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    After nearly twenty-five years of marriage, Rosie's life seemed to be falling apart. Her husband, Leon, was leaving, her three children were unsettled, and even her beloved home, Honeysuckle House, was at risk. Without Leon, the family was going to find it hard to cope with the running of Cookery Nook, the busy restaurant they had built up over the years from a run-down tea-shop. However, although Rosie could never have imagined it, Leon's leaving wasn't an end but a new beginning …
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    The Letter




    Rosie knew what was in the envelope even before she picked it up from the mat.




    It lay there, protruding from the usual morning thump of post, in a shaft of early sunlight on the tiled hall floor. A medium-sized, cream envelope with the increasingly familiar logo of Brennan and Foulkes, addressed to Leon, her husband.




    ‘Anything for me, Mum?’




    She scooped up the letters just as Kizzy appeared at the top of the stairs, and pushed the cream envelope to the bottom of the pile.




    ‘One with an Edinburgh postmark.’ She smiled at her daughter, the smile betraying none of the fear the cream envelope had created. ‘Just for a change …’




    ‘Thanks, Mum!’ Kizzy’s beam challenged the sunshine. ‘Only another week and he’ll be home!’




    ‘And you’ll have nothing left to talk about,’ Rosie teased. ‘Having written twice a day and lived on the phone every night … ‘




    ‘Andrew and I always have things to talk about,’ Kizzy retorted with eighteen-year-old superiority, as she disappeared back upstairs in a flurry of stripy nightshirt and tumbled red hair to read Andrew’s latest missive in the privacy of her room.




    Oh yes, Rosie thought, leafing quickly through the rest of the letters, keeping Brennan and Foulkes at the bottom, how well I remember being eighteen and in love.




    Nearly twenty-five years ago, she and Leon had been just like Kizzy and Andrew, dreaming of their future, the whole world out there to conquer, and nothing mattering as long as they were together. And now …




    Now, the regular letters from Brennan and Foulkes were a tangible reminder of just how wide the chasm had become.




    ‘Anything interesting in the post?’ Leon said artlessly, not looking up from his combination of the morning paper and a cup of tea as Rosie walked into the sunny dining room.




    ‘A letter from Andrew for Kizzy.’ She walked to the window and looked out over her beloved garden. ‘The usual circulars, a bank statement for William – and this …’ She turned slowly, holding out the cream envelope as though it physically burned her.




    ‘Oh – right …’ Leon took the envelope, not meeting her eyes, and placed it unopened beneath his newspaper.




    ‘You’re not even going to open it?’




    ‘Not yet.’




    No, Rosie thought, watching him bend his head over the latest political scandal, not while I’m here. Whatever Brennan and Foulkes had to say, it didn’t concern her.




    ‘Leon, we have to discuss this.’




    He looked up at her. ‘Why? Discussion never seems to come into it, Rosie. You’re usually determined not even to consider it. This is it as far as you’re concerned, isn’t it?’ He made a wide gesture round the high-ceilinged room. ‘This house, the garden, the children, this tiny unfashionable town … Life begins and ends here for you, doesn’t it?’




    ‘Yes!’ His words didn’t even hurt her any more. ‘Yes, it does! Leon, this is what we dreamed of, what we planned for. Half the couples in the country would give their eye teeth for what we’ve got here and –’




    ‘And what finances it?’ He leaned forward across the breakfast table. ‘What has financed every home we’ve had, right from that first poky flat down on Mitchford Road, then the semi in The Crescent when William was a baby and Kizzy was on the way and we needed more space, then this …?’




    He stopped and looked around the tall room, with its bay window, its old-fashioned dado rails, its much-polished heavy furniture. It was almost as though he hated it, Rosie thought sadly. Almost as though he thought of Honeysuckle House as a prison. The house which had once been their joint dream …




    ‘Cookery Nook.’ Leon answered his own question, his eyes softening as he looked at Rosie. ‘Cookery Nook, Rosie. We’ve built Cookery Nook up from a run-down tea-shop into a restaurant that features in all the main eating guides. And if we go ahead with this venture it could bring us –’




    ‘No.’ Rosie pulled up a chair across from her husband at the polished walnut table and poured a cup of tea. ‘Listen to yourself, Leon. You’re saying “we” and “us”. That means joint decisions, joint discussions. But you went ahead with this without even consulting me.’




    ‘I didn’t think you’d mind.’ He folded the newspaper noisily. ‘You used to back me one hundred per cent. It never occurred to me that you’d become so – so staid …’




    ‘Staid!’ She returned her cup to its saucer with a clatter. ‘You think that wanting to stay here in Highcliffe where we know everyone and where our children have grown up, in this house, and run Cookery Nook – which has survived and prospered despite the recession – is staid?’




    ‘Yes, I do! Look, Rosie, the Nook has gone as far as I can push it. There’s no challenge any more. I set the same menus, create the same dishes, and welcome the same clientele. To be honest, I’m bored.’




    He gathered up his newspaper and the unopened letter from Brennan and Foulkes, and stalked from the dining room.




    She bit her lip. She loved him. And more than that, she knew him, too well. They’d been married for nearly twenty-five years, and in that time she’d watched his enthusiasm for new ventures flare like embryo fires, and die just as quickly. But this … this was different.




    She ran her fingers through her brown hair. Staid. Bored. They were words Leon was using with increasing regularity. Words calculated to wound – or at least cause a reaction.




    ‘Mum! Where are you?’




    Quickly Rosie wiped the tears from her lashes and stood up, her back to the door, again looking out over the garden while she composed herself.




    ‘I’m in the dining room, William. There’s some tea in the pot but the toast’s cold …’




    ‘I’m not hungry, thanks …’




    Rosie could hear her elder son pouring tea, could picture his tall, broad-shouldered frame lowering itself into Leon’s chair – the carver that all three children had squabbled over for as long as she could remember.




    ‘You were late last night …’ Still she gazed out across her garden.




    ‘Spying on me, were you?’ William asked good-naturedly.




    ‘No. I couldn’t sleep …’ She couldn’t remember when she had last slept the night through. ‘Was it a late night at the Nook?’




    ‘Very.’ William gulped his tea gratefully. ‘One of the waitresses didn’t turn up and the girl they sent from the agency was hopelessly slow. Then the two blokes who do the pot-washing had a row and both walked out! If it hadn’t been for Steven I’d have still been there now!’




    ‘What was Steven doing at the Nook?’ Rosie turned from the window. Steven Casey had been a friend of Leon’s – and hers – since the early days, and Leon hadn’t mentioned his presence. But then, Leon mentioned very little to her these days.




    ‘He came in to see Dad.’ William stretched out his long legs under the table. ‘With one of his girlfriends in tow, of course. He begged a table and stayed anyway – and was I glad he did! He washes dishes like a dream!’




    ‘What do you mean, he stayed anyway …’ Rosie felt the fear gnawing at her again. ‘Didn’t Dad sort things out? He didn’t come home until at least half an hour after you …’




    There was a silence as William suddenly seemed to find the dregs of his tea-cup extremely interesting.




    ‘William …?’




    Rosie watched as her son struggled, her heart going out to him.




    ‘Dad – Dad left the Nook sometime between seven and eight … I assumed he’d come here. I mean, he didn’t say anything …’ He raised his blue eyes to his mother. ‘To be honest, Mum, he’s not at the Nook very often these days … I think he’s lost interest. I mean, he leaves it more and more to me – the menus, the cooking. Then he just swans in at the end to chat to the diners and take the credit …’




    Rosie winced at the bitterness in her son’s voice.




    ‘But not last night?’




    ‘No. We had a full house and I was literally left playing chief cook and bottle washer! I even had to go out in my whites and talk to Mr and Mrs Beatty! I wish you’d talk to Dad, Mum.’




    Talk to him, Rosie thought, her heart growing heavier by the second. When did the talking stop and the bickering start? What on earth had happened to her marriage? To the happy-go-lucky dreamer she had married?




    ‘I’ll talk to him …’ She tried to smile. ‘But at least it shows that he trusts you to run the Nook single-handed, doesn’t it? He’s acknowledging that you’re as good a chef as he is …’




    ‘I’ll never be that.’ William poured another cup of tea. ‘I don’t have his flair. I still cook from recipes – Dad creates food from his heart …’




    ‘True.’ Rosie sighed. ‘He’s a genius in the kitchen. But what on earth did Mr and Mrs Beatty say when you appeared in full garb?’




    ‘Nothing much.’ William grinned, relieved that Rosie hadn’t cross-questioned him about Leon’s absence. ‘I told them that Dad had been called away. They asked after you, though,’ he finished hurriedly.




    ‘I’ll probably call in today.’




    Rosie smoothed her sweatshirt down over her jeans, her calm, unlined face not betraying her pain. Paul Beatty was their bank manager, his wife, Norma, shared her passion for gardening, and they had become firm friends of the family.




    She walked towards the door, then turned. ‘William, what do you know about Brennan and Foulkes?’




    ‘Brennan and who?’ He shook his head. ‘Never heard of them. Which team do they play for?’




    ‘They don’t!’ Rosie managed to laugh. At least William was being kept in the dark, too. ‘I think they’re financial consultants …’




    ‘You ought to ask the Beattys, then. They’re sure to know. I’m the last person to ask about finance – my bank statement is screaming scarlet!’




    ‘Yes, I might just do that …’ Rosie mused.




    William leaned back in the carver as Rosie closed the door and let out his breath with a sigh. He’d always taken his parents’ relationship for granted, but there was something wrong somewhere. His mother seemed sad, distant, while his father … He shook his head. His father’s bright-eyed, almost fevered, joie-de-vivre was even more worrying. And his sudden lack of interest at Cookery Nook was fuelling a fever of lurid staff-room rumours.




    The dining room door suddenly crashed open, and Kizzy flew in, still in her nightshirt, with her hair tumbling across her face.




    ‘I thought Mum was in here.’




    ‘She was. I think she’s on the phone. Why?’




    Kizzy waved a sheaf of pages beneath her brother’s nose.




    ‘Andrew’s letter! He’ll be home next week – fully qualified! We’re getting married!’




    Leon Brodie straightened his tie and ran his fingers through his hair in the driving mirror. The car park was full each space being filled immediately it became vacant by another harassed driver.




    He glanced at his watch. He was still too early, so, settling back in his seat, he tried to watch the comings and goings around him. It was mostly women at this time of the afternoon, women with children, loading bags of supermarket shopping into the backs of cars. Why was it a source of irritation to him that Rosie didn’t drive?




    ‘I’m just not co-ordinated!’ She’d laughed years ago when he’d tried to teach her. ‘It’ll be safer for all concerned if I stay on my feet or my bicycle!’




    He’d tried several more times, each time more disastrous than the last, and they’d always ended up laughing like hysterical children over Rosie’s inability to change gear, steer, and watch the road at the same time.




    Leon glanced at his watch again. Ten minutes to go.




    That laughter – it seemed like a lifetime ago, he thought with sadness. How long was it since he had heard Rosie laugh? When was the last time he had laughed at Honeysuckle House …?




    Getting out of the car, he brushed down his suit jacket, and the envelope from Brennan and Foulkes rustled warningly in his breast pocket.




    ‘Oh, Rosie …’ He sighed. ‘Why are you fighting me on this? Don’t you realise what you’re doing?’




    Striding across the car park towards the glass-fronted office block, he felt a sudden pang of guilt. He shouldn’t have been so sharp this morning. He’d hurt her – and he loved her still, in a way.




    Even before he’d told Rosie that he needed to sell the Nook, the house, move out of Highcliffe and achieve his final dream before it was too late, he was aware that he loved her out of habit.




    She was there – and if she wasn’t there he would miss her terribly – but the fire had gone out, and there was no enthusiasm left to fan the embers and create even a flickering glow.




    He dismissed the thought that he was trying to justify himself as he smiled at Brennan and Foulkes’s pretty receptionist.




    ‘One moment, Mr Brodie.’ She smiled back. ‘Miss Phelps is on the phone but she’s expecting you. Would you like to take a seat?’




    Sitting in the chrome and glass reception area, Leon looked at the rainforest greenery and the abstract paintings in ocean shades of blue and grey.




    Rosie had always loved the sea. That was why she was so delighted with Honeysuckle House, because it stood proudly on the cliff top and she could watch the waves from at least ten of its windows.




    She had been like a child that day they’d moved in, running from room to room, and always pausing at the huge sashed windows to look at the sea.




    But the new place was only just around the bay; they could buy another house, more modern, less work, with just such a view; maybe better.




    But Rosie refused to listen. Refused to budge.




    ‘Mr Brodie? So sorry to have kept you …’ The slightly husky voice jolted his heart, and Leon stood up, knowing that his smile was just too wide for a client meeting his financial adviser, yet unable to help himself.




    ‘Good afternoon, Miss Phelps.’ His brown eyes held hers as his hand closed over cool, slender fingers in a polite handshake. ‘I’m sorry if I’m early …’




    ‘No problem.’ Felicity Phelps returned his smile and turned to the receptionist. ‘Hold my calls, Nicky. Mr Brodie and I will be in conference for about an hour. We don’t want to be disturbed.’




    Leon held open the door and followed Felicity Phelps up the open-plan staircase to her office. He tried not to stare at her long elegant legs in the high-heeled court shoes, or the way her slenderness was accentuated by the expensively cut pale grey suit, or the way her heavy honey-coloured hair was gathered into a neat roll at the nape of her neck.




    Felicity Phelps was the most beautiful woman he had ever met.




    Her office was at the front of the building, overlooking the town square.




    ‘So?’ She looked at him from those clear hazel eyes, fringed with naturally dark lashes. ‘Any change?’




    ‘None.’ Leon shook his head. Neither of them had sat down. ‘I didn’t even show her your proposals this morning. We managed to row about the letter before I’d even opened the envelope.’




    ‘And you’re determined to go ahead with the plan? Even without your wife’s consent to sell Cookery Nook?’




    ‘Yes.’ Leon swallowed.




    ‘Even if it means forcing her to sell her shares in the business? To sell your home? To mortgage everything you’ve got to achieve it?’




    ‘Yes.’




    Felicity Phelps walked over to her window, and leaned her beautifully manicured hands on the sill. Leon loosened his tie. When he’d first come here to Brennan and Foulkes, just after Christmas, when he’d told Rosie of his plans and she’d refused point blank even to consider them, he’d thought F. Phelps and the string of letters after the name indicated someone like Paul Beatty; an ageing financial wizard who would peer at him over half-moon glasses and tell him he was out of his mind.




    He had been totally unprepared for the cool, elegant intelligence of this beautiful woman. Totally unprepared for her sharp business brain, her acumen, her insight. Totally unprepared to fall in love.




    ‘Felicity …’




    She turned from the window, her eyes gentle.




    ‘No questions about last night?’




    Leon shook his head. ‘None. Rosie was asleep when I got in.’




    ‘And William?’




    ‘William just accepted that I was going out. I felt rotten about it, because the Nook was full, but he can cope. He’s an excellent chef, and never loses his head in a crisis.’




    ‘Unlike you.’




    ‘Unlike me but like Rosie.’ Leon grinned. ‘Jamie takes after me. Impetuous, wanting everything – and wanting it now! Kizzy has inherited a combination of both our characters, making her a sensible dreamer, with her head in the clouds and her feet on the ground.’




    ‘It sounds like an ideal combination to me.’ Felicity moved across the office towards him. ‘And what’s she going to do with her life?’




    ‘A-levels this summer, then university, then teaching. Kizzy knows exactly what she’s going to do with her life. I wish I did …’




    ‘Poor Leon.’ Felicity looked at him with genuine concern. ‘You really didn’t want this to happen, did you?’




    ‘I never dreamed it would.’ Leon held her hands in his. ‘This isn’t a fling, for me, Felicity. I’ve never been in love with anyone but Rosie …’




    ‘And you still are.’ Felicity studied their linked hands. ‘Aren’t you?’




    ‘Yes.’ Leon freed one hand to stroke her cheek. ‘I still love Rosie. But not like this. I’ve never felt like this in my life …’




    ‘Neither have I.’ Her voice was taut. ‘I was too busy with my career to have time for any man. And now here I am, hopelessly in love with a married man of fifty with three children …’




    They stared at each other in silence for a moment, then Felicity pulled away.




    ‘Business, Mr Brodie. You’ve studied the proposals?’




    ‘Yes. I understand the implications. If Rosie agrees to sell the shares in Cookery Nook and sell the house, then Brennan and Foulkes are prepared to source additional financial backing to get the Four Seasons off the ground?’




    ‘I’ve sounded out some of my investors.’ Felicity perched on the edge of the desk, crossing slender ankles. ‘And there is certainly some interest in providing an upmarket country club in Dawley. They like the idea of a hotel, restaurant, leisure complex, and conference hall all under one roof.’




    ‘Hence the Four Seasons.’ Leon’s eyes shone with enthusiasm. ‘Oh, if only Rosie knew what she’s throwing away!’




    In more ways than one, Felicity Phelps thought sadly, looking at the animated face of the man who was surely going to break her heart.




    James Brodie kicked his trainered feet aimlessly against the wall. Maybe this hadn’t been such a brilliant idea after all.




    Dawley on a mid-week afternoon was not the most exciting place in the world – although it certainly had more going for it than dreary old Highcliffe where there really was nothing to do. But, he shrugged his thin shoulders, what was the point of bunking off school when all his friends were still diligently in the classroom and the last of his money had been fed into the greedy mouths of the slot machines in the sea-front arcade? It hadn’t taken long to get through it. He didn’t even have his bus-fare, and twelve miles to walk home was pretty daunting, even for someone who could run for ever when playing football for the school team.




    He jumped from the car park wall and began to make his way towards the main road. He couldn’t hitch a lift – Mum and Dad would kill him if they found out! And there was enough trouble at home without him causing any more.




    As he crossed the car park, he saw a familiar car and wandered towards it. Yes, it was Dad’s! Brilliant! He’d hang around and get a lift.




    He leaned against the bonnet, much more cheerful now. He’d tell Dad that he’d been on a field trip to Dawley with his study group and he’d got separated. Dad was so funny these days, always miles away, he’d believe anything.




    ‘Jamie!’




    He jumped guiltily at the sound of his name. It wasn’t one of his teachers, was it? His luck couldn’t be that bad! He squinted against the sun.




    ‘Jamie? Do you want a lift back to Highcliffe? Or are you waiting for someone?’




    ‘Oh, hi, Mr Casey …’ Jamie grinned. This was even better. Steven Casey, even though he was friends with Mum and Dad, always seemed so much younger. Artistic, Kizzy said. Whatever it was, he knew that he wouldn’t ask any awkward questions. ‘Yeah – please.’




    He scrambled into Steven’s ancient car, piled as usual with books and boxes and odd bits of china. A jumble sale on wheels, Kizzy had once said.




    ‘Home or school?’ Steven asked as they pulled out of the car park.




    ‘Home, please.’




    They exchanged conspiratorial grins.




    ‘Tough being fourteen, isn’t it?’ Steven asked as they pulled out into the main road.




    But Jamie wasn’t listening. He’d just seen his father come out of one of the new office buildings, and he wasn’t alone. Who was the blonde lady in the suit who got into the car with him? For the first time it struck Jamie to wonder why his father wasn’t at the Nook …




    ‘Was that your father’s car you were leaning against?’ Steven drove very fast. ‘Were you waiting for him?’




    ‘Dad?’ Jamie thought quickly. ‘No. I thought it was his car – but it wasn’t … same make and colour …’




    ‘Ah …’ Steven said, and turned up the stereo to full volume.




    ‘If I drop you along Sea Road,’ he raised his voice above the blast of the stereo, ‘you can walk from there and get in about your usual time …’




    ‘Great!’ Jamie beamed at him. ‘You’re ace, Mr Casey!’




    ‘I’m a reprobate who hasn’t grown up – you ask your mother.’ Steven laughed at him. ‘And I think the least said about this, the better, don’t you?’




    ‘Sure,’ Jamie said, as he opened the door. ‘Thanks again, Mr Casey.’




    Once the car had disappeared from sight along Sea Road in a cloud of dust, Jamie slowed his pace to an amble. He was in no hurry to get home. The atmosphere there was hopeless these days.




    Dad was never there, and Mum always looked like she’d been awake half the night. William was worrying himself silly about keeping the Nook going and being as good as Dad, and Kizzy just moped about Andrew being hundreds of miles away in Scotland. None of them had any time for him.




    ‘Jamie Brodie!’




    This time the voice was female. Jamie closed his eyes. Please don’t let it be Miss Jenkins, the Deputy Head. Anyone but her …




    ‘Jamie!’ The voice was peremptory.




    Saved again, Jamie thought with relief as he saw Norma Beatty waving to him over the top of her hedge.




    ‘Could you give us a hand, dear?’.




    ‘’Course I can …’ Jamie’s smile was genuinely warm. He liked Mr and Mrs Beatty. They were like substitute grandparents. He’d never known his own. He trotted through the gate into the garden.




    ‘What do you want me to do?’




    ‘Your mum came to admire the garden and as usual got carried away! She could do with a pair of strong arms to help her carry the cuttings home. And,’ Norma’s eyes twinkled, ‘I’m sure if you pop into the kitchen you’ll find a packet of crisps and some cola in the larder …’




    ‘Thanks, Mrs Beatty!’ Jamie dashed off in search of refreshment. Maybe today wasn’t so bad after all.




    Norma Beatty returned to the bottom of the garden and re-joined Rosie on the weathered bench beneath a gnarled apple tree.




    ‘Just collared your Jamie.’ She sighed contentedly. ‘Must have been on his way home from school. He’s having something to eat and then he’ll help you carry everything home.’




    ‘Thanks.’ Rosie smiled at the older woman. ‘It’s at times like this that I wish I could drive.’




    ‘Nonsense – you carry on with your walking and cycling and you’ll keep your teenage figure until you’re ninety!’ Norma’s laugh gurgled up through the branches of the tree. ‘You don’t look old enough to have three children, my dear.’




    ‘I feel like Methuselah at the moment,’ Rosie admitted. ‘My whole life seems to have turned upside down. Are you sure Leon hasn’t approached Paul?’




    ‘You know I couldn’t discuss bank business – even if I knew. But I’m sure of one thing. If he has told Paul his plans to sell Cookery Nook and Honeysuckle House, Paul would have advised very strongly against it.’




    ‘So, he’s gone elsewhere for the answer he wants.’ Rosie sighed. ‘He’ll never change. They used to be one of his most attractive qualities – his impossible dreams. But now …’ Her voice caught in her throat. ‘Now, they just seem foolish …’




    ‘Men often go through this sort of thing at his age,’ Norma said sagely. ‘It’s a last-ditch grab at their fading youth.’ She squeezed her friend’s tightly clenched hands.




    ‘Let it ride its course. Common sense will prevail in the end …’




    Maybe, Rosie thought, but this idea of Leon’s wasn’t just a whim. This was a full-blown business plan, and with strong encouragement from Brennan and Foulkes he was going to see it through – with or without her.




    And, of course, there was something else … Intuitively, she knew there was something else …




    Jamie, fully replete, wandered into the garden to seek out his mother.




    ‘Hello, darling.’ She smiled at him. ‘Good day?’




    ‘Bits of it …’ he answered honestly.




    ‘Good.’ Her eyes were distracted, and he breathed a sigh of relief. ‘I won’t be long.’




    ‘Steven Casey was in the Nook last night,’ Norma Beatty said as she stood up. ‘Did William tell you?’




    ‘Yes.’ Rosie nodded. ‘With a new lady, I understand.’




    ‘Very glamorous.’ Norma laughed. ‘Not a local. I don’t suppose he’ll ever settle down. Now there’s a prime example of a man clinging to his youth if ever I saw one!’




    Jamie swallowed the words that had bubbled on to his tongue. He’d just about said that Steven Casey had given him a lift home from Dawley!




    He half-listened to his mother’s and Mrs Beatty’s disjointed conversation as they gathered the plants together. Boring talk, most of it, to do with Steven Casey and his girlfriends. Then, something else.




    ‘… so, no more fretting about Brennan and Foulkes,’ Mrs Beatty was saying. ‘I’m sure it’ll all blow over …’




    ‘Oh!’ Jamie looked up at his mother. ‘I saw …’




    ‘What, darling?’




    ‘Nothing … nothing …’ Jamie mumbled, blushing, suddenly becoming very engrossed in a clump of clover.




    Brennan and Foulkes was the name over the office block that Dad had come out of with that blonde woman …


  




  

    A War of Words




    Did her whole family communicate via notes on the pin board these days? Rosie stared in exasperation at Kizzy’s ‘Won’t be in for dinner. Gone to Andrew’s mum’s. GOT to talk to you and Dad TONIGHT! You’d disappeared this morning. Loads of love, K.’




    William’s, ‘Gone to the Nook. Some crisis. Tell Dad’, was short and to the point. Meanwhile, Jamie had shut himself in his room with two school friends and some unfathomable computer game.




    What was happening to her family? There didn’t seem to be a minute for them all to be together to talk. And they had to talk. Desperately.




    She heard Leon’s car scrunch into the gravelled drive, and quickly hurried to the mirror. Her hair was slightly dishevelled, her face shiny from her exertions in the garden, planting her collection of cuttings. But her hair still had no trace of grey, and her figure was trim. She hadn’t let herself go.




    ‘I’m in the kitchen,’ she called, hearing Leon’s key in the lock. ‘Is the crisis sorted out now?’




    ‘Crisis? What crisis?’ Leon appeared in the doorway.




    Rosie looked up quickly. ‘William left a note.’ She indicated the pin board. ‘I thought you’d gone down to sort it out.’




    ‘No …’ He didn’t meet her eyes. ‘I’ve been out. On business. I haven’t been into the Nook yet. I’ll ring him.’




    ‘Ring him? Leon, you’ll go down there and help him!’ Her voice was more strident than she had intended. ‘He can’t carry it all on his own! He’s a wonderful chef, but he’s no restaurateur! You’re not being fair!’
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