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For Rita May, my beautiful mum,
 whose young and vibrant spirit lives on in my heart
 and breathes through my writing









‘I would rather die of passion than of boredom.’


Vincent van Gogh
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Chapter 1


‘To be honest, I’d rather celebrate with a mariachi band and burgers down the front at Frank’s Café.’


‘What – you’d prefer that over a marquee in my beautiful grounds with caterers and a four-piece string quartet? Glanna, really?’ Penelope Pascoe tapped her freshly manicured nails on the handset.


‘Yes, really, Mum.’


‘Well, you’re only 40 once, dear, that’s all I’m saying, and the Penhaligons at Crowsbridge Hall are expecting to attend a big event.’


‘Good to know that your posh neighbours are on the guest list for my party. Thanks for that.’ Glanna Pascoe blew out an exaggerated breath then, checking herself in her hall mirror, ran her hands through her expensively highlighted blonde crop and wiped a smudge of mascara from her eyelid.


Penelope Pascoe tutted down the line. Then she said wistfully, ‘It would be lovely to have you back home for your birthday. Plus, if the predicted Indian summer bestows itself upon us, the pool should still be warm too.’


Glanna didn’t allow the familiar manipulation to get to her. ‘My home is here in Hartmouth, not at Riversway with you, Mum.’ She glanced at her watch. ‘I’ve got to go; I’m meeting someone at six.’


‘Ooh, a date?’ Penny asked excitedly. ‘I always hoped that when you hit the big four zero, you’d grow up, find love, have a family and live happily ever after.’


‘Bingo! All your dreams coming true, just like that.’ Glanna couldn’t help but smile through her sarcasm. ‘I can see it now. Middle-class utopia.’ She became staccato in her delivery. ‘Two children – a boy and a girl, of course – Mindless Chef deliveries four times a week, and a couple pretending that monogamy is what they both want and should abide to.’


Her mother sniffed. ‘You’re a stroppy madam today, aren’t you?’


‘You’ve wound me up, that’s why. Anyway, I don’t think even you can class my very married therapist as a date.’ Glanna pushed her chunky brown tortoiseshell glasses back on to the bridge of her prominent nose. ‘And how many times do I have to tell you that I’m happy as I am?’


‘Well, I’ll bet that shrink of yours will tell you the same as me. Nobody can be happy single, darling. We all need somebody.’


‘Says the woman who’s exhausted every dating app in Cornwall.’


‘Exactly! I’m not denying that I’m sick of rattling around this mansion with a sex drive that’s off the scale for a woman of my age.’


Glanna grimaced. ‘Anyway, I have Banksy. Far less trouble than any partner.’ The sleeping black whippet let out a little snore from his kitchen-based basket as if acknowledging his important role.


‘You’ll be a sad, lonely old spinster at this rate,’ Penelope Pascoe muttered, then more loudly: ‘Not everyone will hurt you like Oliver did, you know.’


‘Mother! Enough! I’ve got to go.’


‘I was thinking maybe you could pop over to Riversway for dinner this Saturday, if you fancy it?’ the indomitable woman continued.


‘I can’t, sorry. I’m taking photos at Kara Moon’s wedding.’


‘Oh. That’s the ferryman’s daughter, isn’t it? I do hope they’re paying you enough.’ The woman didn’t stop to take a breath or to give time for Glanna to admit that she was doing it in exchange for two months’ worth of fresh flower displays for the reception desk of the Hartmouth Gallery, her much-loved business where she exhibited and sold not only the works of some well-known local artists but also various pieces of her own.


‘And, darling,’ Penelope went on, ‘if you hear from your father, I want to talk to him. He hasn’t been in touch for over a week and that’s so not like him.’


‘OK. I’ll tell him. Goodb—’ Desperate to finish the call, Glanna began fidgeting.


But Penelope Pascoe always had to have the last word. ‘Think about a nice grown-up party please, darling, for all our sakes,’ she trilled, and hung up.












Chapter 2


‘It annoys me that you never start the conversation.’


After she’d got that off her chest, Glanna wrinkled her nose at the soft-bellied bald man opposite her and wondered if it was a prerequisite to being a counsellor that you had to have kind eyes and an expressionless face. She also wondered if Myles Armstrong put a hint of mascara on his lashes – surely no one could flaunt such beauties without make-up.


‘You know that’s not the drill,’ Myles said, suppressing a smile.


Glanna reached down to stroke Banksy who, having managed to stealthily poke his long snout into her handbag and finish all his treats, was now lying innocently next to her feet, eyes closed, his jewel-encrusted collar sparkling.


‘Mum’s pissing me off again. She’s such a bloody snob.’


Saying nothing, Myles flicked a piece of fluff from his jeans and cocked his head to the side in anticipation of his feisty client’s next comment.


He had liked Glanna Pascoe the minute he had met her, just under a year ago. On their first meeting, the tall willowy woman, dressed like she’d walked straight off the Green Fields at Glastonbury, had breezed in and, without requesting whether it was OK for the black whippet trotting at her heels to stay with her, sat down and announced drolly, ‘Hi. My name’s Glanna, which my mother tells me means “pure” in Cornish.’ The corners of her mouth had then fleetingly upturned, and she had given him the cool look he had by now become accustomed to from her huge, doe-like brown eyes.


It had taken Glanna a while to trust the 40 something professional. However, in time, the mild-mannered therapist had succeeded in gently coaxing out the information he required to start working with his new client.


Where mental health was concerned, everybody was different, but due to Glanna’s brief stint in rehab and ongoing support, Myles Armstrong could tell that she had already put a lot of work into herself and was well on the way to being sorted. The truth was, she was his favourite kind of client. Troubled but intelligent. She challenged him in a good way. In fact, she reminded him of a thoroughbred racehorse, sleek and beautiful but with the ability to turn and buck him off at any second.


He was pleased with her progress and hoped that the time she had spent in therapy with him had brought her close to the stage where she would be able to form healthy relationships and make the decisions that were right for her. Plus, of course, keeping herself sober along the way.
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It had been an exciting but also toxic journey that had led Glanna to be sitting here mending her mind at the age of 39 and three-quarters.


Cornish born and bred, as soon as she’d left school after her A levels, her life had consisted of travelling to far-flung places with her friend Carmel from Crowsbridge. Like Glanna, Carmel too had been bankrolled by her family, until she met and married the Earl of Newham after getting pregnant by him during his yacht party in Ibiza. She subsequently went off to live in her new husband’s huge pile in Dorset, popped out two more kids and was regularly seen in four-page features in Country Lives magazine and the like.


Throughout her twenties, when not travelling, Glanna intermittently returned to the family home, Riversway, nestled along the banks of the River Hart and across the estuary from Hartmouth, where her gallery business was located. At Riversway, she would spend her time sketching in the wooden art studio right at the edge of the water that her dear dad had built specially for her. For pocket money she’d do the occasional shift at the cafe in the grounds of Crowsbridge Hall, the local Cornwall Trust property.


It was only after her mother’s constant nagging for Glanna to do something constructive with her life that, at the age of 25, she had headed to London where she became a mature student and obtained a first-class degree in Fine Art at University College in Bloomsbury. Aided financially by Penelope Pascoe, of course.


But even with a distinct proof of education under her belt, Glanna had chosen to remain in the city and continue to live a student lifestyle, but without any of the former self-discipline that had got her the excellent degree. Let loose from the constraints of university, vodka binges, drug-taking, and a constant flow of partners of both sexes became her norm. This, combined with her irascible, unreliable personality had caused her to neglect her artistic talent and instead get hired, then fired from various jobs, including working in an exclusive boutique and as a receptionist of a casting agency.


Back in Cornwall Penelope Pascoe, who was busy focusing on her role as society hostess at Riversway, would blindly fund her troubled offspring’s chaotic life, ignoring the danger that Glanna was in and prolonging the situation by bailing her out every time. Thus, through the first three years of her thirties, still supported purely by the ugly currency of money instead of love, Glanna Pascoe’s cycle of addiction and indulgence began to spiral out of control.


Now, in Myles’s pleasant treatment room, Glanna glanced through the open double doors to view the estuary twinkling below. It was a hot June day and its still waters reflected the deep blue of the cloud-free sky. She could just make out the yellow and red outline of the Happy Hart ferry landing across the quay at Crowsbridge. A few boats were making their leisurely way out of the harbour towards the ocean. This serene scenario was, Glanna knew, the relative calm before the storm. For once the kids broke up from school near the end of July, and the ‘haves and have yachts’ descended on Hartmouth, it would turn into a bustling hive of activity for young and old alike. Great for her gallery, not so great for getting around the town or finding a seat in one of her favourite eateries.


‘Glanna, are you with us today?’


‘Sorry, Myles. It’s just that now I’m coming up to 40, it’s making me think about my life.’


‘Go on.’


‘Mostly, where have my thirties gone?’ She looked to the outside again and sighed. ‘I’ve wasted so much time.’


‘Time is never wasted if you’ve learned from it. We are all a work in progress, Glanna, whatever age.’


The woman in front of him smiled weakly. ‘I keep thinking of my years at university, with everything that came after that, then meeting and living with Oliver before coming back here on my own … In the autumn, it will be two years that I’ve lived in Hartmouth and run my own business. The time’s just flown by in a haze.’ She reached down to stroke the whippet and made a funny little noise. Myles heard her gulp. ‘And Mum’s getting on my nerves too. Going on again about me settling down.’ Glanna’s voice turned into a whine. ‘What if I don’t want to settle down? What if I am happy being single and childless?’


‘Well, are you happy?’


There was a lengthy pause. ‘Yes! Yes, I am.’


‘You took your time there, Ms Pascoe.’


‘Don’t go all therapist on me, please, Myles.’ The sage man remained silent. ‘Anyway, I don’t want to talk about it now.’


‘That’s fine.’ Myles waited.


‘Oliver encouraged me to freeze those eggs,’ Glanna went on in a rush. ‘I wish he hadn’t, it makes me feel guilty.’


‘“Those eggs”?’


‘OK, OK. My eggs.’


Myles nodded slowly. ‘But guilty, for what? For whom?’ This was only the second time she had mentioned this, and his trained ears homed in attentively.


‘It’s like there’s little pieces of me sat in a fridge somewhere waiting for something to happen, which isn’t going to happen, and I don’t like that. I’m angry. Angry that I’ve started something that’s not going to be finished. Angry that Oliver managed to persuade me so readily.’


‘And the feelings of guilt?’ Myles pushed.


‘Oh, I don’t know,’ Glanna said impatiently. ‘For what could have been, I guess. And for today’s society making women feel guilty for not wanting to be breeders. As though if we dare to not follow the sacred path to fertility, we should be banished to a life of living with twenty cats and have the word “odd” tattooed on our foreheads.’


‘No one can make you feel anything, Glanna. You do that all by yourself.’


‘Yeah, right, but when someone fires off the loaded question, “So, do you have children?” I just want to reply, “No, I bloody don’t. I like my freedom. I like my peace and quiet. I like to have money. I DO NOT WANT children.” Instead, I smile sweetly and just say, “No, not yet.”’ She scratched her head manically. ‘It’s not that I don’t like kids. I just don’t want to have the responsibility of having my own, I guess. Oh, I don’t know.’


She started to fiddle with Banksy’s lead, causing the sleepy whippet to let out an agitated sigh. ‘I really did love Oliver, you know.’ Her voice cracked. ‘I get it, that he wanted a family. And who was I to stand in the way of his dream?’


‘Tough stuff.’ Myles nodded.


‘What – to realise that me on my own wasn’t enough for him, you mean?’ Glanna checked her watch and stood up abruptly, causing Banksy to give a little whimper of dismay for being so rudely awoken. ‘I need to go.’


‘You’ve only been here twenty minutes.’ Myles noticed the rare glisten of tears catch the light from behind his client’s glasses.


‘I’ll pay you for the hour.’


‘I didn’t say it because of that.’ His voice was kind. ‘It’s your session to do what you want with, but I’ve got a free slot next Wednesday at seven if you did want to come back and finish this one off.’


With an agitated bark from Banksy at the unexpected jerk on his glitzy collar, Glanna rushed for the door and without turning around, said, ‘I’ll let you know.’












Chapter 3


‘Get your summer strawberries, ripe and juicy, just the way I like ’em, two quid a punnet, three quid for two,’ Charlie Dillon bawled, his family’s fruit and veg stall already in full market-day swing as Glanna walked down the hill from Monique’s Café with one of her favourite takeaway coffees in hand.


A heavily pregnant Kara put down the bunches of sunflowers that she had just carried out from inside her shop then, on seeing Glanna, she beckoned her over to her bloom-filled market stall.


‘Hey, Glanna. How’s it going?’


‘Good, good, thanks. Just grabbed one of Monique’s Morning Macchiatos. They’re potent enough to perk a sloth up, I reckon.’


‘Tell me about it. God knows what Enrico and Breda put in them. My Billy has one and tells me he could ditch his tug and just push the ferry right across to the other side of the estuary all on his own.’


‘I see how you got in that state now,’ Glanna said directly, causing the pregnant woman to laugh loudly and her full breasts to shake to the happy beat.


‘He’s on a complete sex ban at the moment.’ Kara pointed to her stomach. ‘Last thing I want to happen is for these two little bundles to be prodded out before the wedding – not that I feel in the mood anyway.’


‘Twins? I didn’t realise.’


‘Yes, we thought it might skip a generation but alas, we have been blessed with double trouble. At least I shall only have to do this once, hopefully.’


‘The wedding or the babies?’ Glanna joked, taking a tiny sip of her scalding coffee.


Kara laughed and moved her hand to her ample hip. ‘Saying that, if Billy has his way, Penrigan United won’t have to advertise for any future players.’


‘Anyway,’ Glanna brusquely changed the subject, ‘what time do you want me at the reception tomorrow? And still the same brief as our first chat?’


‘Around six, if that’s OK. And please, no formal photos. I hate them. So just some casual shots inside and outside of Frank’s Café with the estuary behind us. I’d quite like some black and white ones too. If there’s just a couple of good ones for me to put up in the flat and a handful for my lot and Billy’s family to choose from, I’ll be happy.’


‘Sure, whatever you like.’ Glanna glanced at the sun. ‘Looks like it’s going to be a scorcher tomorrow, so that’s a bonus.’


Kara grimaced. ‘For whom? I’ll be wearing a kaftan, not the planned dress at this rate. Oh, and just shots of me from the boobs up if you can manage that.’


Glanna laughed, then said, ‘You look stunning, Kara, or maybe I should say “glowing”. That’s the right adjective to use for a pregnant woman, isn’t it?’


‘Growling, more like. I’m so bloody tetchy and knackered. We’ll be home and tucked up before this fat lady sings if I have my way.’


‘Best make sure your Billy doesn’t have one of these coffees first, then.’ Glanna put her takeaway cup on Kara’s stall and picked up a long-stemmed red rose from one of the metal buckets on the ground. She pressed it to her nose and inhaled its sweet scent. ‘Can I just ask why you didn’t wait to do it until after the birth?’


‘Why did I want to be a big fat teetotal bride, you mean?’ Kara grinned.


‘Well, since you’ve put it like that …’ Glanna smiled back at her.


‘My Billy’s got a bit of an old-fashioned streak, wanted the two bubba Dillons to arrive in wedlock, and we’ll just about manage it with a month to go. God knows why we didn’t get hitched in the spring. The next thing is to try and agree on suitable names to go with the surname. I’m just thankful that we already have a Bob the Dog in the family, as even though it’s not spelled the same, I know how my fiancé’s sense of humour works.’


‘Bob Dillon – ha ha! How about Doris and Dennis?’ interjected the blonde and ethereal Star Murray as she walked around the front of her jewellery stall to tidy a display of necklaces and stood next to her best friend Kara. ‘I can see the pair of them running around now. Two little gingers with big personalities.’


As she spoke, the black-haired baby with podgy bare legs hanging down from the blue and white striped papoose she was effortlessly wearing let out a blast of bubbly wind. ‘Matthew Murray, have you no manners in front of the ladies?’


‘Bless him.’ Kara reached out and gently stroked his downy hair with one finger. ‘Doris and Dennis, what’s your mummy on about, eh?’ She turned back to Star. ‘And how do you know it’s not going to be two girls or two boys, Madam Murray? Or that they might not be gingers like me but have their daddy’s dark hair and colouring?’


‘Sorry to interrupt you lovely ladies,’ Glanna broke in, ‘but this macchiato is calling and I’d better open up. I’m already late on parade this morning.’ She went to put the red rose she was still holding back in the bucket.


‘Keep it,’ Kara told her. ‘See you tomorrow. I’m having a few days off after the wedding, but I’ll be sure to sort your first flower display for the week after.’


‘That’s kind.’ Glanna looked at her rose. ‘I haven’t been given one of these in a while, and there’s no rush for my flowers – although saying that, I do have my new show called Seascapes in All Seasons running from the end of next week so it would be nice to put on a bit of a display.’ She had pinned up posters all around the small town of Hartmouth, and in the surrounding area, as well as advertising the show on her website. Bidding both young women goodbye, she headed off to open her shop.


Kara watched her go. ‘Oh, to be so tall and willowy.’


‘She always looks a bit sad to me,’ Star said thoughtfully, then screwed up her face. ‘Poo! I’d better get inside and change this one’s nappy!’












Chapter 4


‘Oh, so you’re wide awake now, are you, mister?’


Glanna Pascoe stroked Banksy’s soft ears as he blinked at her from the cosy dog basket under the reception desk-cum-counter of the Hartmouth Gallery. The contented canine brushed his cold nose against her hand, then yawned widely and stretched.


It was almost a year to the day when she had noticed his sweet little pointed face looking longingly at her from behind the bars of his Westmorland Whippet Trust cage. And it had taken her a mere three seconds to decide not only to rehome him, but to rename him Banksy too. After an inspection from the charitable trust, her home above the gallery at Flat 4, Ferry Lane, Hartmouth found itself with a new, sleek and handsome four-legged inhabitant. Albeit a little shy and sometimes sly where food was concerned, Banksy was a perfect companion for the recently single Glanna. He was also a blessing with regards to her physical and mental health as boy, could he run when she took him out for his regular walks up on Penrigan Moor.


‘Alexa, play “Changes” by David Bowie on repeat,’ Glanna ordered then, draining her coffee, she glided through to the kitchenette and cast the takeaway cup into the recycling bin. The stable-style back door led on to a small concrete yard with an outbuilding in which she stored her overflow of stock and her beloved electric-blue electric bike. Standing there, with Banksy at her side, she closed her eyes and sucked in a breath of fresh summer air, the seagulls’ cries echoing above her.


Oh, how different her life was now, Glanna thought, from the one she had led in London. But that was the old Glanna, and now that the new Glanna was at last beginning to emerge and find her feet, she discovered that she actually quite liked her.


Single, with just Banksy at home for company, she could see things much more clearly these days. Could see how she’d taken a life of privilege for granted – the travelling, the freedom, her studies – all paid for without any effort on her part. She had never had to worry about money. Had never experienced hardship and poverty. Instead, she had partied the years away. She couldn’t deny that the drinking, drug-taking and sexual encounters had been a whole lot of fun, most of the time. She’d enjoyed men, and even the odd woman too would light her fire, usually when she was high on cocaine and when even her inhibitions had lost their inhibitions. It wasn’t unknown for her to wake up with two other bodies in the bed after a night of debauchery.


But before long, the drink was taking away far more than it was giving her. The hangovers and fallouts with her companions began to eclipse the good times. Her once alabaster-clear skin became blotchy, her face puffy. Her mind wasn’t focused. Despite looking in the mirror and flinching at the sight, she didn’t stop. With every high came a low and the lows were getting ever lower and more frequent.


It is said that everyone must hit their rock bottom in order to start climbing back up to the top. In Glanna Pascoe’s case, her rock bottom came when she drove straight into the back of a parked Range Rover in the heart of Chelsea, regaining consciousness to find the emergency services cutting her out of her Alfa Romeo Spider. The doctors said the fact that she had been twice over the alcohol limit had, in fact, saved her from more serious injury, since her body was not tensed up. The physical damage consisted of two badly bruised ankles and a deep cut above her eye, where a scar remained to this day. The mental damage was much deeper. She had not driven a car since.


Standing in court, as the magistrate dished out a two-year driving ban and forty hours’ community service, Glanna could still remember the sight of her mother, huge sunglasses covering all emotion, and her father with his hand on his heart trying to convey his feelings of love for her. It was only thanks to her solicitor telling the court that his client wholly regretted her actions and had already spent twenty-eight days in a dedicated addiction facility that she managed to escape a custodial sentence.


Glanna was more fazed by the community service bit than the ban. Scrubbing giant graffiti off the sides of buildings and off underpasses was sacrilege to her as she knew that the street artists who had created them would have put their heart and soul into the illegal but colourful masterpieces.


She had also had to accept the brutal realisation that once she was no longer the resident party girl and cocaine cash cow, the hangers-on had long since disappeared. Not one of her so-called ‘friends’ had remained to pick up the shards of her broken body or mind. And that hurt. It hurt a lot.


‘Ch-ch-changes …’ Glanna began to sing along to the iconic Bowie track that had got her through many a dark day of alcohol cravings. Where she would repeat over and over again her coping mantra: ‘S.H.O.W. – Sickness, Hangover, Obesity, Waste’, until the urge for a drink had gone off and she could breathe again.


Going back inside from the yard, Banksy trotting behind her, she took a duster from the cupboard under the sink, then went through to the gallery and started flicking it randomly around. Glanna found no satisfaction in either tidying or cleaning – probably because she’d never had to do it. Oliver, for some reason, loved both – and in fashionable Clapham, south-west London, it was he who had kept their flat in order. Back in Hartmouth, Glanna regularly thought about getting a cleaner, but her mother’s helpers had always been so chatty and nosy, and she really couldn’t do with having to make endless chitter-chatter or deal with somebody snooping around her private affairs. When she moved into her Ferry Lane apartment, she had resigned herself to being her own Mrs Mop.
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The Hartmouth Gallery was very much Glanna’s sanctuary. Painted bright white, the unit had a huge, curved front window in which one big, dramatic oil painting was usually displayed as a feature, with smaller oils or ceramic pieces surrounding it, often with a scattering of beach stones, flowers or other objects to create a mood and a setting to catch the eye. Inside, she had made the best of the available space. The walls of the gallery were hung with framed watercolours, acrylics and oils of varying sizes and prices – some still life pencil drawings and a variety of seascapes and portraits. Small sculptures were dotted around on shelves or on separate white plinths. Local well-known artists regularly supplied the gallery, especially with the Cornish landscapes and seascapes which were a big hit with the tourists. A stylish touch was provided in the body of the shop by the smart black easels, each holding a white-framed limited edition print.


The back of the shop, behind the gleaming new counter where Banksy sat and protected his mistress, led through to a hallway and a discreet kitchenette and toilet by the door to the yard. A steep flight of stairs had a chain across with a sign marked Private. It was up those stairs that Glanna and Banksy lived, and where Glanna had her own separate art studio, filled with light.


When her mother had surprised her with the keys to the shop and flat soon after her return to Hartmouth, Glanna had immediately wanted to rename the gallery ‘Art & Soul’. However, on finding out that the previous owner, who was giving up the lease to retire, had created such a good business and reputation, and on the advice of the family solicitor, Glanna had kept the name as it was. And thus, a sober and somewhat green-to-business Glanna Constance Pascoe found herself the proud owner – well, more proud lessee than owner – of the Hartmouth Gallery.


It had been a shaky start, but with her passion for art, determination to show her parents – and herself – that she could do this, she had managed to turn over a small profit in the first year. This was achieved with the help of the gallery’s loyal customers, a friendly accountant and the behind-the-scenes practical assistance and advice from her dad. As her confidence grew, so did the sales, which were now beginning to improve month on month.


The art part rather than the business side of things was where Glanna’s strengths lay, so instead of mainly buying in catalogue artwork as the previous owner had done, she went all out to support and encourage local artists and beyond. The slight, tattooed and pierced Sadie Peach was one of her best discoveries. A second-year art student at Penrigan University, Sadie particularly loved painting the Happy Hart, the Hartmouth ferry, at sunrise and sunset and during all seasons. These pictures were enormously popular with locals and tourists alike. In fact, Kara’s father Joe Moon had had one especially commissioned for Kara and Billy’s wedding present. He had asked Sadie to paint in his late father Harry Moon, himself and his new son-in-law Billy Dillon – who was now the captain of the Happy Hart – in order to show the generations of the family who had worked the ferry. The painting also featured a pregnant Kara waving them off from the ferry quay. His other daughter Jen, along with Joe’s beloved fiancée Pearl, could be seen as tiny figures over the other side of the water, on Crowsbridge quay.


In the gallery, each artist would be offered an area for themselves, and it was agreed that Glanna would take 35 per cent from any sales. The deal was that if, after a month, they didn’t sell anything, she wouldn’t charge a penny when they did finally get a sale. However, not wanting any of her artists’ confidence to be weakened, Glanna would sometimes buy one of their works secretly, and then either resell it or increase her own personal hallway gallery in the flat above.


If there were any gaps in the displays, Glanna would frame and bring downstairs to the gallery more of her own artwork – often scenes with a rainbow as the central theme. Oh, how she loved to paint! The escapism of it – the feeling of freedom and peace when it all came together, when she could stand back and marvel at her work, finding it hard to believe she had created it with her own fair hand and imagination.


Glanna had found rainbows magical from when she was just five years old. Whenever one appeared, her dad would look across the estuary from Riversway and tell her that, ‘Rainbows end in Ferry Lane Market, dear Glanna.’ And that if she was a good girl and went to sleep straight away every night, the fairies who lived at the end of the rainbow would one day lead her to her very own pot of gold, which would not be money, but happiness.


Even back then, she had taken great joy in painting rainbows at school and at home, so much so that her dad was the first one to affectionately label her ‘the Rainbow Painter’. So, when tourists had started coming into the Hartmouth Gallery specially to ask if ‘the Rainbow Painter’ had produced any new work, for Glanna it had brought up feelings of both nostalgia and pride. OK, they weren’t asking for her by name, but she preferred it that way. Fame and fortune were not her endgame. Giving pleasure to people who appreciated her art, that was what she was after.


Glanna had once drunkenly compared her relationships to rainbows, saying some had been wonderful for a time, but most were few and far between and often very short-lived. It was so sweet that her dad and Oliver, wherever they or she might be, would text her a photo if they saw a rainbow and she would always insanely run outside, just in case by some miracle she could see it too. Weirdly, that had been one of the hardest things to bear. Missing her rainbow texts from Oliver.


When a rainbow did appear, in order to capture it in all its glory, her first act was to take a photo in case it vanished at once. A photo would never do it full justice so then, with her micro portable palette in hand to record the colours perfectly, she would mark them on her pad, along with a rough sketch of how she wished to interpret the scene before her.


An adept photographer too, she was happy to have her camera out again for Kara and Billy’s wedding. Sunsets and sunrises over Hartmouth estuary were renowned for being beautiful, so she painted studies of both, in watercolours generally. She needed as much stock as possible, as the main bulk of the tourists were soon due to descend on Hartmouth, and holiday homeowners might be looking to upgrade their cottages with some new artwork or find something they liked to take back to their main residence. Her online business, which provided art for hotels, had also started to take off and these kind of mood-evoking paintings were very much sought after to grace the corridor walls or as bedroom art.


It was a juggling act to keep the gallery looking minimal but also make sure it had enough stock and income to pay the rent and bills. Especially on her insistence that she pay back every single penny that her mother had put into setting up the Hartmouth Gallery. Glanna didn’t want any more handouts as the business developed. It would have to pay its own way. It felt good to earn her own money. It felt good to be excited about the future of her very own venture. And even though the entire burden of running every part of the business fell on her, since right now there was no money for a full-time assistant, Glanna was content.


The coveted window space was shortly to be given over to the talented and exuberant ceramicist Sally Jefferson. To fit with Glanna’s Seascapes in All Seasons show, Sally was going to drive down from her shop in Truro with a collection of her beach-inspired, hand-painted jugs and plates. To go with them, Glanna had already sourced some heavy pink and cream conch shells, plus a couple of trendy lobster-trap lamps to make the window display look gorgeous and tempt the crowds of summer visitors. A Private View had been arranged to open the exhibition, featuring an evening talk by Sally and a Q&A session, with a seat reserved for the reporter from the local paper, the Hartmouth Echo. Locals and holidaymakers alike seemed to love these events, when Glanna would provide a free glass of Prosecco to get bums on seats and a special discount to get hands in pockets. Sally’s pieces were collectable and quite expensive, meaning that the gallery would get a decent commission.


Since setting up her business, Glanna had realised that it wasn’t actors or musicians or film-makers who excited her. And it wasn’t even writers, although she did love it when she found the time to bury herself in a good novel. No, it was quite simply other artists – they were on her wavelength and they really brought her alive.


And while Sally Jefferson was someone she greatly admired, there was another, very special, Cornish artist for whom Glanna would have given up a good deal more than her window and wall space …












Chapter 5


Saturday evening at Frank’s Café and the Dillon–Moon wedding was in full flow. While Glanna was checking the light for her next batch of shots, Billy shimmied towards her relaying tunelessly that he really did have the ‘Moves Like Jagger’. Looking handsome in his smart beige linen wedding suit, he stopped singing for a moment to ask: ‘How are you getting on? I can chivvy people about if you need to get some more posed shots.’


‘No, I’m doing fine, thanks,’ Glanna told him, knowing that the new Mrs Dillon would hate that. Thank God this was a one-off. A wedding photographer she most definitely was not.


‘Doesn’t my girl look a picture!’ Joe Moon exclaimed in passing, while being dragged on to the makeshift dance area by Pearl who, on hearing the music switch, was itching to show off her moves to Elvis and his ‘Blue Suede Shoes’.


Glanna’s only other wedding photography stint had been in London a few years back when everyone, including the bride’s mother, had been absolutely smashed. It was then, after having the same conversation ten times over with ten different guests and continually having to wipe spit off her face, that Glanna had realised that being a non-drinker wasn’t such a bad thing, after all.


Thankfully, this celebration didn’t have quite the same level of debauchery.


Memories. Funny how they suddenly caught up with you when you least expected them to. Seeing Kara looking so beautiful in her specially designed wedding dress and silk veil, hand-embroidered with summer flowers, brought thoughts of a different kind to the forefront of Glanna’s mind. Namely, of Oliver Trueman and of the day she had first met him.
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Dear, kind, patient and loving Oliver Trueman: a handsome, six-foot-two, ebony-skinned man with a close-cropped buzz cut and a smile so wide even the Mona Lisa would have had to change her superior smirk to a proper full-on grin upon meeting him.


Glanna thought back to when she had first bumped into Oliver in the corridor of the rehab facility called Brightside House, which was to be her home for the next twenty-eight days.


She had joked with him, thinking he was another guest there and asking if he was Idris Elba using a pseudonym so as not to be recognised when he came out of this god-forsaken place of resurrection and reconstruction. He had beamed at her and replied casually, ‘I wonder which one of us would be the happiest if that was true?’ He then bade her farewell as she walked back into what she was to learn was the Activity Room. The very same room where later that evening she had found Oliver setting up the workstations and easels in his professional capacity as a freelance art teacher working for the rehabilitation centre. And the very same room where she found herself spending countless hours, to escape both herself and the outside world.


Their relationship had been a slow burner. An ex-addict himself, the gentle man didn’t want to blur work boundaries. He had also wanted to make sure that she wasn’t rushing into something she would regret. That she was happy in herself and ready to commit to one person. After both managing to keep the physical side at bay for almost six months, they were at his flat in Clapham scoffing a take-out pizza and garlic bread, when she caught herself staring into his melting brown eyes and felt not only trust but a deep love for him. He almost cried when she said that she was ready for the next step. The love they made that night on Oliver’s huge comfy corner sofa would forever be etched in her mind.


Oliver’s past allowed him to understand Glanna, warts and all. Picking her up, holding her, loving her. With honesty and communication always at the forefront of his mind, he had openly expressed his desire for a family. Being 41 and seven years Glanna’s senior he was ready to get married and do the whole kids thing. She had sneakily stayed on the pill and pretended anguish at not conceiving for three years, while Oliver took tests to show that his sperm count was normal. But then crunch time came. Oliver had taken her on holiday to a beautiful retreat where, on a mountain walk overlooking the Caribbean Sea, he had announced that he loved her dearly, time was passing, and he wanted her to be his wife and the mother of his children. It was now or never: she was nearly 37, he was 43. He had gently asked how she felt about freezing her eggs. He suggested that they could maybe try to get pregnant naturally for a further six months and then if that didn’t work, as a last resort, they could consider IVF.


Reluctantly, Glanna had agreed to this invasive process. It took the pressure off until crunch time came again. And when it did, instead of communicating honestly and like an adult with him, she had monumentally fallen off the wagon in a Soho wine bar and slept with an ugly barman fifteen years her junior.


She had woken at 5 a.m. at the bloke’s messy shared digs, been sick as a dog then, feeling like death on a stick, had hastily summoned an Uber.


Oliver, who had not slept a wink, had jumped up from the sofa as her key hit the lock. She had confessed everything, telling him to please leave her and her womb alone. Told him blatantly that she didn’t want his babies. Told him she didn’t love him, and that it was over. The dirty self-sabotage of an addict at their classic best.


Oliver had listened and listened some more. He had then taken her in his arms and rocked her like a baby, until eventually she had stopped her ranting tirade and begun sobbing uncontrollably. And what, out of all her sinful and disgraceful behaviour, had her sturdy protector cared about most? The fact that after years of sobriety, his precious, troubled and tempestuous girl had succumbed to the demon drink.
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With a deep pang of regret Glanna waved back at Kara, who was now sitting on her new and somewhat tipsy husband’s lap, smiling widely as he gently rubbed her huge bump. The sun was beginning to set over the estuary. Gulls were hopping around in the hope of buffet leftovers. Michael Bublé’s ‘Save the Last Dance for Me’ was playing through Frank’s top-of-the-range speakers. Friends and family were chatting, dancing and playing the fool. Love really was all around.


Glanna gulped. She had walked away from a love as tender as this. How could she have been such a bloody fool! Gorgeous, handsome and kind Oliver. He was such a good man. He had from the very beginning told her it was a dream of his to have a family and that, if you wished for something badly enough, then that dream would come true. She had flippantly dismissed his words, retorting, ‘Next you’re going to tell me that there really is a pot of happiness gold at the end of a rainbow, just like my dad used to tell me.’


He had been nothing but transparent with her; it was she who had been the liar. And despite her sleeping with another man and Oliver saying that, given time, they could work it out because he loved her dearly, she had still walked away.


Getting herself an ice-cold tonic water from the outside bar that was being manned by a giggly Skye Bligh and a mate, she put her camera case on the ground and propped herself against the white railings that ran along the outside area of Frank’s. Yachts and dinghies effortlessly glided over the still surface of the estuary. Laughter carried across the water on the summer breeze, along with the wedding reception tunes from the cafe’s big speakers. Boaters were going past, tooting their horns in congratulation at the popular local couple.


Frank and his partner Monique had done Kara and Billy proud: they had turned their cafe into the perfect wedding venue. In line with Kara’s love of flowers, buntings of summer blooms adorned every structure possible, and church candles, ready to be lit at dusk, were housed in original brass ships’ lanterns on each table. This was a nod to Billy being the captain of the historic Happy Hart ferry which had been in the Moon family for generations. Joe Moon, Kara’s father, had handed over the helm to Billy so that he could retire after a lifetime’s service of ferrying passengers and their vehicles over the other side of the River Hart to Crowsbridge.


The buffet had also been incredible, with this morning’s market providing every kind of cold meat, wholesome fresh-baked bread, salads and local Cornish cheeses you could imagine. The wedding cake was in the shape of a huge bee in homage to Kara’s grandad, Harry Moon, a keen gardener and beekeeper who had had his own hives and had lived all his life until his death at Bee Cottage, latterly with his son Joe Moon.


The sun was going down and Glanna was conscious that she mustn’t miss a shot of the impending sunset. She was just about to pick up her camera to check the lighting when a woman approached her. She had a neat little figure, was sporting a silky blonde bob and wearing a figure-hugging strapless dress.


‘Hey, Glanna, isn’t it? I’m Jen Moon, sister of the bride and extremely happy to always be the bridesmaid.’ She downed her wine and, taking Glanna’s empty glass, placed them both on a table nearby, along with her huge Gucci sunglasses.


‘I do love a cynical soul,’ Glanna said, and meant it. ‘And yes, I’m Glanna Pascoe, fake wedding photographer and lover of all things arty.’ To her surprise, she found herself flirting. ‘Kara mentioned that you were thinking of moving out of London?’


‘The best of us always do, evidently.’ Jen took in the stunning woman with the white-blonde crop, khaki linen jumpsuit and chunky spectacles in front of her. ‘I’m backwards and forwards at the moment. I’ve set up an accountancy firm down here with Jack Murray – you know Jack? He’s married to Star from the crystals stall.’


‘Yes, I’ve met him briefly.’ Glanna nodded.


Jen went on, ‘But I’m more of a sleeping partner until my boyfriend decides whether he can bear to move down to the depths of Cornwall. He’s such a city boy, not to mention he has two kids and a bitch of a needy ex to deal with back home.’


‘Ah, I see. It is quite a commute, I guess.’ Glanna laughed.


‘That it is.’ Jen let out a little burp. ‘Oops, pardon me, I’m a bit pissed, and excuse my manners. I’ve been sent by Kara to offer you a drink and here I am prattling on about fuck all.’


‘I’ve just had one, thanks.’


‘Go crazy. Have another. Frank got a licence specially, so how about a glass of champagne, or a little shot of tequila with me, at least?’


If this wasn’t coming from such an attractive-looking woman, Glanna might have been annoyed at feeling pressured.


‘I don’t drink alcohol.’ Glanna cleared her throat. Her voice tailed off with her reply. ‘I used to. Quite a lot of it, actually.’


‘Oh.’


Glanna, although used to a drinker’s standard reaction to this decision, still preferred them to think that she had been a raging alcoholic, rather than assume she was a teetotaller who had never allowed an alcoholic drink to pass her lips in her entire life. That way, at least they’d think she had once been exciting.


‘Doesn’t that make for a boring life?’ came the question.


‘It makes for a full life, actually – and anyway,’ Glanna went on hurriedly, ‘Van Gogh said he’d rather die of passion than boredom and there’s no stopping me on that front.’


Suddenly reverting to her old ways and feeling that maybe sex was the answer to distract her, Glanna played her doe-eyed look on the attractive Jenifer Moon to gauge her reaction. Which, for someone who had just mentioned a boyfriend, was far more favourable than she had hoped.


‘I …’ Jen let out a nervous laugh then bit her lip, a trait she shared with her sister, Kara, when they were unsure of what to say.


Suddenly the music was turned off and they could hear Big Frank Brady shouting in his strong Irish accent: ‘Jesus, shite, what the feck? An ambulance, Monique, call a fecking ambulance! Kara has only gone and broken her babies’ waters in the back kitchen!’


As Jen ran to her sibling’s side, Glanna sat herself down on a bench, looked over the estuary and found herself blowing out a long, miserable breath.


The endless sky, streaked with dazzling strokes of red, pink and orange, was a sight to behold – but painting it or photographing it was the furthest thing from her mind, for the sight of the dying sun, a ball of fire gradually sinking below the horizon, felt appropriate for her confused and aching heart.
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