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  For Mum, Dad and Nanny.




   




  In memory of Grandad.
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    For most this amazing day, for the leaping greenly spirits of trees, and for the blue dream of sky and for everything which is natural, which is infinite, which is yes.




    – E.E. Cummings
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  You can’t tell that the coffin holds the body of a boy.




  He wasn’t even sixteen, but his coffin’s the same size as a man’s would be.




  It’s not just that he was young, but because it was so sudden. No one should die the way he did: that’s what the faces here say.




  I think about him, in there, with all that space, and I want to stop them. I want to open the box and climb in with him. To wrap him up in a duvet. I can’t bear the thought of him being

  cold.




  And all the time the same question flails around my head, like a hawkmoth round a light-bulb: Is it possible to keep loving somebody when they kill someone you love?
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  It was three months after Mum left that the gypsies moved in. They set up camp in the paddock one Sunday night while we were asleep. My brother Sam was excited when he saw

  them.




  ‘Gypos!’ he shouted.




  Sam used to have a gypsy in his class: Grace Fitzpatrick. She’d been famous at school because she could do as many things with her feet as with her hands. She could even write her name

  with them, which was funny because she couldn’t read. Sam, who’d sat next to her in assembly, said she smelt like cat piss and fire smoke.




  ‘They live off barbecues,’ he told me as we watched from Dad’s bedroom window.




  I thought it sounded brilliant.




  There was a caravan and a clapped-out car and, a few metres away, a fire with a pot hanging over it.




  ‘Be bloody hundreds of ’em by the end of the day,’ Dad said, emptying sawdust from his overall pockets onto the floor.




  ‘They’ll probably tarmac the field while we’re asleep,’ Sam said. ‘Try and make you pay for it.’




  Dad made a growling noise. ‘Be a nightmare getting rid of them, that’s for bloody sure.’




  He left us leaning on the windowsill.




  Sam made dents in the wood with his fingers while I wondered what Dad was going to do. This was exactly the sort of thing Mum would have sorted. She’d have been best friends with the

  gypsies by breakfast, had them falling over themselves to make her happy, even if that left them without a home.




  ‘Look at all those dogs,’ Sam said. ‘Bet they fight them. Tie blades to their paws.’




  I shook my head.




  ‘Seen it on the telly,’ he said.




  ‘What, on kids’ telly?’




  He dug his elbow into me until I squirmed.




  Two greyhounds bounded round the paddock and I tried to imagine them snarling at each other, blades flying, but it was ridiculous, and then the caravan door swung open, and a tiny black dog

  scurried out.




  A woman appeared in the doorway. Tall and thin, with red hair falling over one shoulder, she looked beautiful. She lifted her arms above her head and stretched, revealing a stripe of tanned

  belly beneath her green vest. Behind her the white caravan seemed to sparkle.




  ‘Prozzie,’ Sam said.




  The woman spun round suddenly, and a teenage boy in rolled-up jeans leaped from the caravan, laughing. He’d obviously startled her. The three dogs ran over to him, the tiny black one

  lagging behind, and he bent down to tussle with them. They licked at his bare chest.




  Sam didn’t have anything to say for a second. The boy looked about the same age as him. He was clearly the woman’s son, tall and thin like her, but with lighter, ginger-blond hair

  that flicked out above his ears and curled on the back of his neck.




  ‘Bet he don’t go to school,’ Sam said.




  ‘Come on, Iris,’ Dad called up the stairs. ‘You’re going to be late.’




  ‘Aw, shame,’ Sam said, because he was on study leave.




  Still, I couldn’t help staying a minute longer, watching as the red-haired woman filled a bucket with water from the pot above the fire and began scrubbing her steps.




  Dad left the house at the same time as I did. With fists clenched, he headed towards the paddock.




  I couldn’t wait till the summer holidays. Everyone at school was getting on my nerves. Especially Matty. At registration, when I told her about the gypsies, she

  told me this story about her second cousin’s boyfriend’s brother: he was on his way to the newsagent’s to buy a magazine when a gypsy girl burst out and cracked him over the head

  with a golf ball in a sock. For no reason. I told her we didn’t have any girls, only a boy, and described the way his hair flicked out, but she curled her nostrils at me.




  ‘Pikeys are gross, Iris,’ she said. ‘You’d get gonorrhoea.’




  Matty was always name-checking STDs. She thought it made her look sophisticated.




  At dinner time, we watched the boys play football.




  ‘Your socks are odd,’ Matty told me. ‘Don’t you care?’




  ‘Not really.’




  ‘Maybe you should.’




  I took my shoes off and folded my socks down so their oddness was less obvious.




  ‘That’s your problem, Iris,’ she sighed. ‘You think that makes a difference.’




  Before maths, next lesson, I nipped into the toilets and took them off.




  Matty had moved to Derby from Guildford four years ago with frizzy black hair and too-big glasses which left red dents on her nose, but every new term she got prettier. Today

  her black frizz was tamed into long waves that she twisted round her little finger. Her glasses had shrivelled to contacts, and to make matters worse, her boobs had gone from a size nothing to a

  32B in the last six months. As far as Matty was concerned, she was a fully mature woman.




  ‘Remember, Iris,’ she’d taken to saying to me, ‘my birthday’s in September. Really, I’m in the year above you. Really, I’m a Year

  Ten.’




  Every day, after school, I watched the gypsies. They hadn’t listened when Dad told them they weren’t welcome, and much to his annoyance were getting on with their

  lives. As well as the teenage boy, the dogs and the red-haired woman, there was a man, a baby and four little girls.




  The boy spent a lot of time with his mum. He got in her way while she was cleaning, and made her laugh. Sometimes she grabbed him and ruffled his hair. They reminded me of how Mum and Sam used

  to be.




  The gypsy boy was good to his sisters. They were all loads younger than him, but he still played hide and seek with them, and picked them up when they cried. I couldn’t imagine him

  getting mad at them for something as silly as borrowing his socks.




  In the evenings, they all sat around the fire, or on the grass nearby, until it was time to eat whatever their mum cooked in the pot, or their dad brought home in the car. Later on, when the mum

  had put the little ones to bed, the gypsy boy went to lie underneath the caravan by himself, and I felt as though I understood him completely.




  Dad shouted if he caught me watching from his bedroom window.




  ‘It’s not a game, Iris,’ he said, and so I kept my spying to when he was out.




  One night, I left my curtains open so the sun could wake me. I wanted to see what the gypsies did first thing. It was well before six when I crept upstairs, past Dad sleeping

  with his head half under the pillow, to my usual perch on his armchair by the window. He didn’t notice. Mum was the light sleeper – the snorer too. She used to make herself jump in the

  night.




  Underneath the early white sky, the paddock was dotted with poppies, and fat wood pigeons in the tall poplars surrounding the yard called to each other. The boy got up first. He jumped down the

  caravan steps and did a lap of the field with the dogs. Occasionally, he stooped to pick up sticks, or tugged dead branches from the hedgerows.




  By the entrance to the paddock was a huge pile of logs that Dad and Austin, his apprentice, had cut down over the months – a year’s supply at least. Reaching it, the boy stopped. He

  glanced towards our house, and I ducked behind Mum’s rose pincushion cactus. I peered round its spiky dome, which was flowering purple, and watched as he added a couple of long, slim branches

  to his pile.




  Back at the camp, he knelt to build a fire. By the time the door to the caravan next opened, he was fanning the flames with a sheet of cardboard. His mum emerged carrying a stack of bowls, the

  baby wrapped to her back, and the boy changed position to direct the smoke away from them.




  ‘Eye?’ Dad lifted his head. ‘That you?’




  Dad called me Eye, as in ball. Sam had started it. Mum used to tell Dad off for joining in, back when they still talked to each other. ‘She’s named after the flower,’

  she’d say, but she didn’t mind really. It was just something they did.




  ‘What you doing?’ Dad said now.




  ‘Need some socks,’ I said, pretending to rummage in the unsorted pile I’d been sitting on.




  The plastic of Dad’s alarm clock creaked as he looked at it. ‘S’not even seven,’ he groaned. ‘Go back to bed.’




  I watched the boy put on a rucksack, pat the baby’s head, and walk to the far end of the field where the paddock dropped into the brook. He reappeared on the other side of the water, and

  then disappeared into the cornfields, and I wondered where he could be going.


 


  I was sad to be leaving science for the summer. Biology was the best, not only because I got a break from Matty. I was in the top set, and she was in the bottom, and I paid

  extra special attention when Mrs Beever talked about the parenting traits of various birds. Apparently both male and female swans help build the nest, and if the mother dies (or drives off in a van

  to Tunisia) there’s no need to spaz out and call the RSPB. The male swan is completely capable of raising his cygnets alone. I almost wished Matty was sitting next to me when I heard

  that.




  All afternoon we bickered, but choosing sweets in the shop after school she still invited me to sleep over at hers that night. ‘We can do a fashion show with my new clothes,’ she

  said. ‘Mum’s making spag bol.’




  ‘Doubt my dad’ll let me,’ I lied, putting ten fizzy cola bottles in a paper bag.




  ‘He still being unusual?’ she said, and I nodded, but the truth was I couldn’t bear it round hers any more.




  Her mum, Donna, asked questions with her best talk-to-me expression: Are you okay? And is your dad okay? And is everything OKAY at Silverweed Farm? The worst thing was that

  Matty didn’t stop her. She just stood there expectantly, as if the two of them had become some kind of talk show mother/daughter duo, and I their favourite guest.
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  Saturday morning another caravan appeared. It was white, but its car was multicoloured: red boot, blue doors, silver body, and the passenger side mirror dangling off like a

  ripped ear. A man with an enormous chin got out, smoking. The gypsy boy was excited to see him. He went straight into his mum and dad’s caravan, then came out with a pile of boxes, grinning.

  He spent the morning moving into the new caravan, shooing the little girls out from under his feet.




  After he’d fed the dogs, the boy put on his rucksack. I wondered what was in it; maybe a book and a sketch pad and some pencils. I imagined him setting up quietly in a field somewhere to

  draw for the day. I imagined myself next to him, reading my book. It would be peaceful and relaxing and no one anywhere would argue.




  The dogs followed him down to the brook, running into each other as they went. A minute later, the lot of them scrambled up the bank. They disappeared into the cornfields. His mum went inside to

  do the windows, while the little kids fought over some toy. The two men sat in the sunshine smoking and talking. There wasn’t much point watching after the boy had gone.




  I waited at the kitchen table for Sam to come down for breakfast. He used to get up early to get the paper for Mum – she couldn’t bear anyone sleeping in. I was

  still hoping he would return to this habit; Dad liked to read the paper too.




  At ten o’clock I gave up on Sam and went into the front garden with the dog. She still looked like a puppy, even though she was two. Dad had found her, whimpering, in one of the barns of a

  derelict farm he’d been clearing out. She was so small he’d brought her home in his pocket. She looked like a cross between a Springer Spaniel and a collie, and her ears were covered in

  long curly hair which Sam said made her look like me. She was the most difficult dog we’d ever had to train, which is why I’d named her Fiasco.




  The sky was the colour of a sucked-out blue ice-pop as I hit the tennis ball with the coal shovel for Fiasco. It flew over the pick-up, past the stripped-down cars and abandoned chicken coop, to

  touch down behind the apple tree. Fiasco snatched it up as it bounced, and came back to drop it at my feet.




  ‘Last one,’ I told her, and toeing the froth-covered ball onto the shovel, I whacked it as hard as I could. Dog slobber landed on my face, and I ran into the kitchen to wash it

  off.




  Silverweed Farm had always been messy, but two months without Mum and it was dirty too. The microwave was covered with paw prints where the cats jumped up, and there were dog biscuits on the

  floor by the washing machine. Furballs had rolled into the corners of the kitchen and living room. Underneath the plate cupboard I spotted a cat poo, curled up and drying out. I moved it with an

  old copy of the Sun, only breathing out of my mouth until it was safely in the bin.




  Just after twelve o’clock, Sam emerged.




  ‘Summer holidays!’ I cheered, hitting a belter for Fiasco from the back door.




  Sam filled the kettle, without answering, and I toned down the enthusiasm. I went to sit at the table.




  ‘They’ve multiplied,’ I told him.




  He lifted one side of his top lip, the way he used to when he was pretending he’d hooked it with a fishing line.




  His hair was getting long, like it always did in summer. It curled against the back of his neck, and sprang out all over his head. Matty was more in love with him than ever. She thought his long

  hair made him look like a film star.




  ‘There’s another caravan . . .’ I said.




  ‘You don’t have to sound so excited,’ he said. Water spilled from the spout as he put the kettle down. It hissed against the Aga. ‘Dad’s really pissed

  off.’




  ‘I’m not excited,’ I said, copying his monotone. I bit the inside of my cheek.




  ‘Yeah, well. They’re dirty bastards. Where d’you think they go to the toilet?’




  I hadn’t considered it. Their caravans? The bushes? The brook? My heel bounced under the table.




  ‘Let’s go and find out.’




  ‘Find out what?’ Sam said, rummaging around in the pantry.




  ‘Where they go!’




  ‘Jesus!’ he said, sounding disgusted, and the blood rushed to my face. ‘There’s never anything in here! What am I supposed to eat?’




  I hid my cheeks with my hands. ‘Frosties?’




  ‘Frosties? Again?’ Sam yanked the box out of the pantry and took a handful. ‘And they’re soft,’ he muttered to himself. ‘Bet you didn’t close the box

  properly.’




  I laid my head against the wall.




  ‘What were you saying?’ he said, through a mouthful of flakes. ‘You want to find out where the gypos take their stinking shits? You serious?’




  The way he looked at me made me shake my head. I tried to laugh.




  ‘You’re gross, Iris.’




  I shook Frosties into a bowl, and shoved them into my mouth, not caring when I dripped milk on myself. Maybe I was gross, but why did he have to go on about it? His whole bedroom smelt

  like cheese and biscuits but I never said anything about that.




  In the afternoon, Dad came home from wherever he’d been, looking stressed. He’d found out that he was allowed to evict the gypsies himself as long as he used no

  more than ‘reasonable force’, which he said as if it was a foreign food of which he was very suspicious.




  ‘And what about all those blasted kids?’ he said. ‘How am I supposed to go about it? Bet that’s the only reason they have the little bleeders.’




  Sam laughed.




  The police and the council could help, but they weren’t in any rush, seeing as how the gypsies would just end up somewhere else illegal.




  ‘So, what happens then?’ I said, and he shook his head, tired suddenly.




  ‘Exactly,’ he said, rubbing at his beard. ‘What happens?’




  The beard was new. I couldn’t get used to it. His chin had a cleft, like the tiniest bum. I missed seeing it.




  His plan was to go down there and act as if he was giving them the chance to leave before things got messy.




  Sam scoffed.




  ‘What?’ Dad snapped.




  ‘D’you really think that’s gonna work?’




  ‘I really think you should shut your face.’




  Sam stared at Dad for a few seconds then slouched out of the kitchen.




  Dad watched him go. ‘Blasted boy.’




  Upstairs, Sam’s bedroom door slammed.




  A few weeks ago, a letter had come from Sam’s form tutor. Stapled to it was a receipt for a pair of football boots that Sam swore he hadn’t thrown onto the swimming pool roof.

  He’d only even been in school to take his Art exam.




  I’d snuck a look at the letter when Dad was making tea. I’m concerned about the shift in Samuel’s behaviour, Mr Starkey had written. Has anything changed at

  home?




  Ha.




  It wasn’t the first time Sam had been in trouble. Or the worst time. A few months earlier, just before he left for study leave, Dad had been called in to see Sam’s Head of Year, Miss

  Ryan, because apparently Sam had started a fight with Benjy. His best friend. The two of them had been sent home, and Sam had been told not to take his place at Sixth Form for granted. I

  couldn’t believe it. He’d always been so good till now.




  Benjy had been Sam’s best friend since they were babies. Benjy’s mum, Tess, and our mum had pulled their beds together in the maternity ward. They’d made each other godmothers!

  And then Sam had split Benjy’s lip.




  Dad still hadn’t forgiven him. He swore under his breath, and walked out the kitchen. He was going to confront the gypsies, I could tell.




  I ran upstairs to watch. Sam came out his room to see what was going on. He was excited in spite of himself, and I smiled at him. His mood changes were ridiculous.




  ‘Best seat in the house.’ He grinned, bringing the dimple out in his left cheek. He jostled me out of Dad’s armchair. I let him win, propping myself on the arm instead.




  We watched Dad walk across the yard, with Fiasco beside him, tail wagging. The sun was high above their heads. Around the fire, the mum, dad and the bloke with the enormous chin were talking.

  The men’s faces looked red and windblown like Dad’s, and I thought they must work outside too.




  The four little kids sat nearby in the overgrown grass, trying to hit each other’s hands in a game of Slaps. They looked mucky and wild and I wanted to be out there with them. There was no

  sign of the boy or the dogs. Sometimes, at the weekend, they stayed away all day. I opened the window, but the air outside was so hot it didn’t make any difference.




  Seeing Dad, the two gypsy men stood. The red-haired woman walked away, towards the brook. She held her hands out behind her and the four little ones followed, catching at her fingers.




  ‘They’re scared,’ Sam said, and I couldn’t quite tell if he was being sarcastic.




  Dad was only metres away now.




  ‘If they try anything, I’ll leg it down there.’




  I laughed.




  ‘You think I wouldn’t?’




  ‘I think you shouldn’t. They’d kill you!’




  He glared at me, angry again suddenly.




  ‘They’re not going to fight anyway. Look, they’re talking,’ I said.




  Sam bunched his hands into fists, as if he were ready for action, and I thought how sometimes being a boy made you act like a moron.




  The gypsy dad folded his arms while our dad talked, making his broad shoulders swell. The man had a big belly and, standing with his chest out, his body pulled at his checked shirt. I wanted Dad

  to come inside.




  ‘D’you think they’ll listen?’ I asked.




  Sam blew air through his teeth in a kind of laugh. ‘Do you?’




  The gypsy dad was talking now. He’d relaxed his arms at his sides, as if flaunting his muscles for a few seconds was enough. He met Dad’s eye and shrugged, and the bloke with the

  chin did the same beside him.




  Dad held his hands out, and I could imagine him saying, all abrupt, ‘Well. I gave you the chance.’




  Walking back, Dad’s face was dark as he looked at the ground. His mouth moved as he muttered to himself. Seeing us, he jabbed his finger at the air.




  We ran downstairs.




  Fiasco entered the house first, belting into the kitchen, mouth open in a grin.




  ‘Bastards!’ Dad said.




  ‘What happened?’ Sam and I asked together.




  Dad picked the phone up and dialled.




  The engaged tone throbbed out of the receiver.




  I sat next to Sam on the bench by the table, while Dad flicked through the first pages of the phone book. He dialled again then slammed the phone down.




  ‘Jesus, Iris!’ he burst out. ‘Can you pack that in?’




  ‘What?’




  ‘That bloody foot.’




  I flattened my heel to the floor.




  ‘Haven’t you got owt to do?’ he asked us.




  Sam said he was going out, and I waited for Dad to remind him he was grounded, but he only said, ‘Well? What you waiting for?’




  Sam dodged out the house happily.




  For the rest of the afternoon I lay in bed, reading Dad’s book about dragonflies and drawing pictures: slashed greyhounds with bladed paws, and caravans so full of people

  that limbs shattered through windows. I didn’t see what the big deal was: the paddock wasn’t being used, not really, except for the occasional dropping off or collecting of logs. So

  what?




  Dad knocked a couple of times, making sure I hadn’t died on his watch. That wouldn’t exactly help prove to Mum that he knew how to look after us. Even when he called me, I

  didn’t answer. I wanted him to feel bad. All he ever did was snap at me. He never did the shopping. We hadn’t been for a big walk in weeks.




  He left a jacket potato with melted cheese and fried onions in the Aga for me, and I sneaked out to eat it when the house was quiet. I fell asleep early and dreamed of being attacked by a

  stranger with a golf ball in a sock.




  Monday night, Mum rang as usual and, as usual, Sam and Dad were nowhere to be seen. This time at least, I had something to say. I told her about the gypsies, and Sam’s

  and Dad’s reactions, and the stories I’d heard at school, and it was the longest conversation we’d had since she left.




  ‘They just want to be free, Iris,’ she said.




  ‘I know,’ I said, even though it hadn’t occurred to me.




  When I’d finished, she told me that the Transit was holding up well, that she’d sent us a present each, and that she was halfway around the Mediterranean coast. The water was clearer

  than in Kos, she said; Sam and I would love it.




  ‘One day we’ll do it together,’ she said, and I made some vague kind of noise because I could just imagine how Dad would feel about that, left behind at Silverweed Farm.




  ‘Be careful, won’t you?’ she said, when we were saying goodbye. ‘Give them a chance, but be careful too.’




  ‘Course,’ I said, but I wasn’t listening. I was too excited.




  I didn’t need Sam to formulate a plan, and I didn’t have to do what anyone told me. I was free, and tomorrow I would watch to see if the boy took his rucksack and the dogs across the

  brook again.




  If he did, I would follow him.




  





  [image: ]




  Three
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  I planned to head straight down to the paddock – no indoor spying preliminaries; I couldn’t risk waking Dad again – then I’d creep through the pig

  farmer’s land adjacent to ours and watch the gypsies from there. If the boy headed off in the same direction as usual, I could dash across the stepping stones me and Sam had put down in the

  spring, and get on his tail.




  I was shiny and full of myself as I pulled on yesterday’s clothes. Mum’s running shorts needed washing, but I couldn’t face it. I was superstitious about cleaning her away for

  good. A fat Fiasco-print pawed the left bum cheek, and an orange stain patterned the white drawstring. I sniffed it. Beans. Matty would not approve. Climbing over the pig farmer’s gate, I

  wondered what dry-cleaning actually meant, and if it was something I should consider.




  The pig farm was separated from the paddock by a willow- and alder-lined ditch, which I crawled along until the caravans came into view. On the way, I bumped into our cat, Maud. Prowling through

  the grass with her nose to the ground and shoulder blades sliding under ginger fur, she looked wild and dangerous, and I wondered what was about to die in her claws. I copied her movements.




  The gypsies’ voices travelled from the caravans, and it was funny to hear them, like hearing your fridge magnet speak: something you hadn’t considered. The mum was high-pitched and

  talked constantly as she rinsed plates in a basin, though I couldn’t make out a word. The dad was silent. Hunched over on a white plastic patio chair, he laced his work boots. I

  couldn’t see the boy yet. He must still be in inside. He never left earlier than this.




  As I drew in, I realised the woman was singing. Her voice was soft and sweet, and I could see the way her hair changed from dark red at the roots to ginger at the ends, and that she was younger

  than I first thought – younger even than Mum. Green eyeliner surrounded her eyes, which were big and turned up at the outsides, and silver glittered on her ankle as she walked barefoot to

  empty suds from the washing-up bowl into a patch of nettles by the brook. She wore a long pale denim skirt with a V cut out the front so you could see her thighs, and even though I didn’t

  recognise her song I could tell a lot of the notes were off.




  The baby on her back started crying, and she stopped what she was doing and sang louder, swivelling from side to side, reaching with one hand to pat the baby’s bum. The man didn’t

  seem to notice them, just kept lacing his boots. I was metres away now, separated only by the ditch and the tall alder I hid behind. Its trunk was straight and draped with moss, and cones lay all

  around like tiny keeled-over dormice. The ground was soft, and I decided it didn’t matter if the boy had already gone; I would watch the rest of them instead. I lay down in the long grass and

  peered around the tree trunk.




  ‘Freeze,’ a voice said, very close behind me.




  I felt something cool and flat and heavy on my back.




  ‘Get off,’ I hissed, trying to roll out from under it.




  The foot stepped down, and I turned around to see its owner.




  The gypsy boy.




  I stood up, brushing off dried blades of grass and a couple of ants. He was nearly half a foot taller than me, and on closer inspection maybe not quite so old as my brother. His jeans were faded

  and rolled up to below the knee, and he wore flip-flops rather than trainers, unlike the boys at school. He pulled my arm, leading me towards Silverweed.




  ‘What you doing? Get off me!’




  ‘Don’t want me da to see,’ he said. His voice was soft and husky and he spoke much faster than I’d imagined. He had an Irish lilt, but not like I’d heard before. I

  breathed in, but couldn’t detect cat piss, just wood smoke.




  ‘Well, don’t go that way,’ I said. ‘My dad’ll kill me and all.’




  I dropped cross-legged to the ground, and he did the same. Cow parsley nodded above our heads.




  ‘Not allowed to mix with the likes of us, I’m sure . . .’




  I curled my lip at him, the way Sam did to me lately. ‘You’re the one hiding.’




  ‘Oh aye, we know what your da thinks of us . . .’




  I lay back, embarrassed. It was nothing to do with me.




  Maud caught up then. No sign of the maiming and murdering she’d been attempting. She purred and rubbed her head against me, then him. No loyalty whatsoever. He petted her, digging

  his fingers in behind her ears, and she closed her eyes.




  ‘So?’ he said. ‘What were you doing?’




  I stared at Maud, who purred loudly, and wondered how much to tell.
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