has some acting talent.’

      
      ‘She doesn’t have as much as the other one,’ says Holly darkly.

      
      ‘You mean Teresa?’ Teresa lives in Bristol. I haven’t heard the entire story but I think Holly and she have recently crossed
         swords.
      

      
      ‘I’ll tell you about it when I see you. How are Barney and Sam? Recovered from France?’

      
      I told Holly about the arrest the night we got back from France. ‘Barney’s still a bit sheepish about it. We’ve got Charlotte
         here again on Friday.’
      

      
      Charlotte is Sam’s new girlfriend. Her parents have a weekend house in the village, although I’m not convinced it actually
         exists as she spends most of her time here eating supper with Sam. I’m being a bit mean as there is nothing wrong with the
         girl at all; in fact, she’s fritefully, fritefully nice.
      

      
      ‘I quite like her.’

      
      ‘Ra-ra Charlotte? You like ra-ra Charlotte?’

      
      ‘Why don’t you like her?’

      
      ‘For starters she sends our mother into melodramatic overdrive. I think it must be her accent because mother starts speaking
         the same way and behaving as though we’re all in a Noël Coward play. She says things like, “Isn’t the honeysuckle just too,
         too sublime at this time of year?”’
      

      
      ‘She wouldn’t know honeysuckle if it throttled her. She hasn’t set foot in the garden for years.’ My mother’s complete aversion
         to flora and fauna is bizarre considering she has named one daughter after a fruit and the other after a bush.
      

      
      ‘And she called me Daphne the other night.’

      
      ‘God, Noël Coward crossed with Calamity Jane. It must be terrifying.’
      

      
      
      I giggle and think how much I miss having Holly at home. ‘When are you coming back?’

      
      After we have said our goodbyes, I wander through to the kitchen. It’s early evening which means that most of the family will
         have congregated here with their grasp firmly on a large drink. This tends to include Barney and only marginally less often,
         Sam. Which is ironic because neither of them actually live here.
      

      
      Barney lives in the village with three other boys from the surf shop up at Watergate Bay where he works. Their house is a
         pit. Believe me when I say this, because I’m not renowned for my purist hygiene attitude. I have been known to pick bits of
         toast off the floor and eat them, or indeed to eat a yoghurt past its sell-by date on the grounds that the manufacturers are
         being hysterically pedantic and it’s probably fine. Whenever I nip down to visit Barney, I always dread going into the kitchen.
         He really ought to supply those little plastic shoe covers that I could pop over my flip-flops because it is truly disgusting.
         My mother absolutely refuses to go into the house and insists that Barney talks to her through one of the windows. But what
         else would you expect of four boys living together?
      

      
      Barney is a bit of a surf dude. His blond hair is fashionably long and he wears lots of T-shirts over one another. He absolutely
         loves surfing and thus his job in the little café and surf shop in Watergate Bay is perfect for him. When we arrived in Cornwall
         in our teens, we quickly picked up that surfing was compulsory. After school, everyone would pack up and rush down to the
         beach where we would all don wetsuits and leap into the water, paddling out to reach the waves. But those boards were bloody
         heavy and I needed at least a ten-minute rest on mine after all that paddling before I could get down to any actual surfing so I have tailed off to the occasional boogie board session.
      

      
      Barney is usually lovely to be around. I have to say he is pretty irresponsible and I normally end up doing stupid things
         when I am with him but this is all part of his charm. But the last few weeks he has been a bit moody, and not just as a result
         of his escapade in France. From what I can gather there is a girl involved, who he quite likes but, word has it on the family
         grapevine, she is not all that enamoured of him. Which is absolutely un-heard of. Maybe this is the reason he is taking it
         quite hard – he probably doesn’t know what to do. I mean, it’s never happened to him before.
      

      
      This evening it’s just Barney and my parents who are present if incorrect in the kitchen. Barney is sitting on the Aga (it
         is turned off, we’re just coming into September) drinking a beer from the bottle, my mother has a gin and tonic clasped tightly
         to one bosom and a cigarette to the other and my father is drinking his beer from a glass. They are discussing a posh dinner
         party my parents attended last weekend. Apparently my mother showed herself up appallingly as she was sat between two triathletes
         and kept asking them when they played the table tennis bit.
      

      
      ‘… but Mum, you must have known who they were. They’re quite famous, you know.’

      
      ‘Darling, I simply hadn’t a clue. I haven’t the slightest interest in all this running around.’

      
      ‘They’re triathletes so they also cycle and swim. It’s a tough competition.’

      
      ‘Yes, I know what triathletes do but when do they play the ping pong? Surely it wouldn’t be after the swimming otherwise the
         bat would get all wet.’
      

      
      ‘No, you’re right. It’s not after the swimming.’ There’s a distinct note of resignation in Barney’s voice. They obviously have been talking about this for quite some time.
      

      
      ‘Can I get you a drink, Clemmie? Was that Holly on the phone?’ asks my father.

      
      ‘Em, yes please, and yes it was Holly on the phone.’ I sink into the leather armchair next to the Aga.

      
      ‘Darling, darling, darling. Darling. What on earth are you wearing?’ says my mother, looking me up and down.

      
      I look down at my admittedly eclectic mix of clothing. A pair of cut-offs from my round-the-world trip combined with several
         jumpers, none of them mine, and a large pair of woolly socks. Nice.
      

      
      ‘Whose fault is this?’ I say and glare at her. My mother took it into her head while I was away to completely turn out my
         wardrobe and give whatever items she didn’t like to the local charity shop. Which is extremely aggravating, especially when
         you glimpse various neighbours wearing your old cast-offs.
      

      
      My taste in clothes is precarious at the best of times but my casual wardrobe seems to have been the main casualty of this
         little onslaught and has left me with precious little. Don’t get me wrong, I absolutely love clothes, but they always seem
         to look different on me to how they look on the hanger. Holly looks fabulous in something and then I’ll put it on and look
         as though I work for a very bad hairdresser. I think I must just be an awkward height or something.
      

      
      ‘How is Holly?’ asks my mother, blowing smoke rings and watching them float away.

      
      ‘Needs a story. She’s coming down for the weekend.’

      
      ‘How lovely! I must remember to buy some of that muesli she likes.’

      
      ‘Which muesli?’

      
      
      ‘You know, the crunchy one.’

      
      ‘That’s me.’

      
      ‘Hmm?’

      
      ‘I’m the one who likes muesli. Holly hates it.’

      
      ‘Are you sure?’ My mother frowns.

      
      ‘Quite sure. Anyway, she wants me to go back to Bristol with her and stay a few days.’

      
      ‘That would be nice and you’d get to meet James too. He is simply divine. Would dear Mr Trevesky give you some time off?’

      
      ‘I’ll ask tomorrow. Have you got a rehearsal this evening?’

      
      ‘Are you coming?’ she asks as my father hands me a large glass of white wine.

      
      Barney and I often wander down to the village hall to watch the am dram society in action, not simply for pure entertainment
         value, although it is worth it just for that, but because a friend of mine, Sally, is in the troupe. I don’t know if troupe
         is the collective noun for a bunch of actors: I once asked my father what a group of actors was called and he said, ‘A pain
         in the arse’.
      

      
      I look over to Barney, who grins and nods slightly. Maybe his new amour is in it. Actually, she probably isn’t. It’s pretty
         slim pickings down there apart from Sally. There’s the vicar, who is playing the lieutenant, Catherine Fothersby, who is playing
         Katie, and a woman called Mavis who plays a lot of the walk-on parts and is so absolutely thrilled to be on stage that she
         grins inanely throughout all her lines. She delivers the news of drownings and maimings with a broad smile on her face but
         my mother hasn’t the heart to replace her. Sally is actually Calamity Jane. Which is great because she’s great.
      

      
      After supper our father tells us he’d rather slit his wrists than have to sit through another rendition of ‘A Windy City’
         so just Barney, Morgan, my mother and I walk down to the village hall. The village doesn’t have any street lamps so we have
         brought a torch. Barney has had to confiscate it off my mother though as she keeps wanting to look at stuff in the trees and
         won’t keep the beam on the ground.
      

      
      ‘Are you coming over on Friday night, Barney?’ she asks. ‘I’ve invited Sam and Charlotte.’

      
      ‘Aren’t you going clubbing in Torquay?’ I ask Barney with a frown. Actually it’s amazing that Sam and Barney are still such
         good friends. Sam is an old fuddy-duddy solicitor who works too hard and suppers with my parents on a Friday night while Barney
         whoops it up at the nearest watering hole.
      

      
      ‘We’re going Saturday now instead. What are you planning to give them to eat?’ A very wise and astute question. You see? He’s
         not really stupid. My mother is very hit and miss on the cooking front. Guests never know whether to have a KitKat in the
         car on the way over here.
      

      
      ‘Your father was going to cook a curry.’

      
      ‘Well, I’m around then.’

      
      ‘Clemmie? You too?’

      
      Hmmm. An evening with Sam and ra-ra Charlotte or a few drinks with Sally. Oooh. That’s a tough one.

      
      ‘Thanks but Sally and I are going out.’

      
      ‘Would Sally like to come and have some supper first?’ Sally would probably love to come and have some supper first but I
         hesitate for a second. After being away for a year, it has been embarrassingly difficult to come back and re-occupy my old
         bedroom at home, even with a family as laid back as my own. Charlotte must wonder what I am still doing here at the grand
         old age of twenty-six. ‘Did you have to invite Charlotte?’ I ask sulkily.
      

      
      ‘She’s nice!’ protests my mother.

      
      
      ‘Why can’t they have supper at Charlotte’s house? Which one is it anyway?’ I demand.

      
      ‘I’ve told you. It’s the one with the red, you know, whatsit.’ My mother hasn’t got a clue which house in the village Charlotte’s
         parents own. She never listens when people tell her details like this, she just glazes over and starts sliding down in her
         chair.
      

      
      ‘It’s the thatched one, next to Mrs Fothersby,’ says Barney calmly.

      
      ‘They wouldn’t have any food in, they’re only weekenders. Besides, you know that Sam is almost family. We always try to support
         him.’
      

      
      ‘Humph.’

      
      Sam was brought up by an aunt after his parents died when he was quite young. The aunt has since died too and now Sam lives
         in the house he inherited from her in the village. But of course he doesn’t actually live there because as far as I can see
         he lives in our house, littering the place with empty rhubarb yoghurt cartons.
      

      
      Our conversation is brought to an abrupt conclusion by our arrival at the village hall. My mother leads us blinking into the
         glaring electric light. Barney and I meekly go to the back and sit down as we have been taught to do since the age of zero
         whilst Morgan gets to accompany my mother up on to the stage. We are normally in more salubrious surroundings than the breeze
         blocks and plastic chairs of our village hall. Luckily there is only a small main cast to manage in Calamity Jane, but it does require a large number of extras which wouldn’t normally leave a huge number of people in the audience in a
         small village like ours. However, such is the pull of my mother’s name that people literally come for miles and miles to see
         her productions so she is risking it on this occasion.
      

      
      
      The main cast are here tonight. Sally gives me an enthusiastic wave over the top of everyone’s heads and I grin and wave back.
         Matt, the vicar, (who we all secretly rather fancy), waves to us too. Catherine Fothersby completely ignores us. Catherine
         permanently wears a very pained sort of wet mackerel look. Her dark, shiny hair is cut into a bob and very neatly pushed back
         behind her ears. It just makes me want to rush over and give her hair a good ruffle. She occasionally wears an Alice band
         too. Yes. Exactly.
      

      
      Both Catherine and her sister Teresa are actually quite good-looking in an annoyingly perfect kind of way, but they ruin the
         whole thing by standing in ballet poses and clasping their hands together and looking as though they’re about to burst into
         song. Holly and I look like a pair of baby elephants charging about next to them. And they are always dressed beautifully.
         They never seem to make any shopping boobs. Their jumpers always sit perfectly on them, none of their clothes are ever creased
         (maybe because they wouldn’t dare to) and their tights never ladder. And they both always wear a little gold crucifix which
         sits perfectly in the hollow of their throat. I can’t see Catherine only remembering to shave one armpit before going to aqua
         aerobics as I did last week. The instructor kept insisting we clap our hands over our head and in the end I had to make out
         I had a dodgy arm.
      

      
      I have no idea why Catherine is involved in this production because, as I have mentioned, her family are a bit godly and have
         always regarded my family and in particular my mother as part of some sort of un-Christian sect. But Sally thinks Catherine
         has a crush on the vicar and that’s the only reason she auditioned. But if this is the case then she is completely barking
         up the wrong tree. Matt has, by his own admission, an appalling nicotine and booze habit (always to be found either in the pub or skulking in the graveyard with a fag), laughs raucously and generally has an infectious joie
         de vivre. And he absolutely adores my agnostic mother (which normally would be the kiss of death where the Fothersby family
         are concerned) who he cheerfully tries to convert from time to time.
      

      
      Bradley charges in at the last minute shouting, ‘Sorry I’m late darlings! The A39 was backed up all the way to Launceston.
         Some silly cow had thrown all her husband’s clothes out of the car window and a pair of boxers landed on someone’s window
         screen and caused a five-car pile up. Bloody tourists. All before the Wadebridge exit too.’ Now this may be true and it may
         not. He shrugs his cashmere-mix coat off his shoulders and unwinds his scarf. ‘Did you start without me?’ he says, clapping
         his hands together. Bradley plays Wild Bill Hickok but the only thing they have in common is that their names start with the
         letter B.
      

      
      Barney and I grin at each other. We don’t come to watch the rehearsals at all, we come to watch the actors, Bradley in particular.
         He is now insisting on leaning on the back of one of the chairs and gossiping madly with Sally and the vicar. Catherine has
         already arranged five plastic chairs on the stage where they’ll do their read-through and is sitting primly with her script
         open. She looks rather martyred. My mother finally manages to get them all sitting around in a circle and the read-through
         begins.
      

      
      This is the boring bit for me and Barney and I’m anxious to find out about this girl my father has mentioned.

      
      ‘So,’ I begin and raise my eyebrows hopefully. ‘How’s tricks for you?’

      
      ‘Fine. How is Holly?’

      
      ‘She’s good. Needs a story. One of the girls at her office has gone missing though so maybe she should write about that.’
      

      
      ‘Which one?’ Besides being part of a family of voracious gossips, Barney has visited Holly’s office a couple of times and
         let’s just say the girls started appearing through cracks in the woodwork so he has pretty much met them all.
      

      
      ‘Do you remember Emma? Daughter of the QC?’

      
      ‘Stuck up?’

      
      ‘That’s the one. She seems to have disappeared.’

      
      ‘Really? Blimey …’

      
      I frown to myself. How have I managed to be so neatly distracted? I don’t want to talk about Emma.

      
      ‘So,’ I say again. ‘Are you seeing anyone at the moment?’

      
      ‘Er, no. No one at all.’

      
      ‘Would you like to be seeing anyone at all?’ Subtle, Clemmie. Very subtle. He didn’t see that coming.

      
      He looks across at me and frowns. ‘Who have you been talking to?’

      
      ‘Do I have to be talking to someone to be interested in my brother?’ I give a forced little laugh and then cave in dramatically.
         ‘All right, it was Dad. I was talking to Dad. He said you liked someone.’ God, I’m not sure if I would ever hold out under
         torture. They would only have to politely ask me if I wanted tea or coffee and I’d spill my guts. ‘Who is it?’
      

      
      ‘I’m not telling you that!’

      
      ‘Why not?’

      
      He shifts position in his seat and looks uncomfortable. ‘Well, I’m not terribly sure she likes me.’

      
      I look at him in shock. I mean, I know that I’d heard this on the grapevine but it is still a surprise to hear it from the
         lips of my brother.
      

      
      ‘Doesn’t like you? Are you sure?’

      
      
      ‘Absolutely sure. She won’t even look at me like that.’

      
      ‘But why, Barney? Why?’

      
      ‘Bloody hell, Clemmie. I don’t know. I’ve never really had to think about it before.’ He looks at me in genuine bafflement.
         Far from being vain about his looks, Barney seems to accept them as though they are like a wonky set of teeth or something
         – they set him apart from everyone else but are otherwise completely meaningless.
      

      
      ‘Well, can’t you just simply move along? Put it down to experience? Your first one, admittedly.’

      
      ‘The problem is that I kind of like her. In fact, she’s probably the first one I’ve really liked.’

      
      Ah. I relax slightly in my chair. I do not have a similar track record to Barney in that I have had my fair share of knocks
         on the love front, but I am willing to share my hard-earned knowledge with my beloved brother. ‘That could be the problem,
         Barney,’ I say sagely. ‘When they know you’re keen, it tends to take the edge off slightly.’
      

      
      ‘But she doesn’t know.’

      
      ‘Oh.’

      
      ‘She won’t even give me the time of day, let alone let me confess undying love.’

      
      ‘Ah.’

      
      ‘I don’t really know what to do.’

      
      ‘Hmm.’ I’m not really being a lot of help.

      
      ‘Except …’

      
      ‘Except what?’

      
      ‘Well, I know she likes men who make their own way in the world. You know, like Sam. He has his own law firm, done really
         well for himself and he’s only twenty-seven.’ Yes, I can see his point. Barney and I must look like the anti-Sam. ‘I just
         wonder if she would look at me differently if I didn’t spend my life surfing and working in a café.’
      

      
      ‘But that’s you, Barney! You love your surfing and your way of life. No responsibilities, no worries, that’s always been you.’

      
      ‘I can’t stay that way for ever and just lately it feels … I don’t know, it feels like it hasn’t been enough. Like there could
         be more to life.’
      

      
      ‘What does Sam say?’

      
      ‘I haven’t told him. I haven’t told anyone. Dad saw me with this girl the other day and guessed.’

      
      ‘He’s pretty astute,’ I murmur. ‘So who is she?’

      
      ‘Oh no, Clem. I’m not telling you that. Mum will only have to ask you to pass the sugar and you’ll blurt it out. But promise
         you won’t mention any of this?’
      

      
      ‘If I haven’t got a name then I have nothing to tell, have I? Anyway, what are you going to do?’

      
      ‘Well, I’m not going to get on the nearest plane to Singapore.’ He looks across and smiles at me.

      
      ‘No, I know just I do that.’

      
      ‘I’m going to join the cricket team,’ he announces as though he has just found the solution to Third World poverty.

      
      ‘That’s your plan? Join the cricket team? Oh yes, Barney, that’s a punch and a half. That’s sure to bring her round.’

      
      ‘It’s a start. I want to become more … respectable. An upstanding member of the community. I’m going to think about a proper
         job too. Show her that I can make my way in the world.’
      

      
      ‘Come on, Barney! Are you sure you want to do all that? Is she really worth it?’

      
      ‘I think so. Will you help me?’

      
      ‘As opposed to Sam? You’re not going to tell him?’

      
      
      ‘It’s not really a boy thing, Clemmie.’

      
      ‘Can I tell Holly?’

      
      ‘Only if she’s going to be of some help. But no one else.’

      
      ‘I have to say I’m not really convinced it will work.’

      
      He sighs. ‘Well, there are some complications so I have a joker to play.’

      
      ‘Complications? What complications?’ I ask curiously.

      
      ‘I think you might find out by yourself, Clemmie.’

      
      I try to question him further but he won’t be drawn and then my mother shouts at us to shut up because Catherine says she
         can’t concentrate.
      

      
      God, let’s just hope it’s not her.

   



      
      
      Chapter 3

      
      The next morning, I walk down to breakfast to find my mother ensconced in the kitchen feeding Norman the seagull pilchards
         from a jar. Norman is a recent addition to our family and just another small example of what happens when my mother has more
         time than strictly necessary on her hands. She found Norman flailing about with a broken wing when she went to visit Barney
         at his café at Watergate Bay. She took him to the vet and since then he has become a house guest chez Colshannon and will
         be until his wing has completely mended. God knows when this will be because Norman certainly seems to have made himself at
         home and I can’t really see him embracing his freedom with any great enthusiasm when it comes around. I’m not so bothered
         but, you know, seagulls are whacking great things and he can give you some really nasty looks sometimes. My father and Morgan,
         however, are counting the days.
      

      
      ‘Can’t you feed him outside?’ I moan. The very smell of pilchards makes me feel sick, especially this early in the morning.

      
      ‘Darling, it’s a bit nippy out there for him.’

      
      ‘Well, it’s a bit whiffy in here for me.’

      
      
      ‘SORREL!’ exclaims my father as he comes into the kitchen carrying the morning paper. ‘If we must keep that god-forsaken bird
         at all then please feed him outside. I simply cannot face him watching me while I read the paper.’ My father thinks that seagulls
         are the very scourge of the planet. There’s certainly rather a lot of them in Cornwall.
      

      
      My mother takes Norman outside but the persistent smell of pilchards still lingers. I try not to think about it too much and
         manage to shovel some Frosties down my throat. I collect my bag and grab my waitress apron from the coat rack. My mother comes
         back in holding the empty jar just as I grab my keys and make my exit through the back door. I hear my father roar, ‘Those
         are my pilchards in Mediterranean olive oil from bloody Fortnums!’
      

      
      I smile to myself and make my way out to my car. My car is the only thing I have to show from my term of gainful employment.
         Apart from a fast ticket to nowhere on the career train. I’m not quite sure how something so wonderfully promising could have
         turned so sour so quickly. In fact things changed so dramatically that within a week I had bought my plane ticket and was
         packing my rucksack.
      

      
      You see, I had just come out of a one-sided relationship. Heavy on my side and feather-light on his. Well, I didn’t know it
         was feather-light at the time yet it turned out to be practically airborne. While I was planning our future, mentally picking
         out new duvet covers, he was treading water. I think he simply became more and more addicted to his increasingly glamorous
         lifestyle, for glamorous was what it had become, and when the crux came and he had to choose between me and his career, it
         was time for me to go. You see, Seth valued art for an insurance company and his specialty was the Renaissance period, so he flew all over Europe for the company.
      

      
      I met him when I was doing some work experience at the aforementioned art valuation and insurance house in Exeter just after
         leaving university. Seth was a graduate trainee and a couple of years older. It was my first day on the job and I was feeling
         incredibly gauche and awkward in my hand-me-down suit from Holly. My new shoes were pinching and I had nothing to put in my
         brand spanking new leather attaché case which had been a present from my parents.
      

      
      I was waiting in reception for someone to come and collect me. Seth marched in and it seemed as though the sun came out. I
         can still remember him now seeming so effortlessly at home, handing out friendly instructions to the receptionist, looking
         so urbane and comfortable in his smart suit. He immediately whisked me out on a job to value a painting in Plymouth as he
         thought I wouldn’t want to spend my first day learning names in the office. He was absolutely gorgeous and I was smitten.
         If I had looked for the signs then perhaps he would have seemed a wee bit arrogant and maybe slightly full of himself but
         I just saw him as incredibly worldly-wise and accomplished. His hair brushed back from his forehead, one arm casually resting
         on the steering wheel, the other on the gear stick. He was always obsessed with the ‘right’ things. The right watch, the right
         pen, the right clothes. The right girlfriend. Blonde, of course.
      

      
      Art valuation and insurance houses are a bit thin on the ground so when his firm offered me a position, I gladly accepted.
         Seth was on an eighteen-month placement in the London office but no matter. What was a mere few hundred miles where love was
         concerned? Besides, after the eighteen months was up, he would be back and we would be together. So with my new art history degree in one hand and my fresh-faced naivety in the other, I skipped into the offices of Wainwright and Wainwright
         ready to surprise the new love of my life with the wonderful news that we would actually be working together.
      

      
      Surprise him? He damn near had a coronary on the spot. The fact that he never wanted a single person at work to guess that
         we were seeing each other hadn’t really worried me at all. I just thought that not only was he being incredibly professional,
         he was being downright noble to protect me. He didn’t want to jeopardise my career at Wainwright and Wainwright because Mr
         Wainwright didn’t like any personal relationships between his staff. The fact that another employee and Marjorie from accounts
         had been seeing each other for four years completely passed me by but our weekends together were always wonderful and he met
         my family several times so I had no reason to feel insecure.
      

      
      Our eighteen months apart passed quickly. By then Seth had moved out of graduate status and was starting to value his paintings
         solo, and as such had to start travelling further and further afield. I was still training, but I loved my work, it was interesting
         and challenging by turns. I loved looking at new pieces of art and the occasional puzzle that came with the valuation.
      

      
      At the end of his eighteen-month placement, Seth decided to stay in London. He told me that the scope for work was wider and
         he would be given more exciting projects than in Exeter. He also said that we had managed to make it work thus far so surely
         we could carry on. Of course with the extra travelling and the networking dinners and parties he had to attend, we did see
         less of each other. More often than not, I would turn up on my parents’ step solo. If his absence was noted then no comments
         were made.
      

      
      
      And I started to think it a little strange that no one in the company knew about our relationship. I tentatively suggested
         to Seth that we should start letting people know but he convinced me that both our careers would suffer and I believed that
         he knew best.
      

      
      Then one day Seth called me and asked me to double-check a valuation by looking up the date of a painting in our library.
         The Exeter office had a far more extensive library than in London because space was at much less of a premium. So off I trotted,
         returning within half an hour with the information he wanted.
      

      
      A few weeks passed and I thought nothing of it until I was summoned to the office of Mr Wainwright himself. Such was the rarity
         of these decrees that it was with some trepidation that I went to his office on the top floor of our building. As I knocked
         and entered, I knew something was seriously up because not only was Mr Wainwright there but also his private secretary and
         Seth, refusing to make eye contact and just staring at the carpet.
      

      
      Apparently a mistake had been made in that valuation. My mistake. Seth had told them that I had given him the wrong information
         and as such he had misvalued the painting. I knew damn well what I had given him and unfortunately it wasn’t a quick biff
         in the mouth. The quote was for a longstanding client, it was an embarrassment and, as Mr Wainwright said, made us look as
         though we don’t know our arses from our elbows. Well, he didn’t quite put it like that but you get the gist. Of course, Seth
         was seriously berated for not double-checking my work as he was the senior member of staff and I was told that although I
         wouldn’t be losing my job, this would be marked against me.
      

      
      I’m afraid I saw red. Deep, crimson red. About the colour of Seth’s blood. I started to tell them how Seth had cocked up the valuation and they looked confused. I went on to inform
         them of his insect-like nature, where he could stuff our relationship and they looked wary. Seth told them I was obsessed
         with him, practically stalked him, and they looked scared. Eventually I tipped a cup of coffee into Seth’s lap and walked
         out.
      

      
      I don’t think matters were helped by the fact that Mr Wainwright had just had a new carpet fitted in his office and later
         that day I was dismissed and escorted from the office.
      

      
      For a while I was furious. I came home to my family and the rage really set in. I ranted on about court cases and suing them.
         I imagined my revenge on Seth and his well deserved comeuppance. But slowly, as I calmed down, I realised that not one person
         could verify my story. Nobody could verify that Seth had messed up the valuation and not one person at the office had known
         that Seth and I had been going out together. Seth had been there much longer than me and was much more senior and so naturally
         they believed him. And anyway, I really couldn’t go back to work there after what Seth had done to me. I simply couldn’t.
         He even had the nerve to call me, not to apologise but to try and gloss over the whole affair by saying that he thought it
         was better for me to have this marked against me rather than him have a blot on his copybook career. I shouldn’t have over-reacted
         so much but I’d get another job and couldn’t we let bygones be bygones?
      

      
      No, we bloody couldn’t.

      
      But after a few days the grief really took hold. I couldn’t quite believe this man I thought I knew, slept with on a regular
         basis, shared countless things with, even thought I might marry one day, was not the man I thought he was at all. At what point in our relationship had he changed so much? And why hadn’t I seen it? It was all just too big for me to handle.
         So I did the only thing a young woman in my position could do. I ran away.
      

      
      Of course, I didn’t call it that at the time. Getting away, I think I said it was. Time to think, to reflect on my next move.
         I had a marvellous fantasy of how Seth, desperate to track me down, would come to my parents’ house, beg and plead to see
         me, only to be told that I had gone abroad and couldn’t be got hold of. It was such a brilliant idea that one week later I
         found myself on a plane to Singapore. Of course, for the next few weeks when I realised Seth wasn’t coming anywhere near me,
         I wept down the phone to my mother from far-flung places, but eventually I started to be able to reconcile myself to the facts.
         Thankfully the anger seems to have worked its way out and now I am left with simple resignation at my fate. That’s not to
         say I wouldn’t take a swing at Seth if I had the misfortune to come across him but I have generally gotten over the fact that
         I am going to have to start over from scratch as far as my career is concerned. Anyway, I worked for a while in Australia,
         celebrated two birthdays in Thailand and Hawaii respectively and then, after having been away for just over thirteen months,
         returned home a few weeks ago with a severely depressed Visa card in need of hospitalisation. Hence my hasty job at Mr Trevesky’s
         café in Tintagel.
      

      
      I pootle off down the country lanes to Tintagel. Although there is a distinct chill in the air, the sky is a clear blue so
         I wind down my window and breathe in the smell of the damp hedgerows. Dinky little signposts mark the routes to various villages:
         Trebarwith, Polzeath, Pendogget. ‘By Tre, Pol and Pen, you will know the Cornish men.’ The little rhyme repeats itself in
         my head as I get tantalising glimpses of the sea through the farmers’ gateways. The pace of life is so much slower down here in Cornwall, which is probably a good thing as most of
         the time you’re sitting behind a tractor while the farmer decides to chat to the cows for half an hour.
      

      
      As I am sitting behind one of the aforementioned tractors, I start to think that I really ought to start to consider what
         I am going to do next. Although waitressing at the café is an extremely worthy vocation, it’s definitely not something I want
         to do for the rest of my life. I’ve already been through one pair of flip-flops for one thing. And as much as I love my family,
         I really would like a place of my own, free from pilchard-eating seagulls and suchlike. The vague thought of another man some
         time in the future has also flitted through the inner recesses of my mind, but only flitted. I have been left with a deep
         distrust of men, but worse than that I have been left with an even deeper distrust of my own judgement.
      

      
      One look at my watch tells me that Mr Trevesky probably hasn’t got to grips with the whole slower pace of life theory yet
         and so I overtake the tractor by accelerating to G-force on a small inlet and arrive in Tintagel in about ten minutes. As
         it’s still relatively early, the small town hasn’t quite woken up yet and I park easily in one of the hill-top car parks,
         normally so overcrowded that you can’t move. I spend a couple of seconds gazing at King Arthur’s castle, thinking, as always,
         how marvellously romantic it looks, quickly followed by how unsatisfactory their lavatorial arrangements must have been. I
         sigh to myself, grab my bag off the back seat and then make my way down towards the café.
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