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  Chapter One




  ‘Here we go,’ whispered Allegra.




  I held my breath and waited for Mr Collins, our drama teacher, to read out who had got parts in the end-of-year play. Everyone who’d auditioned was standing near the wooden stage in the

  school hall. It smelt of beeswax and lavender from the polish used by the cleaners who’d started the evening clear-up behind us. Please, please let me get Juliet, I prayed.




  I’d been rehearsing for weeks with my friend, Allegra, reading all the other parts so I could get it just right. She’s a good mate and knows that it means a lot to me. I’ve

  come so close to getting a lead role in school productions before but never quite made it – always the bridesmaid, never the bride sort of thing. I also have an ulterior motive for wanting

  the lead female role this time and that is that I’m pretty sure that Alex Taylor, love of my life, though he doesn’t know it yet, will probably play Romeo.




  Everyone thinks it’s in the bag that he’ll get it because, apart from being a good actor, he’s classically good-looking with soft brown hair that curls at his shoulders. If he

  gets the part, whoever plays opposite him will get to spend a lot of time with him. Normally I am not boy mad like Allegra and so many other girls my age. I think there’s more to life than

  drooling over some stupid boy, but Alex is different. He’s clever and motivated and just thinking about the scenes where Romeo and Juliet have to kiss makes my toes curl. So please,

  please let Alex Taylor get the part of Romeo.




  Mr Collins glanced over our group, all of us ready to put on a cheerful face if we didn’t get a part.




  ‘Romeo. Alex Taylor,’ he read. Alex, who was standing in front of me to the right, punched the air and grinned. I felt a rush of excitement – so far so good. Allegra glanced

  over and gave me the thumbs-up.




  ‘Juliet. Paige Lord.’




  Ohmigod. I’d got it! I felt elated and relieved at the same time. All that hard work had been worth it.




  ‘Yay,’ exclaimed Allegra and gave me a hug. I felt myself blush as everyone turned to look, even more so when Alex glanced round to see who I was. I immediately looked at the floor

  and cursed that I didn’t have the nerve to look him in the eye and hold his gaze, the way an article about how to flirt in last week’s Teen Vogue had advised. Make the

  connection, it had said. Look him in the eye that moment too long and, when you feel a charge of electricity, hold it another few moments and then look away. So I’ve blown

  that, I thought.




  Up until today, I don’t think Alex has even noticed me despite me accidentally-on-purpose walking past him a million times in the corridor. It’s the only place I see him because

  he’s in Year Twelve and I’m in Year Ten and the sixth formers have their own common room. But all that is about to change. Now that we’re playing the lead roles, he has no choice

  but to notice me. We’ll be acting the parts of one of the most famous romantic couples in history. We’ll be rehearsing together for months, up until the performance just before we break

  up for the summer. I call that a result with a capital R.




  When Allegra and I left school later, I was on cloud nine. It had been an excellent day. Besides hearing that I’d got the part of Juliet, some pieces from my art project

  had been chosen to hang in the reception hall. I’d been working on a series of portraits from some photographs I’d taken on the London streets over the Christmas holidays. On top of

  that, I’d got an A star for an English essay, and the cherry on the cake was that, after Mr Collins’ announcement about the parts, Jason Rice, who would be Tybalt in the play, had

  suggested that the whole cast get together over the Easter holidays for a party at his house. My future had never looked brighter and it felt like I was about to embark on an exciting new chapter

  in my life.




  ‘I knew you’d get it,’ said Allegra. ‘With your long dark hair and brown eyes, you have an Italian look. And you’re tall like Alex so you’ll look good

  together. Plus – don’t take this the wrong way – you have a sort of innocence about you that I think worked in your favour too.’




  ‘I have a sort of innocence about me because I am innocent! Not that I want to be. I mean, it’s pathetic really. Fifteen and never had a proper boyfriend, unlike you, Miss

  Experienced.’




  ‘You just haven’t met the right boy. Playing opposite Romeo will be a good place to start, and for someone who’s shy like you, it will be the perfect opportunity to get some

  confidence,’ said Allegra. She was much more savvy about relationships than I was. Slim but curvy, blonde and cool, she attracted boys while I stood by, feeling tongue-tied and awkward. It

  was weird. I was fine if I was acting because it wasn’t really me, so I didn’t clam up like I did when I had to speak to boys in normal life. Acting a part in a play was like wearing a

  mask that I could hide behind.




  ‘It will, won’t it? It’s a great chance to get in with Alex. Life would be perfect if Mum and Dad would sort out whatever it is that’s been bugging them,’ I said as

  we waited in the car park for her mum to pick us up. There had been a weird atmosphere at home lately, which of course I’d told Allegra all about because I had to talk to someone about

  it.




  ‘How’s that going?’ Allegra asked. ‘Still no idea what it’s about?’




  ‘The only thing I can think of that makes sense is that they’re getting divorced,’ I replied. I’d known that something was wrong with my parents for a few months, though

  nothing had been said. Dad had been more absent than usual and then quiet when he was home, whereas Mum was acting cheerful but something about her manner didn’t ring true.




  ‘Sounds like it,’ she agreed. ‘Are they arguing a lot?’




  ‘Not that I’ve heard. But they both go silent the minute I enter the room as if they have a secret, but not a nice one like a surprise party or holiday. Whatever. I’m not going

  to let them ruin my mood.’




  ‘Good because this is your day,’ said Allegra. ‘It’s probably nothing. You know what parents are like – there’s always something stupid bugging them.

  They’re going to be over the moon when you give them your news.’




  ‘They will,’ I replied. I couldn’t wait to get home and tell them.










  




  Chapter Two




  Mum and Dad were in the hall at home waiting for me when I arrived back from school.




  ‘Where’ve you been, Paige?’ asked Dad.




  ‘Drama. I told Mum I’d be late. I got the part!’ I said. I was dying to share my news but as I waited for the congratulations and questions, I saw that what I’d said

  hadn’t registered with either of them.




  ‘Come and sit down, Paige,’ said Dad. ‘We need to talk to you about something.’




  ‘Let her get a cup of tea or something,’ said Mum. ‘She’s only just got in.’




  They were both acting so seriously, it was beginning to freak me out.




  ‘No. I’m fine,’ I said. ‘I don’t need anything. Just tell me what’s happened. Has someone died? Gran or Grandpa?’




  ‘Nothing like that,’ said Mum. ‘Let’s all go into the sitting room.’ I followed them in from the hall and we sat down, Mum and Dad next to each other on the sofa

  and me in one of the armchairs opposite. All of us took a deep breath and the room felt heavy with the weight of the unspoken words in the air.




  A feeling of dread hit me as I looked at their faces. I had to break the uncomfortable silence. ‘I know what you’re going to say,’ I blurted.




  Mum looked taken aback. ‘You do?’ she asked.




  I nodded. ‘You’re getting a divorce. But before you do, have you thought of trying counselling?’ A few girls in our class had parents who had got divorced so it was often the

  topic of conversation in school lunch breaks, and I remembered that Phoebe Marshall’s parents had been to Relate then stayed together – until her mum ran off with her skiing coach.




  A glimmer of a smile crossed Dad’s face. ‘We’re not getting divorced, Paige. No getting rid of me that easy.’




  ‘Ohmigod. One of you has cancer,’ I said. Another classmate, Mary Philip’s mum had breast cancer last year, but they got it in time and she’s OK now. Maybe there was

  hope.




  ‘No, we don’t have cancer either,’ said Dad. He looked at Mum again and gave a small shrug. ‘Do you want to tell her or shall I?’




  ‘I will,’ said Mum. ‘So, Paige. It’s not so bad. It’s er . . . it’s just that . . . our circumstances have changed. We . . .’




  I listened as words came out of her mouth and then Dad’s, but as they spoke I felt like part of me left the room. My body was there, ears listening, eyes seeing, but everything took on a

  dreamlike quality, not real at all. I got the gist of what they were telling me though. My whole life was going to change big time. Big time. And not in a good way.




  I’ve never been totally clear on what Dad actually does, although he’s tried to explain a number of times. Finances. Something to do with shares and investments. He’s always

  done well at it, that I do know, because we live in a fabulous detached house with a huge garden by the river in Richmond. Dad drives a Mercedes, Mum a Porsche. I go to one of the best private

  schools in the country and we have two five-star holidays a year. Not any more, I was hearing. Dad’s lost everything and had to declare himself bankrupt.




  What? That’s not possible, I thought, then told myself to keep listening. This was important. Some investments went badly wrong, and he’d put the house up as collateral, and

  it seems we’ve lost that too and we have to vacate in a month’s time. Nothing is left but a big bad debt.




  I felt totally in shock, like someone had just knocked a hole in me.




  ‘We can’t have lost everything,’ I said. ‘It can’t be true.’




  ‘I’m afraid it is,’ said Dad.




  ‘But you must have savings?’




  ‘All gone,’ said Dad.




  ‘So . . . so what does this mean exactly?’ I asked.




  Dad glanced over at Mum. I’d never seen him like this before – uncertain, unshaven and pale. Usually he was Mr Sure of Himself, out the door at six in the morning, dressed in a suit

  and tie, dark hair slicked back and shining. He had a glow about him. A glow that said, ‘I am a successful and very wealthy man’. Not today though. Today he looked dejected, broken

  even.




  ‘It means we’re going to be moving,’ Mum said with a false smile, her voice in the higher pitch she always used when she wasn’t happy about something. As I studied her,

  she looked her usual immaculate self, her make-up impeccable, her highlighted blonde hair freshly blow-dried as it was always was on a Friday, ready for the weekend. However, I could see shadows

  under her eyes like she hadn’t slept properly. ‘We’re going to go to Bath to live with my sister.’




  ‘Moving? To Bath? Aunt Karen?’




  Mum nodded.




  ‘For how long?’




  ‘Until . . .’ Mum looked at Dad. ‘Until we can make other arrangements.’




  ‘But that’s insane,’ I blurted.




  ‘That it may be, but that’s what’s happening,’ said Dad wearily.




  ‘Do you mean for a few days or weeks?’ I asked.




  ‘A permanent move, Paige,’ said Mum. ‘We’re leaving London.’




  ‘Permanent? No. But why? This is our home. When? It doesn’t make sense. This is a wind-up, isn’t it? You’re having me on.’




  ‘I wish we were,’ said Mum. ‘We’ll be going in a few weeks.’




  ‘Few weeks? No. I can’t leave my school now.’




  Mum looked like she was going to cry and I felt as if I might too. ‘It’s the last thing we want to happen, believe me Paige, but luckily we’ve found a school in Bath that has

  the same syllabus. It’s called Queensmead. It has a very good reputation.’




  I didn’t want to hear about a new school. I didn’t want to hear about moving – especially not today, which had been the best day of my life until I got home.

  ‘No. Dad, you can fix it can’t you?’




  ‘Not this time, baby girl,’ said Dad sadly. ‘Believe me, I’ve tried, I really have, and I’m afraid we have no choice. We have to go.’




  ‘Can’t Gran or Grandpa lend you money?’




  Dad shook his head. ‘Not the amount we need, and anyway I wouldn’t take their savings, especially not at this time of their lives.’




  This could not be happening. Not now. I was going to be Juliet. Alex was going to be Romeo. I liked my school. I liked our life. ‘But why can’t we move in London? Everyone we know is

  here. We have to stay. What about school?’




  ‘We can’t afford to stay in London and we can’t afford the school fees any more,’ said Mum in a clipped voice.




  ‘But you’ve paid until the end of the year, haven’t you? So I have to stay.’




  ‘Due to the circumstances, the school has been kind enough to reimburse the fees for the last term,’ said Dad.




  I felt a wave of anxiety as I pictured the scene – Dad having to go to my headmaster. It must have been excruciating for him.




  ‘Bath will be great, Paige. You’ll love it. It will be a new start for all of us. A new place, new people to meet, and it will be lovely spending some time with Karen and her family.

  It’s been ages since we had some proper time with her. I bet we won’t miss London for a second once we get settled in.’ She couldn’t fool me. She smiled but it didn’t

  reach her eyes.




  ‘Are you saying that we’re . . . we’re poor?’




  Mum glanced nervously at Dad. ‘Not poor exactly,’ she said. ‘Just our circumstances have changed and we have to make some cutbacks.’




  Moving in with Aunt Karen. Losing our lovely house. That sounds like poor to me, I thought as I looked at Dad, willing him to take charge, but he was just staring at the floor as though

  he wished he could be anywhere else but here with Mum and I having this conversation.




  My mind went into a spin as the implications hit me. Moving meant leaving my friends, Allegra, my bedroom with the window that looked out over the river. I’d be leaving my life. And

  Alex Taylor. Alex Taylor, and just after he’d noticed me. It was too cruel. Tragic.




  And live with Aunt Karen? There were six of them, eight if you counted the dog and cat. Aunt Karen, Uncle Mike, Tasmin, Jake, Joe and Simon. We hadn’t ever stayed over with them the few

  times we’d visited because they didn’t have room, and we hadn’t even been down that way for years, not since I was nine or ten. Not that Mum isn’t close to her sister, she

  is – they’re always on the phone to each other – but everyone gets together at Christmas or for birthday celebrations at Gran and Grandpa’s in Surrey. How could we possibly

  be going to live with Aunt Karen and Uncle Mike? From what I remembered, they’d moved since we were there and their new house sounded tiny. Terraced. Four bedrooms and one bathroom. We had

  four bathrooms, one each for Mum, Dad and I and one for the guest suite.




  ‘But there’s no room there. There are six of them in that minuscule house,’ I said.




  ‘It will only be temporary, until your dad and I get jobs and we can find our own place to live,’ said Mum.




  ‘You’re going to work?’ I asked.




  Mum has never worked, not in a job. Not that she was idle. She was always doing something – Pilates on a Monday, watercolour painting on Tuesday, cooking class on Wednesday, ladies’

  lunch on Thursday followed by a meeting for one of the charities she runs, and Friday shopping, the hairdresser’s and beautician with her friend. She was always busy but she’d never had

  a paid job. She hadn’t needed to.




  Mum nodded. ‘I’ll find something.’ As she said this, I saw Dad wince.




  ‘I’ll find something,’ he said. ‘I’ll get us out of this mess.’




  Mum leant over, took his hand and squeezed it. ‘I know you will, Patrick.’




  ‘I’m sorry, Paige,’ Dad said to me, then put his head in his hands for a few moments. I wasn’t sure which was more shocking, seeing my father behave like this or the fact

  that we’d be leaving London and the house where we’d lived all my life to live in some unfamiliar place in the middle of nowhere. I hadn’t seen much of Bath when we had been

  there, only the area where Aunt Karen lived, and it looked really boring. London was the place to be, everyone knew that. London was my place to be.




  It. Could. Not. Be. Happening.




  ‘But you must have some money somewhere,’ I said.




  ‘Not any more,’ said Mum.




  ‘Can’t you borrow some from a bank?’




  ‘I wish it was that easy,’ said Dad.




  Mum took a deep breath and sat up straight. ‘Come on. Let’s remember who we are. We’re the Lord family. We’re survivors. We’ll get through this. Life’s a

  rollercoaster, up and down we go. We’re going down for a while but things will turn around and we’ll be going up again before you know it.’




  Dad sat up straight too. ‘Course we will,’ he said. ‘Things will turn around but, in the meantime, you’ll have to be a brave girl, Paige. I need you to be strong and not

  be too upset about the changes coming. Change is part of life and you have to embrace it and go with it or it will destroy you.’




  I got the feeling he was talking to himself as well as me. But it couldn’t really be happening. Something would make things all right. We couldn’t have lost everything. Things like

  this didn’t happen to people like us.




  Mum stood up. ‘Would you like a hot drink now, Paige?’ she asked.




  As if that will make everything all right, I thought, but I nodded anyway. I felt stunned by their news.




  Dad got up and left the room.




  As I sat there, trying to take in the enormity of what they had just told me, I felt cold. So, not divorce. No. This was much, much worse.










  




  Chapter Three




  I awoke the next day in my queen-size bed. My room had been decorated last year – a soft lavender colour with mauve velvet curtains and bedspread. My dressing table and

  stool were over by the window, a bookshelf packed with my favourite books by my desk on the other side, and opposite my bed was a wall-to-wall wardrobe. It looked fab, everything in its place. The

  curtains weren’t fully drawn, the sun was pouring in and, for a moment, everything seemed normal, safe and cosy. A lovely spring Saturday morning and I could have a lie-in. As I snuggled down

  under the covers, my mobile beeped that I had a message.




  It was from Allegra. You OK?




  The conversation with Mum and Dad yesterday evening came flooding back. For a brief second it had seemed like a bad dream but the reality soon hit me. I’d called Allegra the moment

  I’d got upstairs last night and, like me, she couldn’t believe it. I’d also found it hard to admit the whole truth to her. I felt a whole mix of emotions: embarrassed at our

  situation, sad, sorry and ashamed. Like Mum had done last night, instead of stating the fact that we are now poor, I found myself using her more diplomatic words – our circumstances have

  changed, it’s a temporary measure.




  It felt weird. I’d always told Allegra everything and part of me wanted to wail down the phone. This. Can’t. Be. Happening. But another part of me had gone into shock and

  couldn’t let any real feeling out until I made more sense of it all in my head. Not that Allegra is snooty about money or anything, or at least I don’t think she is, but then I’d

  never been in this situation before. I had a privileged life, as did everyone in my school. I quickly texted her back that I’d speak to her later, then I got up, put on my dressing gown and

  headed downstairs.




  Mum was sitting at the table with a cup of coffee in the kitchen. She looked up as I walked in.




  ‘How are you, love?’ she asked, her concern for me showing on her face.




  I slumped down opposite. ‘It’s a lot to take in. Being told that my . . . I mean our whole world has changed and yet here we are, sun shining into our top-of-the-range

  kitchen, us sitting at the table like nothing’s happened. I can’t get my head around it.’




  She nodded. ‘I know. It must be hard for you. Your dad and I have lived with it a bit longer and, although that doesn’t make it easier, we’ve had some time to adjust. Both of

  us feel really bad about having to take you out of school on top of everything else.’




  ‘Why do we have to go so soon?’




  ‘It’s not really soon. Things have been difficult for months but came to a head recently. Your father didn’t want to say anything before, not until he’d explored every

  avenue to get us out of this mess, in case some miracle happened, but it didn’t and it seems there is no way out. As you know your dad’s already spoken to your

  headmaster—’




  ‘About the fees?’




  ‘And you leaving, so you . . . you don’t have to go back at all if you don’t want. You’d have been breaking up next week for the Easter holidays anyway.’




  ‘Not go back at all? Why not? I’ll want to say goodbye to everyone. Oh . . . but what will I tell them?’ I remembered my conversation with Allegra.




  Mum looked at me tenderly. ‘It could be awkward for you,’ she said.




  ‘But I’ll have to tell Mr Collins that I can’t play Juliet after all. He’ll have to give the part to someone else.’ Mia Jeffrey probably, I thought and an

  image of her with Alex flashed through my mind. So not fair.




  Mum sighed. ‘Oh Paige, you got the part.’




  ‘I told you last night.’




  ‘Did you?’ Mum’s eyes filled with tears. ‘I didn’t take it in. Believe me, both your father and I had been dreading telling you what’s happened. I do feel

  we’ve let you down so badly. I can’t tell you how sorry I am, and if there was anything I could have done, you know I would.’ She sniffed back tears, got up to go to the sink and

  looked out the window so I wouldn’t see her face.




  Seeing Mum upset made me realise that this wasn’t just about me. ‘Maybe we can come back here some time,’ I said. ‘When Dad’s sorted it all out.’




  ‘Unlikely,’ she said without turning around. ‘But never say never, hey?’




  The following weeks were a blur of sorting, packing and trying to accept that we really were moving. Mum told me more about the school I’d be starting at in Bath after

  the Easter holidays, though I still didn’t want to hear or believe it. I was amazed that Dad and her had sorted it so quickly but it seemed that, unbeknown to me, so many arrangements had

  been going on behind the scenes for a few months.




  Allegra was round every day before we left, or I went over to her place. She had soon grasped what was really going on. We talked it over again and again and she was totally cool about the fact

  that we didn’t have any money any more. ‘Happens to loads of people,’ she said. ‘I bet your dad will get it together again.’ I wasn’t so sure. He went about the

  place like a robot and looked even more in shock than I was. Allegra asked her mum if I could go and live with them but my mum wouldn’t hear of it. She looked so sad when I put the idea to

  her that I didn’t pursue it. Allegra and I swore we’d be friends forever though, and would Skype and text daily as we had always done.




  I did go into school again but only for a few days to get my things and talk to a few teachers about various projects I hadn’t finished. They were all very kind, which made it worse and

  made me want to just leave. I knew I had no option and there didn’t seem to be any point in prolonging the agony, that part of my life was over. Also, I dreaded seeing Alex and knowing what

  could have been but now would never be. However, as luck would have it, I bumped into him on my last day when he was coming out of the canteen and Allegra and I were walking along the corridor.




  ‘Hey, Paige,’ he said when he saw me.




  I blushed and felt flattered that he’d remembered my name. ‘Oh. Hi, I mean hey,’ I managed to get out.




  ‘I hear you’re leaving?’




  I nodded and desperately wished I could think of something witty or interesting to say, but looking into his eyes made my mind go blank. He had such beautiful grey-green eyes.




  ‘So we won’t be playing opposite each other after all?’




  I shook my head. ‘Nuh.’




  He shrugged. ‘Bad timing, hey?’




  I nodded. Words seemed to have totally escaped me.




  Allegra came to my rescue as always. ‘She’s going to live in Bath,’ she said.




  Alex didn’t take his eyes off me. ‘Bath?’




  Allegra moved away a distance. ‘I’ll catch you later,’ she said. ‘I’ve er . . . got a thing.’




  Over Alex’s shoulder, she turned, grinned and gave me the thumbs-up. Alex continued to look into my eyes.




  ‘Yes. Bath. Somerset,’ I managed to get out. ‘We go after Easter.’




  ‘I know Bath. I know it well. Used to live there before we came here and I often go back to see my cousin and mates. You’ll like it. Wow. So soon . . . Well, good luck,

  Paige.’




  ‘Uh. Thanks.’ He’s kind to say that I’d like Bath, I thought, though I knew I wouldn’t.




  Alex looked reluctant to go and, as he continued to look into my eyes, I felt an ache of longing. He really did have lovely eyes. He smiled down at me. ‘Parting is such sweet

  sorrow,’ he said, quoting Juliet from the play, then looked at me as if he wanted me to finish the line. I knew it so well but the words wouldn’t come.




  ‘That I shall say goodnight till it be morrow.’ He finished the line for me. We both smiled and it felt as if we were in a bubble, all alone and away from the rest of the world,

  school and its many pupils rushing by us in the corridor. He continued with another quote from the play, this time one of Romeo’s. ‘Farewell, farewell! One kiss, and I’ll

  descend.’




  I suddenly remembered my lines and felt a surge of energy.




  

    

      ‘Art thou gone so? Love, lord, ay, husband, friend!




      I must hear from thee every day in the hour,




      For in a minute there are many days:




      O, by this count I shall be much in years




      Ere I again behold my Romeo!’


    


  




  I put every bit of what I was feeling into the lines and could see he felt it too.




  

    

      ‘Farewell. I will omit no opportunity




      That may convey my greetings, love, to thee,’


    


  




  said Alex, continuing as Romeo. His lines were full of the passion that was fitting for the star-crossed lovers and his eyes twinkled as if he was enjoying our exchange.




  

    

      ‘O think’st thou we shall ever meet again?’


    


  




  I asked. Alex put his hand on my arm.




  

    

      ‘I doubt it not; and all these woes shall ser




      For sweet discourses in our time to come.’




      ‘O God, I have an ill-divining soul!’


    


  




  I said with a sigh. I was really getting into the part now, finding it so easy to talk to him with someone else’s words.




  

    

      ‘Methinks I see thee, now thou art below,




      As one dead in the bottom of a tomb:




      Either my eyesight fails, or thou look’st pale.’


    


  




  ‘And trust me, love, in my eye so do you,’ Alex quoted. ‘Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu!’




  He reached up and touched my chin, a gesture so gentle and yet it made my heart thud in my chest. Suddenly he grinned. ‘Shame, Paige,’ he said. ‘We’d have been good

  together.’




  I nodded and blushed. We’d have been good together? Did he mean as a couple? Alex and Paige, or acting Romeo and Juliet? I guess I’ll never know now, I thought as

  he looked away.




  ‘Take care of yourself,’ he said, then turned, and a second later he was gone.




  I stood there in shock and it wasn’t long before Allegra came back to join me.




  ‘I . . . I just had a moment with Alex. A moment moment. There was chemistry.’




  ‘I know,’ said Allegra and she grinned. ‘I saw.’




  On our last day, I felt as if I was floating. Despite the fact that all around me familiar items had disappeared into boxes and cases, a part of me kept thinking something

  would happen to make it right, a fairy godmother come to the rescue. If Alex could speak to me and look into my eyes, miracles did happen; but no, the removal men arrived and the last of my safe

  and secure world was carried out the door by eight men in yellow overalls. Carpets, rugs, sofas and furniture were going in the vans then into a storage warehouse somewhere down the motorway. Mum,

  Dad and I would be travelling by car and had suitcases with the bare minimum of belongings.
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