

[image: Cover: The World at My Feet, by Catherine Isaac]






Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.


Join our mailing list to get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster.







CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP







Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.










[image: The World at My Feet by Catherine Isaac, UK Adult]










For Mum, with love and gratitude.










Prologue


Ellie


One of the most common dreams you can have involves flying. Imagine that. Feeling your heels rise and a lightness in your limbs, before registering a gap between the ground and your feet. Then you’d look down to see they are no longer touching and at first hover, drifting across your back garden in a gentle ascent. You’d reach the trees and rise high above the lawn and it’s then that you would begin to soar, over rooftops, hills and forests, with the chill of night air on your arms. You wouldn’t feel afraid, just elated.


I’d love to dream like that, just once. To be Supergirl, or Wendy clutching Peter Pan’s hand, swooping in the dark as the faint light from a sleeping city twinkles below. But then, I’d happily take any of the themes that skip through other people’s minds: being naked in public, having my teeth fall out, sitting an exam on a subject I know nothing about – standard Freudian fare that supposedly says something deep about our fears or shortcomings. But when the arms of sleep fold over me each night, my subconscious leads me somewhere else entirely.


My dreams begin with walls, though they’re not like those in my bedroom at home, which are smooth and matt with designer paint. Next, I register the noise, or lack of, a deadening, black hum that hurts my ears, despite the feeling that I am not alone.


By now, I am already terrified, gripped by the overwhelming feeling of impending threat. It’s not just the fear of violence that smothers me though, it’s something else more abstract.


Here, I have nothing. No possessions. No family. No identity. In this dream, I am no longer sure if I’m even human.


Out of nowhere, the face of a girl appears by my bed. My heart clangs and I grip the edge of my mattress. I can feel her breath on my skin and see the outline of her hair in the dim light. I already know every detail of her sweet face. It is more familiar than my own, with almond-shaped eyes in a dark brown hue, high cheekbones and a defiant smile that reveals two new, uneven incisors.


I push myself up in bed, briefly relieved that it’s her, but she raises a finger to her lips, silencing whatever she thinks I am about to say. She shakes her head. Blinks away the oily glint on her eyes. Before I can ask what’s going on, she reaches out and wraps her arms around me, hugging me tighter than seems possible for someone so small.


A noise startles her and she looks up quickly, scrambling away from the bed. I can see the rapid rise and fall of her chest before she looks at me again, then turns and begins to tiptoe away. By the time she’s at the window, I already know what she is about to do, but I can only watch as she pushes it open. I want to scream now, so loud that it might tear my lungs. But I can’t.


She climbs onto the sill and pauses, long enough for me to think she might change her mind. But she never does, no matter how many times I have this dream. Instead, she simply looks down and jumps into the abyss.










Chapter 1
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ELLIE HEATHCOTE




Ramblings and photographs from my English country garden. If you’re a lover of plants, vintage gardenalia and gardening inspiration, you’re in the right place.


The sight of tulips on a spring day always makes me feel nostalgic. They were the first flowers I ever bought to give to someone else. I was nine and had counted up my meagre savings in one and two pence pieces, before I went to the florist with my dad to pick out a bouquet for Mother’s Day (it was amazing what you could get for 23p when he was around). Mum was brought to tears, though that might have been hay fever, and I insisted she keep them in a vase on our kitchen table until THE BITTER END, refusing to let her dump them, even after their stems started to ferment.


The varieties in the picture – goblet-shaped ‘Ballerina’ and ‘Burgundy’ – will grace my garden with colour for a few more weeks yet. I planted the bulbs in November, keeping them close together in trenches before adding a mixture of compost and soil, plus a layer of sand, which helps with drainage. The ones at the front are ‘Montreux’, which begin as a light cream with a delicate blush of pink that deepens as the flower matures, like a





My fingertips hover over the keyboard as I try and think of something poetic but, after a full day of digging, I’m running out of steam. What else would make a blush deepen? A medieval maiden beholding a handsome nobleman? Too long on a sunbed? I sigh, defeated, and delete the last sentence before adding some hashtags – #gardenersofinstagram #Englishcountrygarden #tulips #femalegardener #thisgirldigs #Englishgardenstyle – and scheduling the post.


You can’t be poetic every day, though I do go to great efforts to ensure the quality and consistency of everything I put on here. I am also a social butterfly, engaging with as many people as possible; basically, I talk to anyone.


Despite this, no Instagram influencer could tell you a guaranteed formula for success. If there was one, everyone would be at it. Certainly, when I started on here two years ago, I never in my wildest dreams thought that I’d end up with nearly 57,000 followers and earn actual hard cash from it. This has left me with raging imposter syndrome, which I’m trying to overcome on the basis that we all accept when we visit social media that what we’re seeing can’t possibly be as good in real life. We scroll through a polished version of reality, life through a filter, a world in which blemishes are Photoshopped and less than perfect images are dumped straight in the Trash.


Visitors to my account wouldn’t want to see the stacks of rubbish that languish behind my shed, or photos of poorly drained patches of lawn. They don’t want to know about the stink under my arms after a day of hard toil, or the dirt that clings to my cuticles. They don’t want ugly or messy, and why should they?


‘We live in a nasty enough world as it is, don’t we, Gertie?’


My dog tilts her head, a gesture that gives the appearance that she finds everything I say riveting. It’s a nice quality in any pet, especially when they are the only other living thing her owner has to talk to on some days. ‘I think we need to book you into the beauty parlour,’ I add. I’ve been fighting a losing battle with her tufts of black and white fur ever since she first ran into this garden, dived in a puddle and bathed in it like it was Cleopatra’s milk. I’d intended to get a big dog. I didn’t mind what breed, as long as it was either a large, lolloping creature straight off the cover of Country Life, or the kind of marauding beast that would deter burglars and carpet salesmen.


‘But we never get burglars or carpet salesmen around here,’ my dad had argued.


‘A Labrador then. Or a German shepherd,’ I’d suggested.


So he brought home a shih-tzu. Or, rather, a half-shih-tzu – the other half, according to the woman in the dog’s home, being ‘God knows what’. Gertie had apparently been found pregnant as a stray, aged approximately two years old. Nobody knew where she’d come from, only that she was un-chipped, malnourished and had been keeping the wrong kind of company. While the four puppies she had a few weeks later were snapped up by eager buyers, Gertie was a less attractive prospect. She’d been there for nearly seven months, until Dad arrived and rescued her. It wouldn’t have been the first time he’s felt the urge to do this sort of thing. He is an unlikely-looking hero, between his thinning hair and a wardrobe dominated by corduroy and old concert T-shirts, which give him the air of a school librarian who got lost on his way home from a gig in the late 1970s. But he refuses to sit by and watch anything in trouble without stepping in: Pigeons with broken wings. Caravanners on the A40. Small, stray dogs.


Of course, at two and a half years old, Gertie was completely untrainable, hence the fact that I still regularly have to defuse her homicidal tendencies towards the postman and have never succeeded in persuading her to stay off the sofa when her paws are muddy. Also, despite being surrounded by countryside, she is not allowed off the lead after previous, unfortunate examples of antisocial behaviour. None of this information is shared on Instagram of course. I prefer her to remain a star in her own right and Gertie is still responsible for my most successful posts to date. One picture – of her head poking out from behind a stack of plant pots – unleashed a deluge of likes and new followers. So in that sense, I consider Gertie and me to be like some of those old silver screen double acts. She is the Marilyn Monroe to my Jane Russell. The public didn’t need to know about the grubby reality of their lives either. No matter what might have happened behind the scenes, those ladies would paint on their smiles and step on set. The show must go on.


My life as a social media gardener has been rich and fulfilling – that bit is authentic. I get a buzz out of doing what I do. Plus, there’s the bonus of not having to work in an office, exposing myself to #MeToo incidents with a boss called Brendon and listening to Julia in Compliance drone on about her daughter’s achievements on the French oboe. Instead, I spend every day creating something beautiful right outside my doorstep. I get to nurture life, feel the soil between my fingers and the crunch of grass underfoot.


If I was still seeing her, my therapist Colette would definitely agree that being outside contributes positively to my mental health. It’s also more cost effective for the NHS than all the Citalopram, Prozac or Seroxat I’ve been on and off over the years.


I try not to think about Colette too much though. I hate being a disappointment to anyone and I’m fairly certain she hasn’t filed away my notes in a folder marked ‘Success Stories’. I don’t think it would keep her awake at night, but at the very least she must walk into her office on some days and think: How in God’s name did that one get away?


It was a nice office. The kind a psychiatrist would have in a mid-1980s Harrison Ford movie, with tan leather chairs, ethnic rugs and shelves full of books with snappy names like Desensitisation and Therapy for Advanced Practitioners and Attachment Disturbances in Adults. The room added to the general feeling when I first met her – more than fifteen years ago – that our relationship would be a success. She had that rare quality that inspires admiration without making someone unapproachable; she was well read, wore a lot of cashmere and had warm brown eyes that, alongside a mildly husky voice, made me hope for her sake she was not treating any men for sex addiction.


The thing I liked most about her though was her optimism. She had an unshakeable conviction that everything was going to be all right. I like that in a person. And things absolutely are all right, even if her definition of the term almost certainly diverges from the situation in which I find myself today.


I’m sure she thought I’d be easy to treat. I should have been. I couldn’t have asked for a more stable upbringing than the one my parents gave me – a nice, normal childhood, full of birthday parties and sleepovers, lifts to Brownies and weekends away to Center Parcs. I have no right to any hang-ups really, though I comfort myself with the thought that, compared with all the other juicy problems and weird quirks Colette must have had trailing in from that waiting room all I had, really, was one issue.


Everyone’s got at least one, haven’t they?


I close down my laptop and head to the kitchen units directly opposite the living room. I love open-plan living, though the size of my annexe means I couldn’t really have it any other way. My Grandma Hazel lived here when she was still alive and there’s only enough space to separate off a single bedroom and small bathroom.


But even if I lived in a huge town house with a husband, lots of children and friends who’d pop over for prosecco-fuelled book club sessions, I’d still like the idea of blending living areas. Perfect for entertaining. That’s what the articles on Pinterest say. I’ve had to wean myself off Pinterest though; it’s lethal. The intention was to decorate this place on a budget – with reclaimed this and repurposed that – but after a couple of evenings browsing, only Farrow and Ball would do. Still, I had oak beams, stone windowsills and an arts and crafts front door to complement, so it would’ve been a travesty to slap on any old magnolia. So I got six tins of paint and some tile grout for the birthday after I moved in here, both of which I put to excellent use. You can learn to do anything from the internet these days. I laid bathroom tiles, plumbed in the toilet, wallpapered the bedroom. I’m sure I could perform open heart surgery with the right YouTube video.


I peek out of the front window to check the coast is clear, then stand on my tiptoes and reach on top of the kitchen cabinet (Card Room Green, F&B #79) to take down my stash of cigarettes.


Smoking is an unbelievably expensive pastime these days. I could never afford it if I didn’t have a special arrangement that allows me to purchase them in boxes of two hundred at a knockdown price. I get them from Ged, who works at the local branch of Green Fingers garden centre, as a warehouse assistant, horticultural delivery man and supplier of bootlegged fags – though the latter is an unofficial role, of which his managers have no knowledge. I consider him a godsend, in the same way that busy new mums and self-employed freelancers rely on Ocado. I sent him a text three days ago, requesting my usual, and he told me it would be here today when he delivers my legitimate order.


He doesn’t just deal in cigarettes – the main focus of his business activities is marijuana, for which there is a surprising amount of demand around here. But personally, I stick to the Marlboro Lights, which he gets from his sister, an air hostess based out of Heathrow, and smoke them out of my bedroom window, when the wind is blowing in the right direction – away from the main house.


It’s not that my parents are especially puritanical but they definitely wouldn’t approve of this and I couldn’t bear giving them one more thing to try to understand or, worse, help me overcome. They are health-conscious in the way the middle classes are when they reach their sixties these days: pilates-practising, Evening Primrose oil-taking, pelvic floor-exercising, red meat-limiting moderates. Furthermore, I might recognise this as a filthy habit, but it happens to be one I don’t want to overcome. I need to keep some things private from my parents, even if I do live next door to them.


There are precisely eleven steps between Chalk View, where they live, and my annexe. These eleven steps are significant as they mean that I don’t quite still live with my mum and dad at an age when most people are thinking about having children of their own. A lot of self-respect is riding on those eleven steps.


Besides, who wouldn’t want to live here? I’ve long considered this spot, high on the grassy hills of the Chilterns, as my own piece of heaven. I can’t think of anywhere on earth that could make me feel happier. Which is why I haven’t set foot beyond my garden gate for more than two years.










Chapter 2


My mother doesn’t merely park her ancient pea green Volvo on the driveway, she reverses it in at high speed, screeching to such an abrupt halt that if there were passengers they’d be nursing whiplash injuries.


‘Where have you been?’ I ask, expecting her to be setting the table for Sunday dinner.


She slams the car door and clicks the lock. ‘I popped into the village for some double cream for your dad. He’s having trouble with the dessert so thought dousing it in this might help.’


‘What is it he’s made?’


‘Citrus and stem ginger pudding or something. I’m sure it’ll taste wonderful, but it looks like it’s been vomited up by a bilious cat.’


I follow her into the house and we find Dad in the kitchen, swearing as he frantically tries to plaster a large, glutinous mass together with the back of a spoon. ‘Well, of all the rotten bloody things,’ he mutters.


Mum peers in, frowns and gives a brisk shrug. ‘Oh, it looks all right to me, Col,’ she says, patting him on the back. ‘Deconstructed desserts are all the rage at the moment.’


I head to the fridge and take out a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc, pouring a large glass.


‘Here, have this,’ I say, handing it to him. ‘It’ll make it all better.’


‘No, it won’t,’ he sighs despondently. He does a double take, picks up the glass and knocks back a mouthful. ‘Actually, that is a bit better, now you mention it…’


Despite living next door, I don’t eat with my parents every night – only on Sundays, when they take it in turns to cook. It’s the one time of the week we’re guaranteed to get together, not because of my own packed diary, obviously – but theirs. Both my parents have busy lives, especially my mum. She’s semi-retired but never puts her feet up, instead filling every day with something new and interesting. She still loves work too, though it’s been many years since she was employed full time in a newsroom and even longer since her decade-long stint as a foreign correspondent, covering some of the biggest news events of the late 1980s and early 1990s, from the first Gulf War to the siege of Sarajevo.


Though the days of her flying off to a war zone are behind her, her byline remains a regular fixture in newspapers: she writes freelance analysis and feature pieces and every so often appears on Newsnight or BBC Breakfast as an ‘expert’. She comes across as knowledgeable and serious on television, rather different from the woman friends and family know as being the first to agree to a game of Twister at a party.


Over dinner, the conversation is the usual mix of village gossip and politics – they consider a good debate to be a family sport. After we’ve covered the GMB, MPs’ expenses and the situation in Syria, the talk moves closer to home: my mum’s friend Lizzie has been having an affair.


‘I’m appalled,’ Mum says.


‘Well, she’s been miserable for years,’ Dad replies.


‘I don’t mean about the affair, I mean that I hadn’t worked it out. I should’ve realised nobody can lose that much weight just from playing badminton.’


Theirs is a large kitchen and dining room, with soapstone countertops and copperware that jostles for space on the shelves. It is cosy and unselfconscious, a touch chintzy, though there are a few mod cons and stainless-steel gadgets. It’s mainly filled with mismatched furniture dappled with the imperfections of time and picked up from anywhere and everywhere. Kilims from the Balkans. Batiks from Indonesia. Walls full of books and art and a ‘good’ oak table that might have been worth something if it wasn’t dented by roller-skates and patchy from decades of buttered crumpets devoured by my sister Lucy and me.


‘Can’t be long before your concert, Dad,’ I say, finishing the pudding.


‘End of May. I can’t wait. It was worth turning sixty-five for that.’


The two tickets to see the Rolling Stones at the London stadium were from Lucy and me. They went on sale more than a year ago and it took both of us, plus Mum, simultaneously hammering websites on five devices before we eventually hit the jackpot.


‘I still haven’t decided who I’ll take with me,’ he says, as Mum stands to start clearing the dishes.


I look up, surprised. ‘Why aren’t you going, Mum?’


‘I’ve got an after-dinner speaking job, sadly,’ she says. ‘He won’t be short of takers to accompany him though.’


‘Hey, what was that concert I took you to as a teenager?’ Dad asks. ‘It was at the Forum in Kentish Town.’


‘Macy Gray,’ I tell him. ‘She was brilliant.’


He holds my gaze long enough for me to realise that he is considering an alternative reality, in which the person he gives the other Rolling Stones ticket to is me. In which we leap up and down to the music, buy the T-shirts, drink the beers, feel the thrum of sixty thousand voices singing along to one song. The thought sends a prickle along the back of my neck. ‘Your friend Alistair would be a good choice for the Stones, I think,’ I say decisively. ‘Don’t you?’


He smiles in a way that doesn’t reach his eyes. ‘Yes, I’m sure Alistair would love it.’





Afterwards, Mum goes to watch the news in the living room and, after finishing the washing up, I find her curled on the sofa, bare feet tucked underneath her legs. Her hair was a vivid ginger when she was younger, but has faded to a peachy blonde. She has a fine bone structure and thick lips that once prompted someone from her tennis club to ask if she’d had collagen implants.


‘Certainly not,’ she replied, though judging by the number of times she’s since repeated this anecdote, she was secretly pleased at the suggestion.


I sit next to her and wait for the closing credits while my eyes drift over the photos on the wall, an identity parade of badly cut fringes, braces and teenage spots, clutching graduation scrolls or running trophies.


I last won one when I was fourteen, when I competed at county level. I think it had been a surprise to everyone that I could run as fast as I could, me included – and it certainly kept the pounds off more easily than I can manage now. If Mum wasn’t away, she’d be the one to drive me to the fixtures. She’d been a good runner herself as a girl and loved watching me compete, judging by the volume of her cheers if I won, at least.


Of course, when I first started those races, aged nine, she was still working abroad all the time. I used to seek her out on the sidelines and, if I saw her with her mobile phone at her ear, anxiety would bolt through me, because back then only one person ever phoned on that – her news editor. It was a sure sign that, later that day, she’d be packing her little brown bag, ready to fly off to God knows where. I never got used to it.


‘Our new cleaner starts next week, did I tell you?’ she asks, as the programme’s credits roll.


‘Oh, Mum, I’ve already said I’m happy to clean for you,’ I protest. ‘It’s such a waste of money when I’m only next door.’


‘No,’ she replies firmly. ‘I don’t want you doing that.’


‘But you walk Gertie for me. It’s only fair that I do something in return.’


‘Walking Gertie isn’t a chore. I enjoy it. Besides, I’ve got Mandy starting next week now.’


‘But—’


‘Ellie,’ she says, interrupting, as she pats my hand gently. ‘It’s out of the question.’


There’s no point in arguing. Dad doesn’t always agree with her, but he’d back her up on this. The thought of me being stuck at home, scrubbing a floor, instead of putting my university education to decent use is unbearable for them. Because however they imagined I’d turn out, it was a long way from that.










Chapter 3


I wake the following day to the soft thud of Gertie’s paws as she jumps on the end of the bed and scampers to me to say hello. It’s been a long time since anyone has tried to nibble my earlobes, but it’s so gross that I prise her off immediately.


‘You silly thing,’ I murmur, ruffling her fur as she wags her tail, apparently ecstatic at the mere fact of my existence. I pick up the phone and check the response to the tulip post. It has attracted a solid 948 likes and lots of comments, though I discover as I scroll that this was largely prompted by a question from one of my followers.




@DaisyFallowes


Could you settle a difference of opinion between me and my boyfriend? He recently grew a man bun, started drinking craft ale and, as well as showing an interest in bee-keeping, is obsessed with making our garden organic. I’m all for this, but he claims that ‘human urine is the most effective fertiliser known to man’. I’m now worried about him ‘fertilising’ the botanicals in broad daylight. The neighbours are a nice bunch but I’m pretty sure they have limits. Is he pulling my leg? [image: ]


@EnglishCountryGardenista


@DaisyFallowes I prefer Growmore, but your boyfriend is not wrong: human urine is a rich source of nitrogen, phosphorus and potassium. However, I wouldn’t recommend applying it directly (and not merely for the sake of your neighbours). It works best when diluted ten to fifteen parts water. Happy fertilising!





I make sure I reply to everybody – @patti.74, who tells me that tulips are her favourite too. @Urban.gardener.NYC who wishes he had the space I have on the terrace of his loft apartment. @Dorinda.Smythe from Winnipeg, Canada, who says she’s waiting patiently for her own tulips to poke through a blanket of deep snow… and dozens of others.


It’s time-consuming but I was brought up to believe that if somebody takes the trouble to start a conversation, it’s only polite to respond. I like to think of social media as a cocktail party. You get to chat to all kinds of people; some you hit it off with, others you don’t.


This connection with the outside world is one of the reasons why I don’t really think of myself as agoraphobic, whatever my medical records might say. I don’t closet myself in a room with the windows nailed shut, unable to go to the bathroom without fearing what might jump out of the loo and get me. Also, it’s not as though I don’t go outside. I am constantly outside, where I feel not only relaxed but positively content, as long as it’s within the perimeter of the garden, which is looped by a high stone wall and dense hedges that provide an atmosphere of seclusion and privacy. Compare this to some poor bastards on the panic forums. Some of them never even leave their bed.


I could leave if I had to, but the life I have constructed here is one I happen to like – and is all the better for the fact that it allows me to do a job I’m passionate about. I don’t get paid a fortune as an influencer, but the sponsored content that I create, curate and publish online amounts to more than when I first started out, when I’d have done anything for a free watering can. Now, my paid-for posts are planned in advance with the marketing manager of one of the firms who employ me – everyone from online plant stores to clothing companies and publishers.


I like to think that one of my key attributes is flexibility, so when I was approached this morning by a firm I’ve partnered with before – The Creative Planter – to ask if I could squeeze in a sponsored post before Wednesday, I immediately said yes, despite the weather forecast. With rain promised later today, I need to get cracking. After wanding my hair into long waves, I apply liquid eyeliner and pull a pair of Hunter wellies over my jeans. I step outside with my tripod and camera, as milky morning light shimmers through the buds on the fruit trees.


Our garden wraps around my parents’ house on a perfectly sized plot of around three quarters of an acre. The main house has the nicest aspect: from the top floor, where my mum’s home office is, the view is an idyllic slice of English countryside, a carpet of green hills, church spires and woodland. Inside the walls, my aim was to create the perfect cottage garden, an exuberant and informal display of peonies and foxgloves, snapdragons and pansies. There are berry and fruit trees, as well as rambling plants that grow right up to the main house, weaving into each other and cascading onto the pathways. Right at the end is a huge weeping willow, with graceful, whispery leaves.


I start on the first few shots on my list – pictures in which I prune a fig tree and or tie back the rambling roses. But by 11am, the sky looks ominous, so I prioritise a now-or-never shot to illustrate a post about lily bulbs that the marketing manager of The Creative Planter was desperate for. It involves a side-on view as I kneel with a trowel, a splash of colour from the bluebells in the background. I set the timer and get into position, when a burst of sunlight shines through the clouds. It’s a winning shot.


‘Er… hello?’


With a second before the shutter clicks, I ignore the arrival of Ged with my Marlboro Lights – and fix my smile.


‘Is everything all right?’


But I realise that the voice isn’t actually Ged’s. As footsteps approach, my breath catches and I look up without actively making the decision to do so. I register as my stomach plummets that a total stranger is standing in my garden.










Chapter 4


‘Don’t leave the gate open, I’ve got a dog!’ I yell, though Dad took Gertie for a walk an hour ago.


He freezes and looks round, alarmed. ‘Oh, sorry.’


I glance at the logo on his polo shirt and realise that, while he isn’t Ged, he is from the garden centre. I remember my camera and check the last photo it took, discovering that as a result of the confusion all I’ve achieved is an unusable shot of my elbow. I groan as he heads up my garden path, carrying a tray of alpines.


He is a bear of a man, with the kind of height and bulk that you can’t ever imagine fitting into an economy airline seat, or emerging from a gift shop without having broken a couple of knick-knacks. He wears grubby workman’s gloves and an unironed shirt, and has a spongy midriff that, harsh as it sounds, does not compare favourably with the Nordic male supermodels I’m used to seeing on Instagram. His muscular forearms are milk white and his hair light brown, the colour of dust in the summer. He looks vaguely familiar though I realise that this is because, beyond thick, solid eyebrows and long lashes, his face isn’t one you’d pick out from a crowd.


‘Are you okay?’ he asks. ‘I let myself in when I saw you from the gate. I thought you might have fainted.’


I frown at this bizarre assumption. ‘I was planting bulbs.’


‘Ah,’ he laughs, looking sheepish. ‘Good job I didn’t call the air ambulance then.’


The sky is leaden and oppressive and I need to get that picture urgently. ‘Just leave the plants on the patio. Thanks.’ I smile politely, hoping he doesn’t take it as an invitation to stop and chat, then reset the camera.


‘There are another couple of things in the van,’ he says, heading away as something occurs to me with a crunch of alarm.


‘Where’s Ged?’ I ask.


‘Oh, the last guy? He got a job at Cuthbert & Sons.’


I blink. ‘What – doing deliveries?’ I decide there and then that, wherever he works, I’ll be taking my business there immediately.


‘Kind of – they’re undertakers. Don’t worry though. I’m only on a temporary contract but I’ve been told you’re a big customer. If you’ve got any special requests, just ask.’


I pause, trying to work out if I imagined the inflection in his voice. ‘What kind of “special requests”?’ I ask tentatively, wondering if Ged has let this guy in on his sideline, perhaps in some kind of franchise arrangement.


‘Well, carrying any heavy stuff. Supplying the goods at short notice.’ He shrugs. ‘Doesn’t sound all that special really, does it?’


‘But when you say “the goods”… exactly which goods are we talking about?’


He pulls a piece of paper out of his back pocket. ‘Half a dozen alpines, a bag of fertiliser and some all-purpose linking supports. Is something missing?’


‘No. Forget it.’


As he returns to the van, I take out my phone to text Ged.




There’s a different delivery guy here and he says you’ve left. I’ve completely RUN OUT. Can you get here tonight?





I look up to find Ged’s replacement stacking fertiliser against the house wall. ‘Sorry if I ruined your picture,’ he says.


I’d forgotten about that, though by now the otherworldly gloom that’s descended has entirely put paid to capturing that shot. ‘They mentioned at the garden centre that you’re a social media star. Is it on Twitter?’


‘Instagram.’


‘Oh, right. I’ll have to look you up. Not that I’m on Instagram – or any of that stuff.’


I glance up. ‘Nothing?’


‘I tried setting up a Facebook account once. All kinds of people kept coming out of the woodwork.’


‘That’s the idea.’


‘Yeah, but then I found out that the lovely little old man next door was actually a Britain First supporter and my Aunt Sarah kept posting mad, anti-vaccine rants and saying garlic could cure cancer. I basically discovered that I was surrounded by lunatics.’


Then, as if someone has switched on the setting on a shower, great thick gobbets of rain begin to fall. I gather up my equipment and race across the patio, until I push open the door and scramble inside. I tip them out onto the kitchen table, then become aware that the delivery guy is hovering at the threshold, his hair plastered to his forehead in a kind of weird, knotty fringe. ‘You left this outside.’ He holds up my make-up bag.


I walk to the door and he hands me a soupy cauldron of foundation and Charlotte Tilbury eyeshadow.


‘Oh, great,’ I sigh.


‘It’s… Ellie, isn’t it?’ he asks, inching further under my small porch roof.


I look up, surprised. ‘Yes.’


‘I knew it was you.’ He crosses his arms and smiles.


‘Sorry?’


‘We went to primary school together. We were only in the same class for a year. I remember the day you started.’


‘Oh, right,’ I say awkwardly, feeling heat radiate to my neck. ‘Do you need me to sign for this?’


‘Oh. Yeah.’ He takes the signing device from his back pocket and starts clicking on it. Thirty seconds later, he is still clicking, mumbling about technology and repeating the fact that it’s his first day.


I’m not going to offer the information, but now he’s mentioned it I do remember him from school. I recall seeing him emerge from the office behind his mum one day, as the head teacher was telling her that they ‘took bullying very seriously’. I only had to glance at this hulk of a boy, his head hanging between the shoulders of his blazer, to know he was the victim, not the perpetrator. I felt sorry for him, but my overwhelming feeling was: thank God I’m not him.


‘Got anything planned this weekend?’ he asks, as he finally hands over the machine. ‘It’s meant to be nice and sunny tomorrow.’


‘I’ll probably do some gardening,’ I say, scrawling my name.


‘Great!’ He smiles pleasantly. ‘Nice to see you again anyway.’


Then he turns and heads back towards his van, closing the gate and leaving me to breathe a little easier.










Chapter 5


That night, I have one of my dreams. I knew it was coming. I can feel these things, in the same way that some people with migraines say they are preceded by certain distinct, peculiar feelings. In my case it was the overwhelming sense of dread that accompanied me as I curled up with Gertie in front of Gardener’s World and made me fight to stay awake for as long as possible. I eventually became so tired that I’d hoped I could sleep through anything. I did drift off, but the valleys of my mind were soon infiltrated by the same thoughts and images that have haunted me for years.


Now when I wake, I am irradiated by fear and flooded with cortisol, my heart thrashing so hard it feels as though it might give way.


But I know the drill. I know to breathe, to turn on the light. To pull myself together.


It is only Instagram and Gertie that get me through the next few, sleepless hours. The dog doesn’t mind that I cling to her like my life depends on it, occasionally getting out of bed to smoke a cigarette or top up my water. There is no point in trying to do anything other than scroll through gardening accounts to occupy myself until daybreak.


It’s around the time when the sun is filtering through my curtains that a photo appears on my feed with a hashtag that I follow: #Chilterns. It was taken from Coombe Hill, a chalk downland site that’s one of the highest points in the region, with sweeping views of the Vale of Aylesbury. Mum used to take Lucy and me for walks up there. My sister wasn’t even a teenager by then, but she’d still grumble endlessly about it, as if no more pointless endeavour had ever been invented than walking. But I used to love it, at least when I was in the right frame of mind. Mum would roll up a picnic blanket and stuff a rucksack full of egg and cress sandwiches, peaches and macaroons. Once we were at the top, I’d eat until there was an exquisite ache in my belly, licking the sweet zing of lemonade from my lips, savouring it as if it were my last.


The picture that has caught my attention features a striking male silhouette against a sky smeared with thunder and charcoal. He’s holding a yoga pose in which the weight of his body is upheld by his hands, his legs raised in front at a 45-degree angle. It looks like an unfeasible, impossible position, yet he is as strong and steady as an oak tree. The caption reads:




Do not let your past define you. Being happy and fulfilled is a choice, as long as you’re willing to open your heart to the magic all around you.


#yogaman #positivity #positivityquotes #passion #inspiration #crossfit #goodvibes #fitness #Chilterns #wellbeing





I re-read the caption and like the sentiment so much that I click on the account. Its owner is called @Firefly_Guy. He has just over nine hundred followers and a biography that reads: ‘Yoga man, traveller, positive thinker’.


His pictures have been predominantly uploaded in the last few weeks, though some were taken a while ago. Most are in locations within a twenty-mile radius of here, but a few feature shimmering snow in Austria or rocks glittering with dust in Picos de Europa, Spain. His six-pack could have an Instagram account of its own judging by the level of interest it has attracted. Though undeniably impressive, it is his face that I’m mesmerised by. Everything about it is twinkly and alluring – artistic-looking hair that’s tied back but falls onto a tanned forehead, a soft, dark beard that obscures his chin and eyes as blue as a swimming pool. My fingertips hover over the keypad for a moment, before I begin to type.




@EnglishCountryGardenista


That caption was a welcome thought today. Thank you for posting it. (Also, I love that spot – I made lots of childhood memories there!)





I press return, shut down my iPad and don’t give it a moment’s thought for the rest of the day. It’s only after the light has faded, I’ve finished in the garden and showered, that I slump on the sofa with my phone – and discover that @Firefly_Guy has responded.




@EnglishCountryGardenista It’s a beautiful view from there, I agree. One of my favourites.





I am contemplating whether to say anything back, when a private message icon appears in the corner of my screen. I open it up. It’s from @Firefly_Guy.




I ought to have said: thank you for your kind words about my post [image: ]. It’s nice to hear these things mean something to someone out there. Feels like I’m shouting into the abyss at times [image: ].





This is significantly more exciting than my usual standard of direct messages, the last one of which asked if I could recommend a wormery starter kit. I compose my response eagerly.




I know that feeling. I might have a few followers these days but it wasn’t always like that.





In the lull afterwards, I click on one of his pictures, tilting my head to examine the beaded bracelet that kisses the veins on his wrist. I run my fingers over the screen, idly tracing its outline, when another message arrives.




Okay, I’ve just seen how many followers you have. I am ridiculously impressed. How long did it take you to grow to that? And how? I have a million questions!





I can’t deny I’m pleased he noticed. I reply coolly.




I’ve been here for just over two years.







Wow. Quite unbelievable…







Thanks, but lots of others on here have built their followers far faster. It’s actually slowed down for me a little recently.







You can’t fool me with your modesty. Come on, what’s your secret? I realise this is starting to sound like I’m asking for a consultation but I’m genuinely curious…







Oh, just the usual. The photography has to be top notch (but you already seem to be on top of that judging by your most recent post!). I always plan well in advance to make sure I get lots of pics – sometimes 100 or 200 – before I whittle them down to one. That’s the case whether it’s for a post that a sponsor is paying me for – or one of the others. The main thing is letting your personality shine through. Instagram Stories are good for that.





I hardly have to wait between messages; his replies arrive faster than I can keep up with, making my heart flutter every time a new one pings onto my phone.




You realise you should be charging me for this!





I snort.




These top tips are probably worth a fortune… about the price of a packet of Smoky Bacon crisps I’d say.







Well… I wouldn’t know. I’m vegan [image: ]





I wince. Of course he’s vegan. You don’t get a body like that from a diet rich in sausage rolls. I decide to steer the messages back to more comfortable territory.




Re. shouting into the abyss. I felt like nobody was interested too at first. You just need a couple of lucky breaks.







Hey, you’re an inspiration.





My eyes narrow.




Hmm. Now you’re taking the piss… I think?







Of course not. Why would you assume that?







Oh, I don’t know. Maybe sarcasm is just hard to detect online. But if you’re sure then I’ll just soak up the glory.







Take it where you can, I say. Besides, it’s obvious your breaks haven’t been lucky. I’m not surprised people want to follow you. I’ve been clicking through your pictures. Your garden is lovely and your passion shines through. It also helps that you’re incredibly pretty, of course.





My insides flip. I turn to the dog. ‘Blimey, Gertie. What do I say to that?’




That’s not offensive, is it?





‘God no,’ I say out loud, though restrain myself from actually writing it.




Not at all. It’s nice of you to say.







Ha! Okay, good. What would have been the point in pretending I hadn’t noticed, after all?! [image: ].





It’s been such a while since I’ve engaged in anything you could call flirtation that it’s hard to know how to respond to this kind of thing. I’ve had approaches from men online of course, but they’re rare in the gardening community, and I don’t count ‘hey sexy’ when they land with sledgehammer subtlety in my inbox. Though the internet is awash with people to message, meet up with, have sex with, all of that would mean taking a step I wouldn’t contemplate.


Nevertheless, this feels different. This feels wonderful.


It continues for most of the evening, until I eventually retire to bed, my head full to the brim with thoughts about him, as one final message arrives.




Sleep tight lovely gardener. And dream well x





I allow myself one last look at his photograph before I turn off the light, gazing sleepily at the silver rings on his tanned fingers. I imagine what it must be like to be touched by those hands, to feel his skin against my own. It’s a surprisingly easy thought to conjure up, one that prompts me to release a long, slow breath. Because, above anything else, it serves as a reminder of just how long it’s been since I’ve been touched by anyone at all.










Chapter 6


Harriet, 1989


Harriet would have to admit that, several years after she’d won her first job in Fleet Street, there was still the odd moment when she felt out of her depth. The key, she’d worked out, was simply not to show it. Most of the men never did. This was particularly the case on foreign assignments, when she was among a press pack that was still predominantly male, with a few notable exceptions. Even though she considered most of her colleagues to be generous, unpatronising and fun to be around, it didn’t do to broadcast bouts of self-doubt. Not when she still encountered the odd one who seemed positively troubled by her presence in a war zone.


‘Do you think you’ll ever get married?’ asked Frank, as they sat in the back of a bullet-riddled Volvo having just left the airport in Beirut. While they were preparing for landing, the pilot had warned passengers to exercise caution when they exited the aircraft – and advised them to run as fast as possible to the terminal building to avoid being caught in any crossfire.


‘Absolutely no idea. You?’ Harriet said.


From the quirk of his eyebrow, he hadn’t considered the question to be relevant to him. It wasn’t as if he was an old duffer either – Frank was younger than her, in his early twenties and fresh from Cambridge.


‘All I mean is… don’t you think that if you did marry your husband would mind you being in places like this?’


‘I’m absolutely certain that my imaginary future husband would be very supportive.’ She grabbed the handrail of the door as the car swung around a corner.


They’d been sent by the foreign desk to Lebanon in the immediate aftermath of General Michel Aoun’s declaration of a ‘war of liberation’ against Syrian occupation. The next 48 hours had been devastating, with Aoun’s forces shelling West Beirut and Syrian forces targeting East Beirut, resulting in 40 dead and 165 wounded. As their car hurtled through the wreckage in the streets, the ring of distant gunfire peppered their conversation. In other words, you’d think there was quite enough going on to occupy Frank’s mind outside of Harriet’s personal life.


‘Don’t you ever think about staying in the UK to do something a little… safer?’


‘Such as?’


‘Oh, I don’t know. Health reporter. Education, perhaps,’ he suggested.


‘I applied for the job of Knitting Correspondent but didn’t get it,’ she replied.


His head snapped towards her. ‘Really?’


‘No, Frank.’ She smiled. ‘Not really.’


She’d never been able to work out who decided why certain specialisms constituted ‘soft’ news and were therefore especially suited to a woman. She counted her blessings that the succession of news editors she’d had were rather more enlightened – if by that was meant that nobody had batted an eyelid before sending her somewhere she could potentially get her head blown off.


The only issue had ever been whether she could get the job done and Harriet had worked very hard to prove that she could. She was fast and accurate, but also reported compassionately. She’d developed a pin-sharp ability to appraise risk, knowing when to keep away from danger and when it was worth trying to blag her way through a barricade. Despite a near miss by a rocket-launched grenade – which occurred while she was sharing a bottle of Scotch with an NBC cameraman in Afghanistan – and a brush with kidnappers in Angola, she was known for a refreshing absence of fuss.


‘My aunt was an art critic for The Lady,’ Frank continued, clearly considering this to be a helpful suggestion.


‘But I do this, Frank,’ Harriet said firmly. ‘This is what I do.’


If someone had told Harriet when she was a little girl that this was what she’d end up doing for a living, she’d never have believed them. She’d wanted to be a gymnast and was obsessed with the sport until she turned fourteen, when her body had grown in all the wrong places and scuppered her ambitions, apparently overnight.


She’d grown up with her teacher father and housewife mother in a neat semi-detached house in a small town in the West Midlands. At school, she liked English and History but rarely came top of the class. She was bookish and shy, with no particular interest in, or knowledge of, current affairs.


There really was no single moment that led her to this point. It was more a series of opportunities, curves in the road. Her father had a job at a good private school which she then got to attend as a pupil. Her first work experience was as a messenger on the Coventry Evening Telegraph – and she only chose that because it sounded more interesting than the alternative: photocopying clerk in a building society. A year in Rome as part of her History degree at Birmingham University sparked a period of joyous self-discovery, in which she learnt to shed off her introversion, chat to strangers on the tram and develop a life-long love of travel. After that, she would simply never have been happy working in any building society.


She quickly graduated from local newspaper hack to doing weekend shifts in the London newsroom of a broadsheet. She was chosen for her first trip to cover a conflict while she was working as a general reporter, for the typically illogical sort of reason that newsrooms specialise in: she’d had a long-term boyfriend from Ballymena while at university, which meant she was one of the few journalists they had capable of consistently spelling Northern Irish names correctly.


Since first seeing a tank roll into an urban street during the Troubles, her job had taken her to conflicts further afield – everywhere from Sri Lanka to Angola and Iraq. She was often terrified, occasionally moved to tears, but never anything less than fascinated. She also liked the idea that she was doing something that might make a difference, in small and occasionally very big ways.


Now, as their driver hurtled down a narrow alleyway, she clutched the small leather holdall that accompanied her on every trip. She’d picked it up in Lisbon airport on her first stint abroad as a reporter, to cover a more sedate royal visit. Within were the bare essentials: torch, toothbrush, notebook, official documents and a novel, in this instance the new Anne Tyler.


Suddenly, a blast resounded from somewhere, and their car wobbled. Frank grabbed her by the arm, his complexion chalk white.


‘Do you think we need to try and buy some guns?’ His voice was trembling. ‘The driver said he knows somewhere he can get us a couple of pistols. Apparently the local press are all fully armed.’


‘Don’t be silly.’ She tutted. He removed his hand and looked at her, exasperated.


‘But why? Are you worried about trying to claim it on expenses?’


‘If you and I go around toting those, we’d be far more likely to end up in a gun fight with some local militia and frankly I don’t fancy our chances. Besides, it would mean breaking my number one rule as a journalist.’


She crossed one hand over the other and looked out of the window. A crack of gunfire echoed through the street.


‘And what’s that?’ he asked.


She turned back and fixed her eyes on him. ‘To keep myself out of the story.’










Chapter 7


Ellie


As someone who has shown a remarkable talent for losing friends over the years, I’ve reflected a lot on the first person I was ever really close to.


My childhood best friend wasn’t a sister in the biological sense, but what she was to me transcended anything you could compare with a straightforward playmate or chum. Even though it was years ago, a whole lifetime away, I can still recall how much stronger, taller, better I felt for being around her. It sounds coy to say we were inseparable, but it’s true. I assumed she’d be in my life for ever, the way children do. When you’re young, you don’t think much about the future, only the next hour, or day. Funny how it’s only when someone is gone that you can reflect on the weight of their absence in any meaningful way.


Now I’m an adult there is really only one person who fulfils a role you could compare to that of a best friend and that’s my sister Lucy.


She turns up on Saturday, while Mum and Dad are out. It’s been a couple of weeks since we’ve seen her, so I pre-empt what Mum will say by asking it myself. ‘Why didn’t you let us know you were coming over?’


‘Last-minute decision,’ she replies, as if she ever makes decisions that aren’t. She sinks into my sofa and takes a bite of a sandwich that’s clearly the result of a raid on my parents’ fridge – half a baguette stuffed haphazardly with brie and grapes.


‘I needed to get out of the city,’ she says, between mouthfuls. ‘Breathe in a bit of fresh air.’


‘You’re hungover then?’


‘I think my brain might be bleeding. I’m giving up drinking as of today though.’


‘I thought it was your favourite hobby?’


‘Don’t joke. Please,’ she says, finishing off the sandwich and closing her eyes as she slumps further down the sofa. Gertie jumps up next to her and curls against her leg, as I bring over a glass of cold cordial from the kitchen. I place it on the table with two Paracetamol.


‘Oh, you’re good,’ she murmurs.


‘Anything else I can do for you?’


‘Donate a liver?’


‘You hide the fact that you’re a human cesspit pretty well, I’ll give you that,’ I say, sitting down on the chair opposite her as she knocks back the tablets. Her chestnut hair is piled in a messy topknot and she’s wearing white trainers and a floral print dress that goes down to her ankles, but shows off at least four inches of sumptuous cleavage.


Despite growing up in the same household, with the same parents and rules, Lucy and I couldn’t be more different. Perhaps it’s the ten-year age gap.


I, as the eldest, was obedient and anxious to please. I was an enthusiastic Brownie Sixer and deputy head girl, and my hand was always the first to shoot up when a teacher asked for a helper. Lucy on the other hand was averse to conformity. She lasted five minutes in ballet classes and chess clubs and was the kid who, when asked ‘What’s the magic word?’, would not reply with ‘Please’ but ‘Abracadabra’. As a teenager she hung around with the goths, the punks and the weirdos; she had pink hair with shaved sides for eighteen months and gave the impression that her Doc Marten boots were surgically attached.


She was clever enough to get into UCL to study Ancient History, graduate with a 2:1 and, after teacher training, begin work at a highly regarded sixth-form college, where her repertoire of amusing trivia about Roman orgies goes down a storm. You could never accuse Lucy of being boring. She is big-brained, big-hearted, funny and loyal.


‘Do you want some tea?’ I ask, taking two cups from the kitchen cupboard.


‘Yeah, that’d be nice.’ She lifts Gertie onto the floor and eyeballs the dog momentarily, before issuing the command: ‘Sit!’


Gertie doesn’t move, other than to blink.


‘She only does it for me,’ I say, flicking on the kettle.


Lucy is undeterred. ‘Sit, Gertie!’


The dog yawns. I leave the tea and walk back to the living room. ‘Sit!’ I say.


Gertie looks from one of us to the other, then back again. ‘Sit,’ I repeat. ‘Sit. Come on now. Sit. Please, Gertie. Sit.’


‘I thought you were training her?’ Lucy snorts. ‘She’s hopeless.’


‘She’s clearly just not in the mood to sit,’ I say defensively.


‘I think what you mean is: the dog is in charge,’ she replies. I decide to go back to making the tea.


‘So tell me: why are you hungover? What happened last night?’


‘Oh, it’s quite uninteresting,’ she replies dismissively, which is what she’d say if she’d spent the evening entertaining Russian diamond traders at the Folies-Bergère. The scene of her downfall was a gin tasting at the Donovan Bar in Mayfair, which she attended with her friend Trudi.


‘I’d been planning a quiet night, but you’ve got to get your money’s worth. Anyway, there was this awful guy there. An advertising exec, originally from New York. He was arrogant, obnoxious. Also, you know the way some men are good-looking in a certain light but if you focus on them for a second you realise they’re like a Picasso painting, with features that are in the wrong places and—’


‘I get the picture. He was your worst nightmare. What happened?’ I bring over the mugs and place one in front of her.


‘I slept with him.’


‘Oh Lucy.’ Her shoulders slump. ‘Well, at least you’ll never have to see him again.’


‘Apparently so. He hasn’t returned my calls.’


‘You… what?’


‘Also, he’s married,’ she sniffs.


My jaw lowers.


‘I only found out when I looked on Facebook this morning. His wife looks like Reese Witherspoon and she knits novelty bobble hats for charity. What kind of tosser would you have to be to sleep with someone else when your wife makes woollens in the shape of baby owls to raise money for sick children?’ She shakes her head as a message lands on my phone. My heart compresses; I already know it’s going to be from @Firefly_Guy – or, as I now know him, just Guy.


We’ve been texting each other non-stop for nearly two weeks now, though it feels as though it’s been longer. Somehow, we are never short of something to talk about. Because, though I can’t entirely match his knowledge of subtitled movies, Japanese poetry and Puerto Rican night clubs, we have also found plenty of common ground – in social media and favourite local beauty spots. I’m interested in his job too – teaching yoga at a trendy studio, which he’s clearly good at given the five-star reviews on their Facebook page.


His messages are wonderful in the most destabilising way. He is completely unselfconscious about telling me that he’s been looking at my pictures, or that he likes the shape of my lips. My whole body prickles with warmth at this statement, made so matter-of-factly that you’d think we were discussing the weather.




So tell me @EnglishCountryGardenista… do you think we might get to meet IRL one day? x





My small intake of breath piques Lucy’s interest. ‘Oh, who’s sending you messages?’


‘A company selling wellies. They’re a potential sponsor.’


‘Oh right,’ she says, clearly underwhelmed. ‘So… anything else new with you?’


‘Oh, you know. Thought I’d jet off to Paris to catch the opera tonight.’


She looks at me from under a pair of heavy lids. ‘Ellie, your situation is far too tragic to joke about.’


‘You don’t need to worry about me, Lucy. I’m getting along just fine. I know you find it impossible to believe, but I’m actually happy.’


She responds with a muffled grunt, which could be derision or brie-induced indigestion. I suppress the temptation to point out that I enjoyed a thoroughly pleasant, sober evening last night and awoke feeling optimistic and energetic, rather than in bed with a married man who I then spent the morning stalking on Facebook.


Lucy won’t accept the way I live my life. None of them will really, but she least of all. I think she hates the idea that I am fallible; it’s against the natural order of things and every assumption she made about me when we were growing up: that I’d be the one to hold her hand and steady her through life. The rock solid one. There is little chance of that these days.










Chapter 8


[image: Image]


ELLIE HEATHCOTE




My British followers will know that there are only three things May bank holidays usually bring: rain, more rain and people grumbling about the rain, as they trudge round IKEA having abandoned plans to be outdoors. But, for the first time since the Magna Carta, we’ve got a long weekend in Britain and the sky is clear. I have a few chores to catch up on, but it feels wrong using that word about the garden somehow. It’s hardly like cleaning the loo, is it? My first job is to take some softwood cuttings then get back into the lawn-mowing regime. My grass is growing strongly already so it’ll be once a week from now on. How are you spending this May Day? Whatever you’re doing, have a gorgeous weekend! #gardening #gardentherapy #girlsthatgarden #girlgardener #wildandrustic #Maydaygardening #englishcountrygarden
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