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  Contents




  BILLY: London, 2015: That Night


	KATHLEEN: London, 2015


	Liverpool, 1985


	London, 2015


	Liverpool, 1985


	London, 2015


	Liverpool, 1985


	Liverpool, 1986


	BILLY: London, 2015


	ADAM: London, 2015


	London, 1990
  

	London, 2015


	London, 1990


	BILLY: London, 2015


	JOCELYN: London, 2015


	London, 1995


	London, 2015


	Paris, 1999


	BILLY: London, 2015


	KATHLEEN AND ADAM: 2005


	JOCELYN: London, 2015


	KATHLEEN: London, 2010


	ADAM: London, 2015


	JOCELYN: London, 2015


	KATHLEEN: London, 2015


	JOCELYN: London, 2015


	ADAM: London, 2015: That Night


	BILLY: London, 2015: That Night


	ADAM: London, 2015: That Night


	BILLY: London, 2015: That Night


	ADAM


	

	All She Wants


	The Confusion of Karen Carpenter


	The Girl Who Just Appeared


	The Secrets We Keep


  

  

  





  BILLY




  London, 2015: That Night




  Dear God,




  It was only when I got home that I realized there was blood on the knee of my jeans. A circle of what looked like red tar that drooped a bit at the bottom, making it look almost like a heart. I

  took them off and put them in the washing machine, then sat in the kitchen eating tonight’s cold lasagne. It was very oily. Some of it dropped onto my dressing gown. I think the blood will be

  easier to get out than the oil.




  I don’t think I need forgiveness for what happened tonight. It happened. It must be your will. What a sublime coincidence. Or maybe divine intervention?




  Ellie Goulding is playing on the radio.




  I hate Ellie Goulding.




  I switch her off. Dead.




  I will go through to the bedroom and join her. I will sleep, I’m sure.




  Amen.




  





  KATHLEEN




  London, 2015




  Sky. And more sky. Such an expanse of it, pregnant with clouds yet somehow it looks hollow, something is missing. It feels so odd that it’s not there any more. How apt

  that today of all days I strain my neck up and the tower block that once obliterated the clouds has evaporated.




  Of course, it’s not really evaporated; it was knocked down in the mid-nineties, when it was found to be riddled with asbestos. We’d not known that before, though the council had been

  at pains to inform us that we shouldn’t hammer nails into the walls to hang pictures. But who hangs pictures at nineteen? It was just our home. We thought there was a quirky beauty in the

  fact that it looked like it had been cobbled together by a Seventies toddler, plastic brick by plastic brick. We found something charming in the notion that it always felt like even a moderate gust

  of wind might send it toppling onto the estate below.




  I lived here with my friends Adam and Jocelyn. We’d run away to London together. Or had we? Had we really run away? Were we really that brave? Or did it just feel like we had? A new

  beginning, a new life. And yet today I go to Jocelyn’s funeral. It’s like the flats have been erased from the picture. And now she has too.




  As I stand in this grubby corner of Paddington, almost choking on the fumes of fried chicken and petrol, I try to picture us up there in our bird’s nest. Planning, dreaming. What lives we

  thought we’d lead. Images and half-forgotten memories ping into my head from our days here: the Jamaican man in the corner shop assuming I was Scottish. Playing pool in the pub on the corner

  of the estate. The endless queue at the long-gone phone box, which was . . . just here. Right where I’m standing.




  It’s disorientating when things change so much.




  The corner shop with the laconic Jamaican guy is now a pretentious-looking restaurant. The grubby shack of a cafe where I first saw curried goat advertised, but didn’t dare eat, is now a

  betting shop. Our favourite pub has been rebranded from a down at heel spit-and-sawdust boozer to something called The Friendly Fox. I bet they do a nice Thai red curry. That sort of place always

  does. The whole area seems cleaner, sanitized, boring.




  Some kids zoom past me on those annoying little scooters, laughing.




  The laughter. I look up again. Oh yes, the belly laughter. The hours spent watching old Hollywood movies up there on a video player the size of a sideboard. It’s probably the benefit of

  nostalgia, but we really didn’t seem to have a care in the world. Other than working out where the next laugh was coming from. Or the next Hollywood rental.




  We certainly didn’t think it would end like this. With one of us falling from another high building. A calm bright day like this, I’d imagine. An advert-blue sky. Clouds like

  whispers. And down she fell. I wonder how long it took? I remember jumping from a high diving board as a child. The fear before doing it. The exhilaration during. The distortion of noise as I

  dropped. I wonder if it was like that.




  Poor Jocelyn.




  I look for evidence that the flats used to be here. In their place now are smarter low-rise blocks in tasteful beige brick. If beige can be said to be tasteful. So often that word is used to

  describe something as being dull. I don’t like that. Beige is almost interesting. I think grey is duller. Or a cross between the two. Greige. The windows of these flats are vertical oblongs,

  long and narrow. Who thought, twenty years ago, that narrow was a good idea for windows? Clearly some architect did. I keep looking. Jessica Fletcher’s got nothing on me.




  Bingo.




  As I walk along I finally see my evidence that our former life was here. In between two of the blocks is a sweeping helter-skelter of a concrete walkway that takes you to a further group of

  flats that are slightly higher up. That walkway used to lead to our block, Harmony Heights. The campest-sounding block of flats in London. There was a car park of sorts underneath. I experience a

  frisson of excitement as I recognize it. It feels like a bit of us is still there. I stare at it for so long, hoping that if I don’t blink, it will suddenly reappear: that carbuncle of white

  flats, soaring twenty-odd storeys high. I’m disappointed when it doesn’t.




  Ah, the confidence of youth. The hours I spent staring out of the window, onto the Lego set of London, all the sights. These days I’d be so scared of the height of the place I’d keep

  my distance, just sit on the bed, squeal if anyone went to open a curtain.




  And then I remember. I only came here for a nostalgic five minutes. I’ve probably been here for the best part of half an hour.




  I look at my phone. Shit. If I don’t hurry I’ll be late.




  I’d planned on walking. It’s about an hour from here. I don’t particularly like walking, but the claustrophobia of the tube is something I need to be anaesthetized in order to

  consider.




  But I could just have one in The Friendly Fox. For old times’ sake. My friend has died. It’s called Dutch courage.




  Yes, I will have that drink. Then I might be able to take the tube.




  Golders Green Crematorium is a small town of interconnecting red-brick chapels that looks like it’s been designed to accommodate all-comers. Any religion or faith,

  you’re welcome here, it seems to say. The arched windows and towers look like they could be Christian or Jewish; there might even be a touch of the mosque about them. Bring your dead

  here, basically, we’ll sort them out. The fact that it’s on Hoop Lane would make me titter like a schoolgirl, if I didn’t have my sombre face on for the funeral. And

  the word ‘Hoop’ reminds me of course of Adam, and as I walk along it I wonder if he will be here. I certainly hope he is. But will he speak to me? Will he even acknowledge me? After

  everything that’s happened, I just don’t know.




  I’ve overdressed for the weather. It’s been so cold lately and I never think of funerals as particularly warm affairs, so I’m wearing my River Island check coat with the faux

  fur collar. When I bought it I thought it made me look quite moddy and Sixties, but as I catch my reflection in the parked cars I fancy I look more like a baby elephant with a car blanket chucked

  over it. And a dead cat hanging round its neck.




  Not that I’m down on my appearance or anything, at the moment.




  Oh God. And the hair. It still surprises me. What was I thinking? I recently saw an interview with Sharleen Spiteri in the Sunday Times and I was quite taken with her cropped, jet-black

  hair, so I got Nicola at my regular salon to copy it.




  I look like a desperate geography teacher. The sort you see in Mail Online who’s had a liaison with a Year Eleven girl and the shit’s hit the fan. She’s dressed up for court,

  but she’s kidding no-one.




  Oh well.




  I wish I’d worn something lighter. After a succession of freezing cold days the sun has finally deigned to appear, and now the baby elephant is sweating. Especially after the –

  actually it was an hour and ten, not an hour’s walk from Westbourne Park. The faux fur round my neck is wringing wet. Still. I should be grateful for small mercies. At least I’m alive.

  This makes me snigger. Then I stop and apologize to myself. I do, I actually do that. I do that quite a bit. Think something inappropriate, and then say aloud, ‘Sorry.’




  A therapist would have a field day.




  Actually, a therapist does. And at forty-five quid a pop.




  I’ve heard of feeling sorry for yourself, but apologizing to yourself? No wonder I’m a bloody basket case.




  There are a few paparazzi on the gate who look disappointed that I’m not famous. Still, it’s better than them thinking I’m ‘her off The Apprentice’. I was

  told in a bar by Colin from work’s flatmate, ‘God, you really look like . . . thingy . . . what’s her name?’




  ‘Sharleen Spiteri?’ I ventured, hopefully.




  He shook his head. Possibly thinking, ‘Yeah, right, on steroids maybe.’ And then he said, ‘Her off The Apprentice.’




  I don’t even know which one he meant. But seeing the cameras does make me worry for a second that someone’s going to shout out, ‘How’s Sir Alan?’ As I approach the

  gates, the cameras go up; then, when they realize I’m really nobody interesting, they’re dropped again quick smart.




  Some of the women on The Apprentice are really quite plain. I can just imagine the sort of woman that guy meant.




  Jeez. It was about five years ago. And I still let it irritate me.




  Mind you, some of them are quite gorgeous, aren’t they? Real dolly bird types. That new breed of businesswoman that looks like a porn star. Well, maybe not a porn star, but the sort of

  woman who has eighteen different vibrators in her bottom drawer, and no embarrassment about it.




  That reminds me of one of the last times I saw Jocelyn. So long ago now. She’d just got back from a trip to Edinburgh, I think she said it was. Anyway, it was somewhere far enough away for

  her to moan that whoever had paid for the trip hadn’t sent her by plane, but on an endless train journey. She had gone to use the loo, but when she’d pressed the button and the door had

  swung open she had been confronted by the sight of a tiny Chinese woman standing, wearing a Burberry puffa jacket and nothing on her bottom half, her denim skirt abandoned on the floor, staring at

  a row of four or five dildos in various sizes that she had lined up on the side. What a way to pass a journey.




  As I said at the time: she must have forgotten her Maeve Binchy.




  The conveyor-belt nature of funerals at crematoriums makes me anxious I’ll go into the wrong one and be saying a sad farewell to a complete stranger, too well behaved and worried about

  what others might think to not stand up again and walk back out of the door. But I locate the West Chapel, and check a framed list on the pillar outside.




  14:20. Jocelyn Jones.




  The doors are open, and I see that the service has already started. I can’t be that late, surely? The small chapel holds about fifty people, and it’s almost full. I slip in and take

  a seat on the back pew. An elderly Irish priest is droning on about how Jocelyn is with her maker, and what a jubilant faith she had.




  Now, I’m sorry, but the only faith she had was the album by George Michael.




  Quite a few people are fidgeting, and I understand why. Jocelyn did some horrible things during the past few years; she upset a lot of people. Every person who told her to ‘just die,

  bitch’ on Twitter has finally got what they want. And here she is, about to be burnt to a crisp. People are feeling uncomfortable with the priest lauding her as something approaching saintly.

  But I guess that’s what happens when someone dies. They rest in peace, safe in the knowledge that they were generous, selfless souls. All tarnishes and blemishes wiped away. Clean slate.

  Meeting their maker.




  The coffin sits raised up between some red drapes, like an odd set for a rather plush puppet show. A photo of Jocelyn rests against it, as if saying ‘Just in case you’d forgotten

  what she looked like, here she is. And yes, she was very photogenic.’




  Yes, she was. But there again, she looked amazing in the flesh too. Well, you know what they say. Black don’t crack.




  And as someone said to me recently, ‘Yeah, babe. But fat don’t crack either.’




  As if that was going to make me feel better about myself. I’m not even fat. I just look like a normal forty-five-year-old, thank you very much.




  Well, I try and convince myself that that’s the case.




  Elephant in a car blanket.




  Why do people even have blankets in cars? Why do people even have cars? Oh, actually, I know why people have cars. It’s so they can get from A to B. And drive places.




  I really should have studied philosophy.




  Maybe I could study philosophy? There’s a thought.




  Anyway. What was I thinking about? Looks. Black/fat not cracking.




  Of course, Jocelyn had help. Honestly. I don’t know who this man is I’m sitting next to, but it might very well be her cosmetic surgeon.




  But wait. What if it’s HIM? I’ve spent so much time fretting about whether I was going to see Adam, I’d almost forgotten about HIM.




  I don’t want to see HIM.




  I’ve not seen HIM for nigh on fifteen years. Would I recognize him? Is this HIM? He doesn’t appear to have recognized me. But then, we all change in that amount of time.




  Oh God. It might be HIM.




  It was the millennium. New Year’s Eve on the millennium. It was the last time I saw Jocelyn.




  So close. And then – fifteen years, gone in a puff of smoke.




  Is it HIM? But I can’t tell. The thought makes my skin crawl. I try to find Adam instead.




  I look around to see if I can see him, but it’s hard to tell who’s who when all you can see is the backs of heads. And I’ll be honest, I’m looking to see if I can spot

  anyone famous as well. Jocelyn moved in such circles. Though I also wonder whether some famous people might be distancing themselves from her of late.




  I wonder if Mark Reynolds is here, the other kid from our school who made it big. I wonder, if he’s here and he looks at me, whether he’ll think, ‘Oh look. A girl from school

  who just got big.’ Even though it’s a self-hating attack on my size, I still make myself smile. And then I feel guilty. You shouldn’t smile at a funeral. I immediately narrow my

  eyes as if the crease on my lips is one of pain, remembering something heartfelt from my time with Jocelyn. I then close my eyes, affecting a look of solemn prayer. That’s what today’s

  about, solemnity.




  People are standing, so I open my eyes and stand too. A recording of an organ is playing. We sing ‘The Lord is My Shepherd’, and it’s then that I see Adam. He’s about

  four rows from the front and he’s squeezed in the middle of a pew. It’s Adam all right, but he too has put on a bit of weight, and has he started dyeing his hair? I try to see if any of

  Jocelyn’s family are here. There are some black women on the front row, but I don’t think any of them are her mum or the twins or Billy. I liked her mum when I was growing up, and I

  know she despaired at the route Jocelyn’s life took. Adam’s partner is next to him, I now realize. Me and Jocelyn always found him a bit brash, a bit flash, a bad influence on our

  Adam.




  But he’s not our Adam now, is he? Jocelyn’s gone. He’s not even my Adam any more, we so rarely see each other.




  I stare at the coffin, mouthing silent words to the psalm, willing myself to become upset. But instead I just feel numb. I thought I’d be all over the place. They say, don’t they,

  that if you have a difficult relationship with someone, that when they die you might feel worse than, say, someone who got on with them really well. But instead of Jocelyn I just think of all the

  other people I’ve lost along the way. That’s the worst thing about funerals, the older you get, it’s the cumulative effect of grief. I’m not just thinking of Jocelyn now,

  I’m thinking of everyone else I know who’s died. After a while some tears do come, and the man next to me, who may or may not be a plastic surgeon and who may or may not be HIM, hands

  me a paper tissue.




  Which is when I notice his fingernails are filthy, and it makes me pity the people who may or may not be his patients. And confirms to me that it’s definitely not HIM. He had impeccable

  hygiene. In fact, I remember him saying, ‘Imperial Leather before penetration!’ as he guided me into his en suite.




  Or was that his way of saying I was smelly? Jesus! I’m getting offended fifteen years after the event. That must be something of a record, surely?




  I calm down.




  We listen to the eulogy. It’s typical Jocelyn – hardly based at all in reality. Then we listen to a song she recorded in the early nineties. Now that’s more her: loving

  the sound of her own voice, and inflicting her God-awful record on people who can’t escape. She has the perfect captive audience today, and we have to pretend to be enchanted by its rumbling

  salsa Eurotrash beat. The lyrics are hideously inappropriate for a funeral. I’m amazed the priest has sanctioned them.




  

    ‘Do me. Do me. Do me in Ibiza Old Town.’


  




  I see a few people are looking at their phones. I’m tempted to look at my own. Some people at the front, though, I notice are gyrating in time to the music. Others are practically wailing.

  At first I think, oh come on, it’s not that bad. But then I realize they’re crying because Jocelyn has gone, yet they can hear her voice, and they probably loved her, etc., and I

  feel chastened.




  And then, before I know it, the priest is doing the committal, and the curtains slowly travel to meet each other, and the coffin has vanished from view. Like the flats. Like our flats. And some

  doors behind the priest are opening and people are heading out into the sunshine. It takes forever to get outside. I recognize a few people from the telly, but no-one major. A girl from

  Hollyoaks who kept her sunglasses on for the whole service, and that TV chef that Jocelyn had the ill-advised fling with years back. At the back of the chapel is a garden of remembrance, and

  here the floral tributes to Jocelyn have been laid out along a path like roadkill. We all file past them, looking at them as if they’re going to grant us the meaning of life; we try to eke

  some wisdom out of the words, ‘RIP Jocelyn. We’ll miss you babe. Love all at Unbeweavable Hair & Beauty Salon.’




  I search again for her mum or Billy, or both. Then I feel someone nudging me. I turn. It’s Adam. I think he is going to hug me, and I go to hug him, but he’s motionless. His eyes are

  so bright. I don’t know if it’s just because the sun is so strong, or whether it’s because he’s been crying. Instead of hugging him, I just awkwardly rub his arms and then

  step back.




  ‘So sad,’ I say.




  He nods.




  ‘Such awful circumstances.’




  He nods. OK, so he’s like a frigging nodding dog. Help me out here, Adam. Say something. He doesn’t. So I do.




  ‘I went to the old flats before. They’ve been knocked down.’




  He nods.




  ‘Those nights she’d come over to see us, and we’d watch Hollywood movies on video and eat popcorn, and . . . the world was our oyster back then.’




  He nods again. But then he does say something. And he says it quite loudly. And I really wish he hadn’t.




  He says, ‘D’you think this has got anything to do with us?’




  A cold iron fist grips my heart. I find it hard to breathe.




  





  Liverpool, 1985




  ‘Eat your egg and chips, love. And we’ll see whose face pops up.’




  Nan had a habit of saying this to me during my evening meal. She had a set of dinner plates and each one featured a famous face from the Bible.




  ‘Can you see yet, love?’




  As I wiped up the runny yolk with one of my chips, a scarlet nose with blackened nostril was revealed. I knew these plates too well not to know which one I’d got. ‘I think it’s

  Jesus, Nan!’




  Nan grinned, lit up a cigarette, and immediately blew smoke lovingly my way. ‘Awww. God love the bones of him.’




  She said this a lot, my nan, about fellas on the telly, beggars on the street, and our Lord Saviour Jesus Christ. She also said it about Elvis, a framed photograph of whom was hanging over the

  fireplace like he was a member of our family. I had vague recollections of the day he died. I must’ve been about seven. It was the summer holidays, and I’d been swimming with Adam at

  the baths on Picton Road. I’d got back for my tea and found the curtains drawn and Nan crying at the table, a glass of something on ice in her hand. I thought something must’ve happened

  to my mum or dad, or one of the neighbours. But then she put ‘Love Me Tender’ on the record player and told me the world would never be the same again.




  ‘How was school?’




  ‘Yeah, it was all right. Mandy Matthews has had her fella’s name done as a tattoo on her thigh and her mum’s gone mental.’




  ‘I’m not surprised. She’s far too young to be courting.’




  Oh, I thought she’d have a problem with the tattoo. I should have known.




  ‘She’s fifteen, Nan,’ I pointed out. ‘Same as me.’




  ‘Exactly. She’s still a baby. How are your oven chips?’




  ‘Bit burnt.’




  ‘Sorry about that. I got a phone call, so I had to nip out.’




  It was a source of intense frustration for me that I was the only person I knew who didn’t have a phone in their house. A neighbour, Sue Overtheroad, took calls for my nan and called her

  over if it was urgent. The doorbell would go, and you’d hear Sue’s voice: ‘Nora? Phone!’ And off Nan would dash, dropping everything as if she’d been summoned to meet

  the Pope. And we were Church of England. Cigarettes were left burning in ashtrays, visiting friends were abandoned mid-sentence – and, in this case, oven chips were left to blacken in the

  Smeg.




  That was another source of embarrassment. Nan never called the oven the oven. She called it the Smeg. And round our way, Smeg was a really rude word. I’d not actually any idea what it

  meant, because it caused such fits of giggles, and I definitely didn’t want to appear naive or thick by questioning its definition, so I just laughed along, going, ‘I know. Smeg!

  What’s she like?!’ And to make matters worse, our oven wasn’t even a Smeg oven. They’d’ve been far too posh for the likes of us, but Nan had heard someone on the telly

  referring to her oven as her Smeg, and thought it was just a posh word for cooker.




  I’d lived with my nan for as long as I could remember. My mum had left when I was only a few months old, supposedly to start a new life in Australia with her ‘fancy piece’, but

  I’d never known whether to believe this or not. Maybe she just didn’t like the look of me. Or maybe Nan – my dad’s mum – interfered too much, and she’d had

  enough. There was no way I could ever find out. She’d just disappeared into the ether. My dad was away a lot. What we had to say, if anybody asked, was that he was working the oil rigs in the

  North Sea. But it was common knowledge round our way that in fact he was in and out of prison. I was always spared the details, and Nan would often talk about the perishing icy waters and how he

  was getting on. But I heard too much talk not to know otherwise. Plus there was always Adam. He knew all the local goss, because his mum ran the sweet shop. And if you worked in the sweet shop, you

  heard everything.




  Some nights I lay in bed, screwing my eyes so tight they hurt, trying to conjure up a memory of my mum. Many came, but I knew each one was an invention. A wisp of blonde curls, the smell of a

  fresh perfume, elegant piano fingers brushing the handle of my pram, all invented. Easier to remember was my dad: the handsome Jack the Lad who only looked like a kid himself. I recalled his

  dimples, his rockabilly quiff, held tight with shiny Brylcreem – a half-used tub still sat on the window ledge in the bathroom. Hands like baseball gloves. And the gentle rise and fall of his

  soft Liverpool lilt. I tried to picture him with my mum. I saw nothing.




  A new TV programme had recently started called Surprise Surprise. (Though Nan called it ‘Surprise surprise, Cilla’s still got a Liverpool accent’.) Before it

  aired, they ran adverts on the telly asking people to come forward if they wanted to trace members of their family they’d lost touch with. Before I could even open my mouth to say,

  ‘Hey, I could try and find my mum!’ Nan fixed me with a steely stare and said:




  ‘Don’t even think about it, Kathleen. She was a bad ’un, a wrong ’un. She’ll bring nothing but pain to your life, believe you me.’




  And then she switched over to All Creatures Great And Small. And laughed as the ancient vet who we were meant to think was young and swarthy got pulled around by a cow in a field of dung.

  All over again.




  ‘Have you got any homework tonight, love?’




  ‘English. But I said I’d go round to Adam’s to do it.’




  She could see I was wolfing the egg and chips down, desperate to get over there.




  ‘You’ve got yolk on your nose.’




  ‘Oh.’ I wiped it away with my sleeve. This often happened. My nose was, let’s just say, a bit on the big side. Some of the nastier kids said that when I stood in front of the

  sun, there was an eclipse. Others shouted, ‘Put your torches on, Kathleen’s walking down the street!’ I just tried to let it wash over me. But it was hard.




  ‘And anyway, you can’t go just yet. I’ve got you a lime mousse for your pudding.’




  Sometimes finishing Nan’s meals was like finishing a marathon. And by that I didn’t mean the chocolate bar.




  ‘Great.’




  I scraped up the last blobs of egg yolk with the less burnt chips I’d saved till the last – always save the best till last with food – revealing the familiar painting of Jesus

  looking quite confused on the cross, as well he might be. I jumped up to wash my dishes.




  ‘I’ll do that, love,’ Nan said kindly. It always worked. If I wanted her to wash up I just had to start it myself. If I didn’t offer, she’d be all, ‘Those

  plates won’t wash themselves, Kathleen.’




  ‘Get your lovely lime mousse out of the fridge. I’ll get Jesus clean. I got John the Baptist, look.’




  She pointed to the draining board, where her now clean plate was drying. It featured a man with a bubble perm coming out of what looked like a municipal swimming pool, but was probably a lake. I

  was never sure the artwork on Nan’s plates was really that good.




  I went to the fridge and yanked open the door, bending over to peer in. I saw no mousse. ‘There’s no mousse in here, Nan.’




  ‘There is. There on the top shelf.’




  I looked. On the top shelf sat a plastic holder with a grid on the front and green gunk behind it. I pulled it out. It had ‘Glade Homefresh’ emblazoned on the back of it.




  ‘Nan, this isn’t lime mousse. It’s lime-scented air freshener.’




  ‘Is it?’




  ‘Yeah.’




  ‘Oh God. That’ll teach me to go shopping without my specs on. I bet the fridge smells nice.’




  I sniffed. ‘Mm. Dead limey.’




  ‘Sure you can’t eat it?’




  ‘Positive, Nan.’




  And she made a disappointed sound. A bit like when she thought Prisoner: Cell Block H was on, but she’d got the wrong night.




  It was safe to say Nan was not the best cook in the world. Though that’s not to say that she never tried to be experimental. She did. I’ll never forget the night I came home from

  school and she announced we’d be having Pisa (she meant pizza): how she took great delight in theatrically drawing the grill pan out of the oven, only to reveal that not only had she grilled

  the frozen pizzas, but she’d left the plastic wrapping on as well.




  Today, however, the upside of not having any pudding meant I could get round to Adam’s quicker than I’m imagined. I threw a few school books in a plastic bag, along with my make-up

  bag, and went out.




  The street I grew up in felt like the longest street in the world. Stand at one end of Alderson Road and you could only just make out the other end. On hot days the horizon seemed to bubble away

  like a mirage. We lived at 357 and we were only halfway down, that’ll give you an idea of how long it was. Although the length made it feel, to me at least, extraordinary, it was undeniably

  very ordinary. Identikit red-brick terrace after red-brick terrace punctuated by religiously named streets, side alleys, the occasional more modern building where a bomb had dropped in the war; it

  was a street full of colour and noise. Walking along the pavements you could see into everyone’s front rooms, and almost touch them – a walk down Alderson Road was a treat for the

  senses. You smelt a different dinner every four paces, heard a different TV show too. The wallpaper and furniture flashed by like someone flicking a deck of cards, each one more garishly coloured

  than the last. Front doors were open with kids dashing in and out, phones rang, kettles whistled, voices rowed, voices laughed, babies cried and dogs whined and barked. It was the place that I

  called home.




  Our biggest claim to fame was that a few years previously Alderson Road had been featured in the TV series Boys from the Blackstuff, as they’d filmed an episode in one of the

  houses. A camera crew had moved in and the family who lived there, rumour had it, had been sent to live in the poshest hotel in Liverpool for a few weeks, the Adelphi. This had caused quite a bit

  of jealousy on the street. Nan had said, ‘Blimey, if they send you to live in the Adelphi they can film what they like in ours.’ But then when the series had come out and the episode

  had shown a family living below the breadline, Nan had claimed, ‘No wonder they didn’t want to film in our place. We’re a cut above.’ Even though we weren’t.




  I couldn’t wait to get round to Adam’s because he’d been saving for ages and ages and ages and had finally bought himself the Alison Moyet LP that had been in the charts for a

  looooong time but none of us thus far had been able to afford. We were going to lounge around on bean bags, just the two of us, doodling and chatting, and him giving me advice on my make-up while

  we listened to Alf.




  The other thing we were going to do, and he’d told me this earlier that day in Geography while Mrs Maneers was having an asthma attack, was he was going to unveil some Very Important News

  about this year’s nativity play. One thing that we did together, apart from being in the same class at school and being best mates, was we were both members of the local church choir. I know

  that doesn’t sound trendy or cool, and it wasn’t something we’d broadcast massively, but we enjoyed ourselves and treated it as one big excuse to have a laugh. We went to the

  local protestant church, St Thomas’s, which had a congregation of about three and a vicar, Mr English, who was on his last legs. If he took too long a pause in his sermon we always had to

  peer round to the pulpit just to check he hadn’t gone and died on us. The church itself was a few streets away from Alderson Road on some wasteland left over from the war – which the

  council were always trying to buy, but the church remained steadfast in its opposition. Even if the numbers in the choir outnumbered those in the pews. Sometimes I wanted to leave the choir, but I

  knew I would miss my Sundays spent with Adam. And besides, even though she rarely went to church herself, my nan would never have sanctioned it.




  Dorothy’s Sweet Shop sat on the corner of Alderson and Cardigan Road. Or as the locals called it, Cardy Road. Although it was called a sweet shop and sold a zillion old-fashioned sweets in

  row upon row of quaint Victorian jars, it was also a newsagent’s, and as such was open all the hours God sent.




  I pushed the door open. The shop was empty but for Adam’s mum Dorothy sat behind the counter, curlers in, engrossed in a well-thumbed copy of Flowers in the Attic, a half-chewed

  liquorice shoelace hanging from her mouth.




  ‘Hiya Dorothy!’ I called as I barged through to the back of the shop and the door that led up to Adam’s flat.




  ‘Hi Kathleen. How’s your nan?’




  ‘She’s great.’




  ‘Oh good.’ Dorothy sounded relieved, as if Nan’s life had been hanging in the balance, and even though I knew that Nan would, at some point today, have been into the shop to

  pick up a couple of pints of milk. And Dorothy, although conveying a keen interest in the welfare of my nan, hadn’t looked up from her book once. The hand that wasn’t holding her book

  reached up and adjusted her bra strap. She then looked like she’d remembered something important.




  ‘Hey. Kathleen,’ she said, like I’d just walked in and this was a new conversation.




  ‘What?’




  ‘Is your dad home again?’




  ‘No. Why?’




  ‘Oh. No reason.’




  But she looked like she did have a reason – why else would she say anything so bizarre? How could my dad be back? If he was back, he’d be home with me. And he wasn’t.




  ‘Why, Dorothy?’




  ‘Oh, something and nothing.’




  ‘Like what?’




  ‘Someone said they’d seen him on the wasteland the other day. I said it was probably just someone who looked like him.’




  I wished I could find someone who looked like my dad. That sounded kind of nice.




  ‘No. He’s not back.’




  Dorothy nodded. ‘Doppelganger, then.’




  What was she talking about German sausages for?




  ‘That book any good, Dorothy?’ I asked, trying to steer her away from her new-found fresh meat obsession.




  She slammed the book on the counter, like she was glad to be back on dry land, talking about something she was an expert on. ‘Oh, Kathleen, it’s incredible. It’s about these

  four kids locked up in an attic by their wicked grandmother.’




  ‘Realistic, then.’ The sarcasm in my voice was obvious.




  ‘Well. Between you, me and the gatepost . . . it’s only what they say goes on at 53 Cardy Road.’




  ‘Really?’




  ‘Oh, yeah. No-one’s seen the granddad for years. Rumour has it, her with the hatchet face keeps him locked up upstairs coz he’s gone doolally.’




  ‘D’you think it’s true?’




  ‘I hear moaning of a night sometimes. You know, I sleep something terrible, Kathleen. And if it’s a hot night and I’ve got the sash up, it’s amazing what I can hear in

  the early hours. Did you know we’ve got foxes living round here?’




  ‘Really?’




  ‘They cry. In the night. And they sound like dead babies.’




  ‘What do dead babies sound like?’




  ‘Foxes.’




  ‘But don’t dead . . . babies . . . or people . . . don’t they just . . . not make any noise?’ I was confused. As well I might be.




  ‘Well, you’d think, wouldn’t you?’ Dorothy looked like she was confused now. ‘But as I always say, Kathleen . . .’




  ‘Aha?’




  ‘It all goes on round here, I’m telling you.’




  And then she picked the book up again, licked her forefinger, flicked a page brusquely and carried on reading. Which I took to be her way of saying this conversation was over.




  Nan said Dorothy’s gossip was always right. Could Dad really be out of prison? No. No way. Like she said, it was someone who looked like him. But were that family on Cardy Road keeping

  their granddad locked up in the attic because he’d lost the plot? How would they benefit from this?




  Nan often said I was prone to flights of fancy. I struggled, usually, to understand what this meant. But as I left the shop and climbed the narrow staircase to the flat above, I wound myself up

  into a dramatic frenzy that less than twenty feet away from us, a man was being held hostage against his will. Oh my giddy aunt! What if it was my dad?! The thought was too much to bear. By

  the time I hit the top step I practically kicked the door in and stumbled into the flat, screaming, ‘Oh my God I can’t breathe I’m so SCARED!’




  Only to discover that Adam wasn’t on his own.




  I really did think that I’d fall into the kitchen and have Adam rush to my rescue, wondering what on earth was wrong. He would hold me up as I staggered to the nearest chair as I gasped

  for breath and explained that a major international crime was being committed under our very noses. He would mop my fevered brow, pour me a medicinal Vimto and debate with me whether we needed to

  phone the police or not, or stage a rescue bid, before deciding against it and agreeing that there was probably a very good reason to keep someone locked up in an attic and that, weighing

  everything up, we probably weren’t at risk of being kidnapped by this nameless family and fed to him in bite-size chunks.




  But none of this happened, because Adam wasn’t alone. He was with Jocelyn.




  ‘Conky! What’s the matter?’ she gasped, her hands out-splayed on the table as Adam painted her nails a garish shade of green.




  I recovered well. I didn’t know Jocelyn well enough to be overly dramatic in front of her. I also didn’t like her calling me Conky. It was my nickname at school, short for Concorde,

  because of my stupidly big nose. Adam called me it sometimes, forgetting it hurt me, and she’d picked up on it. I was sure she didn’t mean anything nasty by it, but it still stung all

  the same. I guessed it was one of those nicknames that just tripped off the tongue once you’d said it a few times. Conky. It could sound quite sweet, if you didn’t know what it

  meant.




  ‘Oh . . . nothing,’ I said, hoisting myself to my feet by gripping the wall, as if I’d not said my previous sentence. Crisis? What crisis?!




  Adam and Jocelyn looked at me, bewildered. Adam cocked his head towards a spare seat at the kitchen table, and I quietly slid into it. I knew I was in for a disappointing night. Ever since

  Jocelyn had moved to the area, Adam had only had eyes for her.




  ‘Adam’s doing my nails,’ Jocelyn pointed out, as if I was stupid and had never seen nail varnish applied before.




  ‘Yeah, I can see that.’ And I have to admit, I didn’t sound that impressed when I said it. But I couldn’t help it. Like Nan often said, I always wore my heart on my

  sleeve. If I sounded surly, it’s because that’s how Jocelyn made me feel.




  Adam and I had been best friends since our first day of nursery together. He’d pushed me off the rocking horse and made me hold his clackers for him while he had a ride. And for some

  reason, I thought he was great. I followed him round like a doe-eyed fan, and that pattern had pretty much continued to this day. I had high hopes that one day he’d ask me out. He was the

  perfect boy really, and so unlike all the others in our school. He could dance, he knew all the words to Madonna’s Like a Virgin album and he was really good at helping you choose

  accessories to go with your clothes. And, as he was demonstrating tonight, he was really good at applying your make-up and nail varnish for you.




  What more could a girl want?




  Well. Sex, according to Melinda McCorrigan in our class. She was the most ‘experienced’ girl in our school because she reckoned she’d done it loads of times in her mum’s

  back bedroom now she was working nights at the petrol station. Whether I actually believed her was another thing, as her descriptions seemed wildly exaggerated. (‘When he came it was like

  Mount Vesuvius erupting. It drenched the back yard coz I’d left the window open. The gnomes looked like they’d had wax poured on them.’ And ‘It was so big, when I climbed on

  board my topknot kept hitting the ceiling.’)




  That kind of thing didn’t appeal to me. Firstly, I’d never be able to get away with having a lad back to the house, never mind in my bedroom, or my nan’s back bedroom, because

  if ever anyone came round she would police the visit like a royal bodyguard with sniffer dogs. And secondly, I had decided that I wasn’t going to have sex until I was married. I just

  didn’t like the sound of it. I couldn’t bear the idea of passing wind in front of a lad, never mind showing him my downstairs doodahs. It filled me with horror. And it’s what the

  Bible preached, according to our vicar, so what was wrong with waiting a wee while?




  Another reason Adam seemed like ideal boyfriend material to me was that he had never made any physical advances towards me. All the lads at school would try and have a quick grope in the dinner

  queue, pretending they were reaching out for a tray or some cutlery, but Adam just wasn’t like that. See what I mean? Perfect.




  And he had a really high descant voice when he was singing in the choir.




  I mean, a lot of the lads at school called him a fruit, and a queg, and a bum bandit and a turd burglar. But I just reckoned they were jealous because he had so many girl friends. He

  couldn’t be any of those things. Why else would he have had posters of a near-naked Madonna all over his bedroom walls?




  Some people were so stupid.




  If I’m honest, the only reason I really joined the church choir was because he was in it. He loved the drama of it. As the choir was so small he loved being an outspoken, lone male voice

  in it, and he bossed the vicar about something rotten. I found him very funny, and clever, and he brought me out of my shell more than anyone else did. I could be prone to being quiet, but he

  inspired in me a confidence to be a bit bolder than I would usually. I thought the world of him, and he did me. That is, until Jocelyn arrived on the scene.




  Jocelyn’s family had moved to Alderson Road a few months previously from the Wirral, where Jocelyn and her sisters still went to school. Nan instantly took against them, as she remembered

  Jocelyn’s mum from when she’d lived here years back. At first I just put that down to racism: we were a very white street, and people were so scared of anything ‘different’.

  Jocelyn seemed nice, and stylish. She always had the latest fashions, really nice trainers. But Nan scoffed.




  ‘Her mum probably nicked them. Single-parent family, see?’ she said one day when we had Adam over for his tea. (Gammon and peas, with a fried egg on top. No chips.)




  ‘But we’re a single-parent family,’ I argued.




  ‘Your poor mother had a breakdown,’ she groaned, like the memory stung her. It was the excuse she rattled out whenever we had company. Even though she must have known that Adam was

  more than aware of the truth. ‘Her slut of a mother couldn’t keep a man if she was covered in bastard superglue. Oh, and now she’s made me swear. Honestly. You keep away from

  them. The McKenzies are trouble. And their name’s Scotch. Even worse.’




  Which made me want to hang out with her even more.




  ‘Her mum works four jobs, you know, Nora,’ Adam pointed out. He was the only person under eighteen who could get away with calling my nan by her first name. Honestly, he could charm

  the birds from the trees.




  ‘Doing what?’ I enquired.




  ‘Cleaning a bank before breakfast. Then she’s a nurse up the hospital. Then she cleans someone’s house of an evening. And then she has a small business on the side.’




  ‘Bloody hell!’ I said. ‘She’s a grafter.’




  ‘She’s on the make. And don’t swear!’ Nan snarled. ‘You don’t know half the things her mam got up to when she used to live round here. I was glad to see the

  back of her. No man was safe. Wanting to dip their biscuit in the chocolate pot.’




  Adam and I looked quickly to each other, then away, trying hard not to laugh.




  Jocelyn was an enigma on the street as she didn’t go to the local school like me and Adam, having instead to catch several buses to go over the Mersey to a private school on the Wirral

  every day, which we thought was the height of sophistication.




  ‘Don’t you find that Jocelyn a bit snooty?’ Nan continued.




  ‘No, she’s dead nice, Nora,’ Adam argued. ‘It’s her adenoids.’




  ‘We’ve all got adenoids, Adam. It’s just some of us like to keep it quiet.’




  Nan had a point. Jocelyn did seem to look down her nose at everyone, though Dorothy had suggested this could be an indicator of having an adenoid problem. Apparently if you had one of those you

  had to hold your head back all the time, which gave the impression that you were standoffish and literally looking down your nose at everyone. None of us had had the nerve to ask Jocelyn if it was

  true, though she did always sound like she had a cold coming.




  Anyway. Here we were: in Adam’s kitchen, above the sweet shop. And he was applying varnish to Jocelyn’s nails.




  ‘Adam’s got some news,’ Jocelyn said, lifting one hand to her mouth and blowing on it. I looked to Adam, who wriggled in his seat, beaming with pride.




  ‘About the nativity play?’ I said, trying to show off to Jocelyn that I was already kind of in on the goss. Adam nodded, and I felt a pang of jealousy that Jocelyn already seemed to

  know what the announcement was.




  ‘I’ve written it. It’s amazing. And I showed it to Mr English, and he’s greenlit the production.’




  ‘So proud of you, Bubaloo!’ cried Jocelyn, in a voice that made her sound like she was in pain. ‘High five for Adam!’ And they high-fived.




  Adam had shown an interest in being literary for a while now. He loved writing essays in English lessons, the more outrageous the better, and he’d won the school poetry competition with

  his (to my mind incomprehensible) poem about Greenham Common. I knew he’d been working hard for the last few weeks refining his new masterpiece How Far Is It to Bethlehem? and I knew

  he hoped to stage the play during the Christmas service next month. I was also rather hopeful that he’d cast me and him as Mary and Joseph; he’d hinted as much a few weeks ago, during a

  mooch round the shops in town one Saturday. He’d even suggested asking to borrow the baby from the family who lived next door to him, to play Baby Jesus.




  ‘Who’s playing Mary?’ I asked, a little too desperately.




  ‘I’m going to hold auditions,’ he replied – which wasn’t the answer I was expecting.




  ‘That seems fair,’ Jocelyn butted in. ‘I mean, if you want it to be good, you may as well get the best person for the job. Is it a singing part?’




  Adam nodded. ‘It’s a musical. That’s why it’s taken me so long to write.’




  ‘Fuck. How long did it take?’




  I didn’t like it when Jocelyn used the ‘f’ word. Nan said it was unladylike.




  ‘Three and a half weeks.’




  ‘That’s so long!’ I gasped.




  ‘I know.’




  This was the first time Adam had mentioned he’d written the nativity as a musical. No wonder it had taken him so long to create. In that moment, my hope disappeared faster than a Wagon

  Wheel from my nan’s biscuit tin.




  You see, the thing with Jocelyn was – and everyone agreed on it – she was an exceptionally gifted singer. Well, I say everyone. Her voice was a bit Shakin’ Stevens for me. Not

  that she sounded like him; it’s just that whenever she belted it out, she did that shaking thing with her voice. She called it ‘vibrato’ and said it was an established singing

  style. I just thought it sounded like she was really straining on the toilet. Adam thought it made her sound like Mahalia Jackson, but I didn’t know who that was. (Maybe Michael

  Jackson’s mum?) I also thought it ruined the sound of our modest church choir, as her voice drowned out the rest of us put together. I was fair to middling and could certainly hold a tune,

  but as Adam often complained, my voice was wafer-thin. And next to Jocelyn, I just looked like I was miming.




  ‘Are there any non-singing parts?’ I ventured.




  ‘Yeah.’ He sounded enthusiastic. ‘Abigail-Jade’s mum, and the Archangel Gabriel.’




  Jocelyn smiled encouragingly. ‘And Kathleen, they’ve both got really big noses.’




  I had that sinking feeling that this was going to be a long night. Why did Jocelyn have to spoil everything?




  To cheer myself up, and feel like I was somewhat in the driving seat, I changed the subject: ‘So are we going to listen to Alf?’




  ‘We listened a bit before you got here,’ said Jocelyn, like I was an inconvenience, and that was the end of it. And I wanted to say, ‘Oh, really? And tell me, Jocelyn. Has your

  mum had any odd phone messages recently?’




  It was a matter of great excitement that Adam had recently discovered that Jocelyn’s mum had a thing in their house called an answering machine. Basically it meant that if she wasn’t

  in when people phoned up, the machine would answer on her behalf and record any message that someone cared to leave. Then when she got in, she could listen to the messages and act accordingly.

  Bearing in mind my house didn’t even have a phone in it, Adam and I thought this was hilariously space-age. Jocelyn’s mum’s ‘small business on the side’ was working as

  a saleswoman for a teasmade company, which is why she had to have the answering machine while she was out doing her other jobs. But unbeknownst to Jocelyn, Adam and I would often go to the phone

  box when we knew there was nobody in the house, and call and leave funny messages on the machine.




  First up you’d hear Jocelyn’s mum’s voice saying – in her hilarious Sierra-Leone-meets-Liverpool accent – ‘Hello. This is Wavertree Teasmades. We are not

  here right now. Please leave a short message after the tone.’




  And then she must have been looking for the right button to press, because there was a silence; then you heard her going, ‘Where is it?’ And then you heard the beep. And

  I’d leave messages like:




  ‘Oh hello, Mrs McKenzie? I’d like to order three million teasmades. Please can you send them to Queen Elizabeth the Second at Buckingham Palace? There’s a

  love.’




  We called them ‘anonies’, short for anonymous messages. We also left ones like:




  ‘Does your teasmade make coffee?’




  Or – our particular favourite, even though it had nothing to do with the making of tea:




  ‘Is Mr Wall there? Mrs Wall? Any Walls? Well, how does your bloody house stand up, then?’




  And each time, we would slam the phone down and wet ourselves with uproarious laughter.




  But I couldn’t say that to Jocelyn right now. It would betray a secret Adam and I had kept. And I liked that we had secrets from her. It made me feel more special to him than her. Even if

  at times, like now, I didn’t feel I really was.




  ‘Anyway,’ Jocelyn continued, ‘I wanna hear more about this lad. What was his name? Mark?’




  I felt myself blush.




  ‘Mark Reynolds,’ says Adam.




  WHAT?!?! Why? Why had he told her about Mark? MY Mark?




  Oh, but wait. She was taking an interest. He’d told her there was this lad at school that I fancied, and he’d been really sweet about it, and now they were going to be encouraging

  and lovely, and I’d misjudged her. I smiled, and was about to say, ‘Oh, he’s a dreamboat,’ even though I knew you weren’t supposed to use words like dreamboat these

  days – but before I could even open my mouth, Jocelyn was continuing.




  ‘It’s so sweet you fancy him.’




  And she said it in such a patronizing way.




  ‘Oh, I know he’s really out of my league. And he wouldn’t look at me twice.’




  ‘Ah, don’t say that, Conky.’




  Conky. There it was again.




  ‘Adam says it’s quite sweet, the way he talks to you.’




  ‘What, like I don’t deserve it?’




  ‘No!’ snapped Adam, ‘Like he likes you. Like he fancies you. You’ve gotta start believing that lads’ll fancy you.’




  ‘And trust me, Kitty Kat –’ if there was one thing that could annoy me more than Jocelyn calling me Conky, it was Jocelyn calling me Kitty Kat – ‘some guys like a

  big conk.’




  I felt like hitting her.




  I didn’t want her talking about Mark. Mark was my business, not hers. My crush, no-one else’s. Part of me was annoyed that Adam had been discussing him with her, but another part was

  flattered that they found me interesting enough to talk about behind my back.




  Mark was . . . well, I couldn’t think of any other word for it. A complete dreamboat.




  I knew that word made me sound like I was about ninety, or that this was the Fifties and I was wearing bobby socks, and not the bang-on-trendy Eighties and my up-to-the-minute leg warmers. OK,

  they were leg warmers that my nan had knitted me, but they were leg warmers all the same.




  And I’d done my hair in a side ponytail like Adam had advised. He said that with that flapping about at the side of my face, it would draw attention away from my nose. I could see the

  sense in that, though any sudden movements meant I whipped myself with said ponytail.




  I said the word again in my head: dreamboat. It was a word my nan often used, though admittedly in her case she mostly used it about Elvis Presley. And sometimes Cliff Richard. Or, as she

  called him, Cliff Richards.




  I knew using that word made me sound like a sap. But I liked it, and I could think of none better. And if it sounded slushy, then so be it. That’s how Mark Reynolds made me feel.




  Mark wasn’t in our class, he was in the year above; but I knew his timetable off by heart, and every crossover time between lessons was spent going the long way round to try and catch a

  glimpse of him on his route between classrooms. That was on a good day. The bad days were when I searched in vain and then discovered that he was off sick, or bunking off. I usually discovered this

  via my spy in his class, my cousin Carmelita Isabella, whose mum, my aunty Pam, had a bit of a Spanish theme going on in her life. She’d done up her semi in Wavertree Garden Suburb like a

  Spanish villa, and had given her kids Spanishy names. As well as Carmelita, she had a son called Paolo. He preferred to be called Paul, but that was lads for you.




  Anyway, Carmelita was aware of my obsession and was very quick to whisper, every time she approached, ‘He’s on his way!’ or ‘Bad news. He’s off sick!’, which

  could bring a black cloud to the rest of my day. Adam was the perfect partner for these ‘let’s bump into Mark’ adventures, and he always seemed to get just as excited as me.

  Heaven knew why.




  Mark might only have been sixteen, but he seemed to be all man. He shaved, he walked with the swagger of a cowboy, and he had LOVE and HATE biro’d on his knuckles, freshly applied each

  day. He had a dusting of freckles over his nose and cheeks, green eyes and hair the colour of gravy. Ah, Bisto! It was styled in the perfect wedge, that went up and down in length, depending on the

  time of the month. Oh, it wasn’t to do with some sort of male menstrual cycle; it’s just he seemed to get it cut near the beginning of each month, which is when his ears would stick out

  like taxi doors, but as the wedge descended it at first tickled, then more or less covered them, and I loved trying to second-guess when he’d next be going back to the barber’s.

  Carmelita Isabella had found out that he favoured Bracey’s Barber’s on Smithdown Road, and so I always took a detour if I was anywhere near there of a weekend, but thus far I had never

  seen him in one of their adjustable chairs.




  ‘There is always the chance that your Carmelita’s full of shite,’ Adam pointed out, whenever he accompanied me.




  There was that. But I didn’t quite believe it.




  What Mark might ever see in me, I didn’t know. In fact, I couldn’t in a million years imagine him fancying me. But Adam said it wasn’t out of the question, so we needed to keep

  up our surveillance. So hope beat eternal in this young girl’s heart. And some!




  Ideally I would have liked a combination boyfriend. The looks of Mark, and the personality of Adam. Because – I had to be honest – I didn’t really know what Mark’s

  personality was like. He’d not really spoken to me that much. And even though Carmelita assured me he ‘wasn’t a knob, like some lads’, I hadn’t really had experience

  of that first-hand.




  Because he was in fifth form, I knew he’d been at school all the time that I’d been there, but I couldn’t remember any bolt-from-the-blue lightning flash happening the first

  time I saw him. But I’d never forgotten the first time he’d spoken to me.
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