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  WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT

  VOICES OF ANGELS

  “Out of this world. Touching. Magical. Voices of Angels whisks readers into a mystical gift. Unwrap it and watch your universe ignite.”

  Keidi Keating, author of The Light featuring Marci Shimoff from The Secret.

  “Take a fascinating journey with Lizzie and her angel...lose yourself in this magical tale as I did myself...I loved it.”

  Jacky Newcomb, Sunday Times Best Selling author of An Angel Saved My Life

  ‘Voices of Angels takes the spiritual and angelic to the young masses, dolls it up, spins it in the familiar and gives it full on sexy guts. A mesmerizing story that is well written and addictive. A fantastic first novel.”

  Alice Grist, Author and Publisher

  “I’ve read hundreds of books over the years, so it takes a lot for me to sit up and take notice. But I loved this so much, I stayed up late into the night reading it. The story moved along at a cracking pace and it just got better and better. Not many writers can pull off such a feat, least of all first-time authors. This was impressive.”

  Stephanie Hale, founder of RichWriterPoorWriter.com

  “Voices of Angels is a real page-turner that effortlessly captures the sensual, transforming secrets of first love.”

  Alison Bond, author of How To Be Famous, The Truth About Ruby Valentine and A Reluctant Cinderella

  “When coming of age everything hurts more, means more and promises more. In this immaculately crafted novel, brimming with real wisdom – Hannah’s ability to capture the depth of the passionate highs and lows of the teenage years is beyond good. It’s magical. I had tears streaming down my face by the end. It’s just delicious. As soon as it comes out, I’ll be giving to everyone I know – not just teenagers!”

  Dr Joanna Martin, Founder of Shift Lifestyle, international speaker and author of The Lifestyle Shift
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  ‘Baby, you’re a firework

  Come on let your colors burst’

  - Katy Perry

  


  “I know I got angels watchin’ me from the other side.”

  - Kanye West
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  Chapter One

  ‘Infinity.’

  ‘What?’

  ‘Lizzie, I asked you what the meaning of infinity was. The answer is not ‘what’’.

  The class sniggered.

  Mrs Froust pushed an impatient hand through her hair. ‘What’s wrong with you today?’

  What’s wrong? Lizzie thought. What’s wrong?

  What’s wrong was the thing above her teacher’s head. It had appeared from nowhere. One moment the day was like any other and the next Lizzie had looked up and all the breath left her body in one big whoosh. Why? Because an ominous dark shadow the shape of a crow’s wing hung above Mrs Froust’s hair and Lizzie had no idea what it was. Goose bumps scuttled up her arms. There was something so unworldly to it. As though the skin to this world had been pierced and this thing thrust through it.

  Mrs Froust frowned. ‘Speak up, I can’t hear you.’

  Dear God. Had she spoken out loud? Lizzie never spoke in class, not since the first day of term when she said her name and got it wrong so everyone had laughed at her. She swallowed but it didn’t help. The words reared up like a stallion, as if they had an untameable spirit all of their own.

  ‘You have a black mark above your head.’

  Mrs Froust touched the air above her head, as if playing an invisible piano. There was nothing there so she let her hand drop to her side. It hung limply.

  Inky and yet see-through, shapeless and yet tangible. It reminded Lizzie of the shadow a cloud makes on the pavement.

  Never had she seen such a thing before.

  Never.

  From the back of class she heard someone filing their nails. She didn’t need to turn round to know who it was.

  ‘I know what infinity means.’

  ‘Yes, Belinda?’ Mrs Froust said warily.

  ‘Infinity means to continue with no end.’

  Lizzie peeked behind her. Bee sat in a cloud of caramel and honey-colored locks at the back of class with a nail file in one hand and the open textbook in the other.

  ‘Well answered.’ Mrs Froust smiled thinly at Bee. ‘But I was actually speaking to Lizzie. So? What does it mean?’

  Lizzie gulped. ‘I… I don’t know.’

  Mrs Froust raised her eyebrows. ‘You surprise me, Lizzie. Surely a girl like you so interested in astronomy would know the answer to such a simple question?’

  Prickles of sweat formed between Lizzie’s shoulder blades. Too late, she realized that Mrs Froust had been asking about infinity and not about the black mark. She had a sudden sharp yearning for a wormhole to take her far away from here. As she mumbled something incoherent in reply, she blushed bright red when she caught Nathan Parks’ cool gaze. She had been staring at it.

  The rest of the class looked from Lizzie to Mrs Froust and back to her again. Lizzie gulped and the black mark fizzed momentarily, like a dying light bulb.

  There was a deafening silence until Bee chirped up. ‘I think Lizzie is seeing things because I can’t see it.’ She gazed around her, inviting the others to answer. ‘Can anyone else?’

  One by one her classmates shook their heads. As far as their faces revealed, there was nothing extraordinary about Mrs Froust today. She was dressed in her normal overly-colorful clothes with her auburn hair sat loose on her shoulders and bracelets jangling on her wrists. In a different life she could have been a folk singer.

  There was no black mark.

  Bee opened her mouth to speak again but was cut off.

  ‘Enough of this nonsense,’ Mrs Froust snapped. ‘Everyone turn to page 111.’

  For once, Lizzie was glad of her thick mane of hair as she tucked it around her ears. It didn’t matter though; she still felt the curious eyes of her classmates boring into her back. She ended up staring so hard at the textbook she actually couldn’t see anything at all.

  Three, two, one. She counted the minutes until the classroom bell rang, then slammed her maths book shut and flung it into her bag, deliberately keeping her eyes downward as the rest of class filed out.

  She smelled, rather than saw her. The sweet tang of mint chewing gum mingled with drizzled honey.

  ‘Are you seeing things, Frizzo?’ Bee leant over her desk, splaying her filed finger-nails like a fan. Her blue eyes were full of bemusement. ‘What do you think, Nath?’

  Lizzie looked up. With tousled blond hair, a chiselled jaw and a body he’d sculpted into angelic perfection, Nathan stood in front of her desk.

  ‘Well, I suppose anything’s better than looking in a mirror.’

  Lizzie opened her mouth to retort but nothing came out. It never did.

  Bee snorted. ‘Frizzo can’t help looking the way she does. She was born with a face like that.’ She cackled as she thrust her bag into Nathan’s arms. ‘Here. Carry this for me.’

  Nathan slung Bee’s bag over his right shoulder and wrapped his other arm around Bee. As they left the room arm in arm, Lizzie cradled her own arms around herself for warmth.

  She shivered anyway.

  Because it was still there. Like crow’s wings. Flapping in the still dank air of the classroom. It moved when Mrs Froust moved. It stilled when Mrs Froust stilled. In its own unique way, it was beautiful. In the way that stark, empty deserts were beautiful.

  It was beautiful but it was also menacing.

  And for someone who had never been afraid of the dark, it scared her.

  It scared her a lot.


  Chapter Two

  Thank God maths class meant the end of the day.

  The red double-decker bus sat outside the school gates, swelling in size as her classmates boarded. She took one look and turned the other way, picking her way through disused back streets. A painful knot sat in her stomach, like gut-ache, and stayed like this until she turned into the cul-de-sac and spotted Joopy’s face waiting for her in the bay window of number thirty-four.

  He barked excitedly as she fumbled with the door-key.

  ‘Joopy!’ He bounded up and pressed his paws against her thighs. ‘Calm down, silly.’

  Nevertheless, she took his paws into her hands and held them tightly. She’d had Joopy since she was four years old and she loved him in a way that made her heart hurt. He was a marmalade colored crossbred mongrel, and his eyes were squinty. But who cared? She loved him. And he loved her.

  The narrow hallway smelt of lavender air freshener and Lizzie tried not to choke. She kicked off her shoes and raced upstairs to her room. Then ignoring all the clothes her mum had bought her in the past year, she got dressed in a pair of dark combat trousers and a loose fitting black T-shirt that she’d bought herself from Camden market. She shoved her feet into a pair of grubby trainers and wrote a curt note for her mum saying she’d be back for dinner.

  Joopy hovered by the front door with an expectant look on his face. The skies were bruised with a brewing storm.

  She grabbed his lead. ‘C‘mon then!’

  The pair of them stepped out of the door. She took a sidelong glance at the adjoining semi-detached house. The lights were off and she let go of the breath she’d been holding.

  Of all the neighbours to have.

  ‘Let’s go, Joops.’

  She’d only found the graveyard by accident a few months ago and since then she’d been drawn back at least twice a week. The day Joopy found it had been gray but it was strange how the graveyard had actually added color to her life. Joopy had sneaked down the side street and wormed his way through the hole in the fence. When he barked in excitement she thought he must have found a bone or something. In a sense, he had found bones. Lots of them. But bones of a different kind.

  It was a proper, old-fashioned graveyard, not one of those modern manicured cemeteries with polished tombstones and fake flowers. Milton Graveyard was straight out of a gothic movie with dark grey gravestones standing up at odd,perpendicular angles, and dewy tentacles of ivy clawing their way over the inscriptions. Moss covered broken statues completed the scene.

  There was something eerie and yet compelling about it.

  It held some kind of spell over her. One of London’s many forgotten corners, she’d never seen another soul here and even though it was dark and creepy, she felt at home here in a way she never felt at home in her real home. She didn’t feel quite so compressed.

  The narrow path was overgrown with thick ivy. She wound her way past the neglected gravestones, past elaborate gothic tombs, past statues of resting lions guarding their owner’s graves, to the heart of the cemetery. A clearing. It smelt clean and pure.

  ‘Hello,’ she murmured and felt the tension drain off her. ‘I’m back.’

  The marble statue stood in a grass circle all of its own. This clearing was one of the few places where the sun could penetrate the vines and actually make its journey all the way down to earth. She felt safe here. Protected. She finally felt the knot unravel and disappear.

  ‘My angel.’ She whispered and pressed her cheek against the base of his wing.

  He must have been about six foot tall and was cool to the touch. She reached upward and lightly stroked the tips of her fingers across his face. How many times had she done this? She had memorized every groove: the full lower lip, the hollows in his cheeks, the high curve of his cheekbones and then the deep sockets of his eyes. Although he was just a statue, she always had the feeling he was looking at her. He had eyes that could see straight into her soul.

  This was why she came back here, especially when she felt down. He felt like her angel. As if he could take away all her pain and hurt. As if he could take away the jibes and the comments. When she was around him, it didn’t matter so much that she was different and didn’t fit in.

  And for an angel, he sure was good looking.

  Were angels supposed to be sexy? She smothered a smile. Surely angels were supposed to be angelic? With blond hair and serene faces? Even Nathan Parks looked more like an angel than this one. This angel was a different breed. It was as if he couldn’t quite believe he was an angel at all. Maybe he’d really wanted to be something more rebellious, something wilder, something dangerous. And as such there was a sense of pain about him. Somebody in the wrong skin.

  He reminded Lizzie of herself.

  It was crazy to have a crush on a statue. Crazy. But at least the statue couldn’t hurt her.

  And then she remembered. The image of Mrs Froust’s black mark popped back into her mind. Clear and stark, as if she could see it now. She shuddered.

  ‘What was it?’ she whispered.

  It wasn’t as if she expected an answer. But it felt good to talk to someone. It wasn’t like she could tell mum. No way. That’s why she came here, time and time again, because the angel was the only person who understood her. Apart from Joopy, of course. But he didn’t count.

  ‘What does it mean?’

  She listened for anything other than the leaves on the breeze and the distant sound of traffic. Nothing came. The statue felt cool and lifeless. So she didn’t even articulate the next question. The question that fascinated her the most: What happens after you die?

  Was there anything?

  The wind sifted through the trees with a loud murmur and if there was an answer, it drifted away through the branches like a ghost. Thunder cracked suddenly and the skies opened. She stepped back tilting her face upward as she did.

  Lizzie had always loved thunderstorms.

  She didn’t even flinch when lightening splintered the clouds.

  ‘Bye,’ she whispered and touched the angel’s face once more, letting her fingers linger on his lips, before reluctantly pulling away.

  She wanted to walk away without seeing it. Just for once. But it caught her eye anyway. The dull grey slab of a tombstone that the angel had guarded for over a hundred years. Rain sloshed down it making the inscription even less legible. She licked her lips and looked at it briefly. She knew why it got under her skin. Of course it would. The girl had the same name as her, Elizabeth and she’d died aged fifteen. The same age as Lizzie was now. She stared at the gravestone for a long, hard time even though her clothes clung to her and the skies raged overhead.

  Was there anything after you died?

  Or nothing.


  Chapter Three

  ‘Elizabeth, I have some terrible news for you.’

  Lizzie’s mum stood by the counter and waited for the kettle to boil. It was exactly seven days after she’d first seen the black mark above Mrs Froust’s head. Rather than disappearing, like she’d hoped, it had grown stronger and more intense each passing day.

  ‘What?’ Mum had last looked like this when Mars, her rabbit, had died of myxomatosis. ‘Is it Granny?’

  Her grandmother lived alone in a foreign country and was apparently, a little bit mad. Every so often she sent random gifts. The last one had been that Mexican face mask that Lizzie had hung up on the wall in the lounge – much to mum’s annoyance.

  Her mum, dressed in a high-collared cream blouse and a knee-length black skirt, took one of the plain pine chairs and smoothed the surface of the table with her pearly nails. She shook her head and frowned.

  ‘What then?’ Lizzie grabbed a slice of toast and bit into it.

  Mum nodded toward the back door. ‘Susie has just popped round.’

  Susie was mum’s best friend. She also happened to be Bee’s mum. They lived next door. Of all the neighbours to have.

  What had Bee done now?

  ‘It’s Mrs Froust.’

  Lizzie’s throat tightened.

  ‘Lizzie, I’m sorry.’ Her mum paused. ‘She’s dead.’

  The toast assumed a lumpy texture, dry, wooden, like sawdust. She swallowed.

  ‘How?’

  She had nearly told mum about the black mark the other night. But the words wouldn’t come out right and then mum had told her off for mumbling so she’d ended up talking about normal stuff instead. That was all they ever talked about anyway.

  ‘Apparently she got hit by a double decker bus outside the Angel tube. The bus pulled out and hit her.’

  ‘A bus?’

  Mum grimaced. ‘It was quick, thankfully. I’ve made a pot of sweet tea. Here, drink some.’

  She handed Lizzie her favourite mug, even though they had argued about throwing it away for ages because it was chipped and might carry germs. Lizzie lifted it to her lips and blew across the tan liquid. Through the steam she saw a hazy vision of her teacher splattered on the road in a pool of dark red blood. She blinked and the image disappeared.

  ‘I’m running late for work.’ Mum’s eyes fell on the stainless-steel clock. ‘I’ve got an important meeting today.’

  Mum worked long, erratic hours as regional sales director for a chain of boutique clothes shops in southwest London. Lizzie couldn’t remember a time when mum hadn’t loved her job. She must do because she brought it home with her every night. Working in fashion also meant she got discounts on all the designer clothes. Lizzie had got used to getting these clothes for her birthday. Clothes that always seemed to look better on other girls than her.

  ‘You’ll be ok, Liz?’

  She nodded faintly.

  Mum linked and unlinked her fingers and then stood up. With a small nod in Lizzie’s direction, she gathered her leather purse and car keys off the table and made her way down the hallway to the front door.

  It was still too early for school and Lizzie might have sat there indefinitely if not for Joopy. He scratched at the back door and she leapt up, tugged the door open to let him in and pulled the dog into her arms. She sunk her face into his fur.

  ‘Dead?’

  The kitchen seemed to shrink, so with Joopy clutched in her arms, she stepped outside and took a big gulp of air.

  The back garden was mum’s pride and joy. A neatly mowed lawn surrounded on three sides by flower beds arranged with a carefully coordinated color scheme. She spent hours out here on the weekends making sure everything looked in its place. There was something so quaintly English about it all.

  The skies started to drizzle.

  Lizzie hated drizzle. Why couldn’t it just rain properly? She longed for hard rain. Dramatic rain that ripped through the lining of the sky. Rain that stung. Rain that hurt. Drizzle wasn’t rain, it was just damp air that made her hair frizz even worse than it already did.

  She ducked inside the greenhouse. This was her second favourite place in the world. Hidden from view of the Buckingham’s house next door, and overhung by the ghostly branches of their silver birch tree, the greenhouse had a hushed, furtive feel about it and she often escaped in here. Sometimes she even slipped inside the glass walls in the middle of the night when everyone else but her was asleep. Those were the best times. There was something so forbidden about it. So secretive.

  Inside it was humid, musky smelling, ripe with the scent of plump tomatoes. It was the one place in the garden her mum could not tame. Lizzie felt far more at home in here amongst the wild tangle of untidy vines than she ever did inside the obsessively tidy house.

  She picked one of the tomatoes. It even smelt homegrown. She popped it in her mouth and it exploded with a burst of flavour.

  Mrs Froust was dead!

  The thought sent shudders through her body and for a moment she sat doubled over. It was almost as if the bus had hit her, and not Mrs Froust. Joopy licked her hand and the feeling passed. But she still felt coated in something clammy.

  She shuddered again as a wave of nausea passed through her. Even though she hadn’t said anything, all week the other girls had been going on and on at her about the black mark. It was worse than the usual comments. She could handle stupid jokes about her hair or her eyes, but this felt different. Like they’d caught onto something real. Something about her that they could use.

  ‘Hey, frizzo! Are you hiding?’ Candyfloss pink lips framed by a blond mane appeared through the glass.

  Just her luck.

  ‘Have you heard about Mrs Froust?’

  Lizzie nodded and glanced away, towards grey clouds that threatened rain, sodden in the sky like wet handkerchiefs.

  ‘I heard her head got splattered all over the road and there was bits of brain everywhere.’ Bee’s eyes glittered as she looked around the greenhouse. She had a perfect heart-shaped face and sexy bee-stung lips. She was beautiful in a way that made Lizzie feel even more plain and ordinary. She looked down and noticed she had some tomato pips splattered on her white blouse.

  Bee raised a perfectly plucked eyebrow. ‘It’s a bit of a coincidence, don’t you think?’

  ‘What is?’ Lizzie’s throat tightened.

  ‘One week you see this mysterious black mark above Mrs Froust’s head and the next week she’s spread all over Upper Street. Some people might even think the two are connected.’ Bee snaked the tip of her tongue across her lips. ‘As if you could see it happen.’

  ‘See what happen?’ Lizzie whispered.

  Bee leant forward. ‘See that she was going to die. You know, like she was marked with death or something.’

  Lizzie’s heart paused for breath. She let out a long exhalation. ‘That’s not….true.’

  But deep down in a place where all answers sat, she knew it was true. The heat rose to her cheeks unwillingly and she looked up and stared straight into Bee’s eyes.

  She stared because staring was the only weapon she had ever had. It was the one thing she could do that always made Bee back off. That made everyone back off. She had the kind of stare that unnerved people.

  Bee’s olive skin paled. ‘It’s true, isn’t it?’ she whispered. ‘You can see when people are going to die!’

  Every muscle in her body froze.

  ‘You don’t just look like a freak,’ Bee jabbed a finger towards her chest. ‘You really are a freak.’

  Lizzie looked at Bee’s horrified face and gulped hard.

  It was true.

  She was a freak.


  Chapter Four

  It was only after Bee had gone that Lizzie unclenched her fists. Why did her mouth always go dry around Bee? It hadn’t always been this way. Once upon a time they’d been best of friends, just like their mums, but now they were worlds apart. Their childhood friendship had collapsed in the first week of secondary school. Bee had simply decided Lizzie was not good enough .

  And that was that.

  ‘What’s wrong with me?’ Lizzie cuddled Joopy and pressed her cheek against his fur. She wished someone could tell her.

  But not Joopy. He barked, reminding her that he hadn’t been fed and that it was time for school. She threw down a bowl of dried biscuits for him, topped up his water bowl, double-locked the front door and set off for the bus. The cul-de-sac she lived on, in this colourless part of north London, so far north it was hardly London at all, appeared dead on this June day. Semi-detached houses with comma shaped driveways, all dozing whilst their owners worked their days away. The sky so low she could practically touch it with her fingertips.

  The truth of Bee’s words reverberated around her skull.

  There had to be a connection between the black mark and Mrs Froust’s death. No wonder Bee had recoiled in horror. Lizzie had predicted death. She had seen when someone was going to die and maybe she could have done something about it.

  The very thought made her stop dead in her tracks. And a cold, pale breeze washed over her.

  Already she felt sick.

  She pushed the other question back under the surface. Where Mrs Froust was gone was a question she might never know the answer to. Who knew if anything existed after death. And how could you ever know anyway? Not unless someone came back and told you all about it.

  Biting her lip, she joined the back of the line of people waiting at the bus stop, juggling her school bag from hand to hand, overhearing snippets of conversation. It was all about Mrs Froust. The bus. The blood on the road. Her brains splattered everywhere. The story growing gorier and gorier the longer they waited. Occasionally, a finger would point her way or someone would nod their head over at her. She chewed her lip and kept her eyes pointed straight ahead. She noted Bee’s blond hair a few heads up in front bobbing up and down animatedly. Someone ahead of Bee was holding up a tatty black umbrella.

  She dropped her bag.

  It wasn’t an umbrella.

  It was a black mark.

  Not exactly the same as the one she’d seen above Mrs Froust’s head, this had the appearance of two wings joined together. It was more solid looking somehow. She craned her neck to see whom the mark belonged to: it was an old lady wearing a thick black duffle coat and leaning on a walking stick.

  The bag still sat on the pavement where Lizzie dropped it. As she leant over to pick it up, vomit filled her mouth.

  And the rest of the world carried on. Bee threw her head back in laughter, there was the whine of a distant motorbike, the smell of exhaust as the bus pulled up. One by one the passengers climbed on. Lizzie gritted her teeth and getting on the bus she saw the only seat free was the one beside the old lady.

  They locked eyes.

  ‘Hello dear.’

  Lizzie ignored her and perched on the edge of the seat. She could still see it though. It was a sooty charcoal colour and every so often it twitched as if it was alive.

  The old lady smelt musty and she was grateful when the bus lurched to a stop outside her school. She swung out through the doors the second they opened. She looked back.

  Should she say something?

  How could she say something?

  The old lady pressed her face against the glass. For a moment, their eyes connected, and then that moment was gone, leaving behind an imprint of a white face and a blurred black mark. She blinked a few times, as if to wipe her vision clean.

  ‘Freako Fisher!’ yelled a red haired boy.

  She didn’t even know his name. He was just a zitty face she’d seen in the corridor a few times. Her step faltered for a second, then she ducked her head and scurried around the outskirts of the playground, trying to melt into the building itself. The boys from her year stopped their game of football.

  ‘Hey, Lizzie!’

  She could recognize Nathan’s voice anywhere. Always an octave lower than everyone else’s. Cool and sardonic. It was a clever voice laced with sarcasm. She clutched her bag to her chest. What now?

  He walked over. Her mouth felt dry. She looked up into his green eyes. So sharp, they could cut her. Somewhere in the background she was aware of a group of people gathering. She willed herself to act normal.

  Nathan looked down on her and smiled. He really did have a beautiful smile for someone so heartless. Against her will it made feel special. As if she were the most gorgeous girl in the world and he had eyes only for her. She pulled her bag tighter to her chest.

  To her surprise, he ruffled his hand on top of her head and ran his fingers through her hair.

  He turned back to his friends. ‘No. Nothing there.’ He took his hand away and laughed. ‘No horns.’

  The heat seared her face. ‘What?’

  He lowered his voice. ‘Bee says you can see when people are going to die. Is it true? Is it true . . . you’re not human?’ He smiled once more, a cool self-satisfied smirk, and then turned on his heel and walked away.

  Lizzie stared after him and wished for one sick moment that she could see a black mark above his head.

  * * *

  The day didn’t get much better.

  She was now Lizzie Fisher: the girl who could predict death. It wasn’t as if she had ever been popular but at least she had never been unpopular. Until now.

  As soon as the final bell rang, she dashed for the door and ran across the playground to escape via the main gates. She couldn’t face getting on the bus with everyone else so she trudged home along slippery gray pavements. The low hanging clouds drizzled non-stop. She even saw one more black mark. It was above the head of an elderly Indian guy who stood in the doorway of an off license store.

  She scurried past him.

  At the bay window of number thirty-four Joopy’s face shone through. His muzzle had started to go gray but his toffee eyes still lit up like a puppy’s as soon as he saw Lizzie. Just seeing his face made her burst into tears.

  She fumbled with the door key, collapsed into the house and buried her face into his soft fur. He stood patiently whilst she sobbed the day away. It was not often that Lizzie cried, but whenever she did, Joopy was always there for her. Always.

  The doorbell rang.

  Looking through the frosted glass, she spied the familiar short skirt and long legs. Bee. Lizzie unintentionally caught a glimpse of her own face in the hallway mirror and thought she had never looked quite so ugly. For one fleeting second, she wished she could go to the same place as Mrs Froust, and then she wished she had never had that wish. Who knew where Mrs Froust had gone?

  ‘I know you’re in there!’ Bee’s face pressed against the glass. Even distorted it was prettier than her own. ‘C’mon Lizzie, open up.’

  Lizzie hid her face in Joopy’s fur.

  ‘I won’t make fun of you. I promise!’

  Bee placed her palm against the glass. It was something they used to do when they were kids, hand to hand, a sign of friendship. Lizzie hesitated and then slowly opened the door. Bee smiled. Honey-colored hair dripped over her shoulders, sky-blue eyes blazed with unfed curiosity and her shirt was opened just a little too indecently for comfort.

  Lizzie scowled at her.

  ‘Read this.’

  Bee handed her a note. Her nails were freshly French manicured. Lizzie, whose own nails were always uneven and broken, however hard she tried to keep them neat, gingerly took it and unfolded it into an A4 piece of paper. On it was a list of names with the words ‘Hate List’ at the top.

  She crinkled her brow in puzzlement. ‘What’s this?’

  ‘The list of people who never want you to talk to them or touch them again.’

  There must have been about fifty names on the list. Lizzie recognized about half of them, kids from her maths class mostly, and others in her year, including Nathan Parks. The rest were just names.

  ‘There’s more,’ Bee added and pulled out a thick wad of paper from her bag. There were about ten sheets jam-packed with names.

  Lizzie tightened her fingers around them.

  ‘Why?’

  Bee smiled sweetly. ‘Because you’re a freak?’

  Lizzie’s heart quickened.

  ‘What could I do?’ Bee said, widening her eyes.

  Lizzie scrunched the paper up into a ball and closed the door in Bee’s face.

  ‘Not sign the list,’ she muttered, and pressed her hand against the glass. But Bee had already gone.


  Chapter Five

  She took a long hard shower, got changed into her combats and T-shirt and sloped downstairs. Joopy hovered by the front door in expectation of a walk. Miraculously it was sunny outside and boy, did Joopy love the sunshine.

  ‘You can’t come,’ she snapped and then hated herself for snapping. She cuddled his face and kissed his muzzle. ‘I’m sorry,’

  Then she stepped out of the door quickly before he had a chance to escape. Without Joopy to slow her down (he was nearly twelve and much slower than he used to be) she made it to Milton Graveyard in under twenty-five minutes. She sweated under her black fleece. It was the first time she’d come here by herself.

  The wind suddenly swept up and brushed her hair against her face like cobwebs. She took a sharp intake of breath.

  ‘Don’t be silly,’ she muttered out loud. Her voice sounded odd and she shoved her hands in her pockets and hurried on through the heart of the graveyard until she found the angel. She started when she saw his face.

  ‘Hi.’ She ran to his side and threw her arms around his torso. Her heart throbbed in her chest. Not for the first time, she wished he had arms so he could hug her back. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been hugged. Not even by mum. As her breathing settled down she began to relax and as she relaxed she told the angel about her day, down to every last detail: from the lumpy toast, and Bee’s glistening eyes, to the old lady on the bus all the way through to Nathan rubbing her hair. She paused.

  ‘How will anyone ever like me now?’

  The angel didn’t answer. It never did. Not for the first time, Lizzie wished he could speak. She continued to talk until all the hurt had seeped out.

  Then she took the list of names, folded it up into a tiny square and buried it in the dirt next to fifteen-year old Elizabeth’s grave.

  * * *

  ‘Liz? Is that you?’

  She’d tried to open the front door as silently as she could but mum appeared like an apparition.

  ‘Where have you been?’

  Every single light in the house was on and Lizzie blinked a few times as her eyes adjusted.

  ‘Where have you been?’ Mum repeated with that familiar nervous twang. Lizzie kicked off her trainers and then under mum’s frown, carefully placed them side-by-side on the mat.

  ‘It’s late.’

  “It’s 8pm. It’s not that late.’ She tried to brush past her but mum grabbed her shoulders.

  ‘You didn’t leave a note.’

  Lizzie rolled her eyes. ‘So?’

  Soft brown eyes, the colour of milk chocolate, bored into her own. She shifted on her feet.

  ‘So I was worried.’

  ‘I can look after myself. I’m fifteen, not five!’

  Mum tightened her grip on her shoulder. ‘I don’t care how old you are, young lady, this is my house and you follow my rules.’

  And with that, she released her grip and marched off into the kitchen. Lizzie cursed under her breath. Living here was like living in a tomb. She hated it.

  ‘And remember to wash your hands before dinner!’ Mum’s voice floated out.

  Lizzie stomped into the downstairs toilet and turned the tap on full blast. Water sprayed over the edge of the sink onto her top. Ignoring the perfumed soap, she shoved her hands under the water for all of two seconds and then rubbed them dry on her combats. She grinned at herself in the mirror.

  ‘Dinner’s ready!’

  She grimaced. What day was it? Tuesday. That meant lasagne.

  The air smelt of garlic and Lizzie hesitated for a moment before going into the kitchen.

  Mum glanced up as she took a seat nearest the door then crinkled her brow at the water stains on Lizzie’s top. ‘How was school?’

  She shrugged.

  ‘I suppose they were all talking about Mrs Froust, weren’t they? Poor thing.’ She splashed in some red wine. ‘It’s such a terrible thing to happen. She wasn’t even that old.’

  Mrs Froust must have been mum’s age. Not that she looked it. Mrs Froust had looked different from all the other teachers. She had worn long, flowing skirts which sometimes looked unclean and she even went to music festivals. Once upon a time she used to be in a band. Lizzie had always wanted to ask how she ended up just being a teacher in school. But it was too late now.

  ‘Liz, I know it’s been a horrid day but please stop staring at me like that.’ Mum sighed.

  Lizzie bent down and rubbed Joopy’s ears. He didn’t care how hard or long she gazed at him.

  ‘Lay the table will you, please?’

  Lizzie took the familiar crockery from the drawer and as she did she noticed a white envelope on the tiled surface. The handwriting was big and loopy, childlike, and the stamp was foreign.

  She didn’t recognize it at first. It had been years since the last one. Just like this. Sitting on the kitchen surface, unopened, and then days later she’d seen the letter in the bin. It was from her grandmother.

  She muttered something under her breath.

  ‘What’s that love?’

  Mum turned round, having first tested the sauce with a satisfied smack of approval.

  ‘Why don’t you answer her?’

  Mum’s shoulders stiffened. And then she gave the sauce a vigorous stir.

  ‘Not now, Liz.’

  ‘But I want to know!’ Lizzie heard her voice rise and didn’t even understand why she wanted to know all of a sudden. It just became very important that she did know why her mum behaved the way she did.

  ‘I’ll tell you another day when you’ve calmed down a bit.’

  Lizzie chewed her thumb nail and accidentally bit off a bit of skin. Blood spotted. She tore off a bit of kitchen towel, wrapped it around her thumb and laid the rest of the crockery on the table in silence.

  She felt all churned up inside and couldn’t even understand why.

  Mum never wrote back to her grandmother, never sent her a birthday card or a present at Christmas, never called her up. But at the same time, mum hated Lizzie’s dad because he never sent Lizzie any cards or presents. Why couldn’t mum see she was just as bad?

  She’d never met her dad but she supposed she must look like him. He hadn’t hung around much after she’d been born. Apparently he’ d left mum for another woman and had just disappeared from their lives from that point on. It was hard to miss someone you didn’t know.

  She looked so little like her mum though that sometimes late at night when she was still awake, Lizzie thought that they couldn’t possibly be related. Mum was tall and angular with dead-straight glossy black hair. She was chic. Glamorous. Like she belonged in a magazine. In fact, the only similarity was their ivory white skin. But that was it. Half the time mum acted as though she wished Lizzie were different. How many times had she compared her with Bee? Bee was so pretty. Bee had so many friends and was out all the time. Bee had a boyfriend. Those clothes looked fabulous on Bee.
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