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Chapter One

‘Ladies and gentlemen, this train will shortly be arriving at Bodmin Parkway. If you are leaving the train at the station, please ensure you take all your personal belongings with you.’

Gina Callaway stretched, then reached for her coat. The journey from London had gone faster than she’d expected; a harassed-looking young mother had slid into the seat opposite just before they’d pulled out of Paddington, with a red-faced screaming baby clutched to her shoulder, and Gina had resigned herself to a noisy few hours. But the baby had settled down quickly, lulled by the motion of the train, and his mother started to look less harassed, especially after Gina surprised her with a tea from the buffet car just after Exeter St Davids. She’d murmured her thanks but hadn’t felt obliged to talk; in fact, they’d travelled in companionable silence, both gazing out of the window as the tracks came so close to the sea that it seemed as though they were travelling by boat instead of a train. And now, as Gina stood up to leave, they exchanged a fleeting smile, two almost-strangers whose paths would never cross again.

The train stopped at the platform. Gina swung her case out of the door and onto the concrete below. A cloud of billowing steam drifted on the air, causing her to stop in confusion: admittedly it had been an age since she’d been to Bodmin station, but she was sure the Penzance-bound train usually stopped at Platform One. Yet here she was on Platform Two, right next to a crowd of day-trippers snapping pictures of the steam train that ran along the Bodmin and Wenford heritage line from Platform Three. It wasn’t a major problem, just an inconvenience to have to carry her case up the stairs and down again on the other side before she could get into a cab to her grandparents’ house in Polwhipple. If she made it through the throng of tourists clogging up the platform, that was.

She dodged out of one photograph and swerved around another cluster of cameras and smartphones just as the old-fashioned train let out a shrill whistle. A thick cloud of steam burst from its chimney and billowed across the adjoining platform, driven by a gust of wind. Gina blinked into the breeze and gasped at a sudden sharp pain in one eye.

She stopped mid-stride and let go of her suitcase, causing the man behind to mutter a curse as he was forced to change course. ‘Ow,’ Gina mumbled, as tears began to stream down one cheek. ‘Ow. Bloody hell, that stings.’

What she needed was a mirror, she decided, trying in vain not to blink as her eye burned. She rummaged in her bag with one hand, searching for a compact, but her eye was streaming so much that by the time she found it, she could barely focus and the other eye was swimming too.

‘Excuse me, can I help?’

The voice was deep and male, with an unmistakably Cornish lilt. Gina swung towards the speaker. She got a jumbled impression of fair hair and height through her blurred vision. ‘Oh no, I’m fine. It’s just a piece of grit, I expect.’

‘Here, take this.’ A cool fold of cotton was pressed into her hand. ‘Don’t worry, it’s clean.’

Gina’s eyelid twitched, causing another needle of pain. ‘Thank you,’ she said, raising her tiny mirror once again and squinting as she dabbed at her watery eye with the thick white handkerchief. ‘You’re very kind.’

‘It’s no trouble,’ he replied.

Gina twisted the corner of the handkerchief into a point and eased the black speck from the edge of her lower lashes. She blinked, causing another stream of tears, and the stinging lessened. ‘I think I’ve got it.’

Now that her eyeball didn’t feel as though it was under attack, she could see the owner of the handkerchief better. He was tall – perhaps a little over six feet – and tanned, with short, sun-streaked hair that suggested plenty of time spent outdoors. His eyes were blue, like the Cornish seas on a sunny day. He was very easy to look at, Gina decided; if her sight hadn’t been compromised, she might even have kept on looking.

‘Agony, isn’t it? Even a grain of sand feels like a razor blade,’ he said, sounding sympathetic. ‘Are you sure you don’t want me to take a look?’

In London, Gina would have taken his persistence as a chat-up attempt, but there was nothing more than friendly concern on his face. His accent was disarming too, Gina thought, all softness and warmth and long vowels. It had been a while since she’d been to Cornwall, and hearing that unmistakable burr again now summoned up memories of sun-drenched summers spent on Polwhipple beach and endless ice-cream cornets from her grandfather’s ice-cream stall on the seafront. It was almost like being fifteen again.

Gina gave herself a mental shake. She might be back in Cornwall but she was very different from her teenage self. ‘I’ll be okay,’ she said, pushing the handkerchief towards him. ‘Thanks, though.’

The man shrugged. ‘Why don’t you hang on to it? There are toilets a bit further along the platform in case you want to splash some water into your eye but the tissue they use disintegrates as soon as you look at it.’ He offered her a lopsided smile, that faded into a thoughtful frown, as though there was something he wanted to say but wasn’t sure how. Then he seemed to realise he was staring and gave her a brisk nod instead. ‘All the best then.’

With a final flash of summer blue, he turned and vanished into another burst of steam. ‘Bye,’ Gina called after him. ‘Thanks again.’

She stared into the wispy white clouds for a second or two, half expecting him to rematerialise, then tucked the hankie into her handbag and started along the platform once more. It was like something out of an old film, she mused, as her case bumped along behind her: a handsome stranger helps a woman to remove some grit from her eye amid clouds of steam from a nearby train. Except that if this had been a movie, they’d have gone for coffee and begun a torrid love affair that could only end in disaster. Gina shook her head wryly as she walked; all those Saturday mornings she’d spent at the Palace, the old picture house in Polwhipple, while visiting her grandparents each summer had given her a love of the dramatic that had never quite let her go. Even now, she liked nothing more than settling back in front of a giant screen with a tub of popcorn and letting a film roll over her. Unfortunately, it was a pleasure her boyfriend, Max, did not share, meaning that the cinema was somewhere she went with her friends, not him. And girls’ nights out were becoming more and more infrequent as her friends settled down and started families. I’ll end up going on my own soon, Gina thought wryly. It’ll be just like old times . . .

The station toilets smelled faintly of citrus-scented air-freshener and coal smoke. Gina gave her eye a careful rinse, flushing the last few specks of dust from her lash-line. Satisfied that it was all gone, she restored the cat flick eyeliner and black mascara her tears had displaced, and smoothed her long black hair before heading to the ticket hall. Beyond it, there would be a line of taxis; one of them would be more than happy to transport her to Polwhipple. Unless—

She glanced across at Platform Three, just as the piercing whistle of the steam train split the air. Gina hesitated. She could take the heritage line to Boscarne Junction, the way she had when she was younger, and ask her grandmother to pick her up from the much-nearer station. It was only a short drive from Polwhipple and the whole journey might even be quicker, given how snarled up the roads between Bodmin and the coast could become, even in March; all it took was a tractor trundling along a narrow country road to slow traffic to a crawl. And there was another, less practical reason to take the steam train; what if her chivalrous stranger was on board? It had been good of him to stop, unlike the commuters she travelled with every day in London, who were so intent on getting to and from work that they barely took the time to look around. She could thank him properly for his kindness.

She peered into the ticket office, wondering how much a one-way ticket to Boscarne might cost nowadays. But then a burst of steam wafted across the train tracks and the whistle screeched again, followed by the chug-chug-chug of a bygone time as the train at Platform Three began to move along the tracks.

The guard behind the glass window of the ticket office leaned forwards. ‘There’s another one at 16:20, if that helps.’

Gina shook her head. ‘Don’t worry,’ she said, forcing away her memories of the rich velvet-covered seats and walnut-panelled doors inside each compartment of the old train. ‘I’ll take a taxi.’

‘Where to?’ the driver asked, once he’d hoisted her case into the boot and settled back behind the wheel.

‘Polwhipple, please,’ Gina told him, picturing her grandparents’ immaculate grey-stoned farmhouse with its sturdy outbuildings tucked away behind. ‘The Old Dairy on Tregarran Street. No, wait—’

If she checked into her hotel first there was less chance Nonna would insist that she stayed with them. As much as Gina loved her grandparents and treasured her memories of the summers she’d spent with them, they could be a little bit overpowering and she was thirty-one, not fifteen; she needed her own space.

‘Could you take me to the Scarlet Hotel, in Mawgan Porth, please?’

Nodding, the driver pulled away and Gina settled back into the seat, wondering what she’d find when she eventually did get to her grandparents’ house. Neither of them were frail – until recently they’d both been in perfect health – but Gina knew she’d begun to take their vigour for granted. Had it really been more than a year since she’d been down to see them? Even that had only been a fleeting weekend visit; she’d meant to go again but work had kept her busy – there always seemed to be one more client to accept, one more event to manage. Being freelance meant it was harder to justify time off and Cornwall seemed so far away, even though it didn’t take that long by train. But as soon as she’d heard her grandfather had broken his leg she’d known she would go. Ferdie Ferrelli himself would never have asked for help – he was from proud Italian stock – but his wife, Gina’s Nonna, was nothing if not practical. She knew that she couldn’t run the dairy and produce enough ice-cream to satisfy customer demand, so she’d put out an SOS. And given that Gina was the only member of her family still living in the UK, she’d known there was only one answer, even though it meant taking a three-month break from her own work. She’d forgotten more than she ever knew about ice-cream, other than which flavours she liked to eat, and she had even less experience of running a food concession in a seaside cinema. But still she hadn’t had the heart to say no. Not to her much-loved Nonna and Nonno, who’d given her so many perfect Polwhipple memories years ago.

All of which meant there was a small niggling knot of worry in Gina’s stomach about how the coming hours, days and weeks were going to pan out. Ferdie would be overjoyed to see her, until he found out why she was there; he was famous for refusing to accept help, even from his own flesh and blood. He’d built his business up from scratch after arriving from Italy in the 1950s, and he’d run it single-handedly ever since, although Gina suspected her grandmother did far more behind the scenes than Ferdie was prepared to admit. If Gina was going to win her grandfather round, she’d have to convince him she could do the job. Ferdie Ferrelli had never been easy to convince about anything, but he was especially set in his ways where his beloved gelato was concerned. Gina was going to need all her charm and determination to persuade him to let her help.


Chapter Two

‘Gina! Bella mia!’

Elena Ferrelli wrapped Gina in a generous hug on the doorstep of the pretty grey house they’d lived in for more than fifty years. ‘It is so good to see you. Have you grown?’

Gina smiled into her grandmother’s jet-black hair, enjoying the sensation of being in her arms again. No one said her name in quite the same way as Nonna – the accent she’d never lost turned it into something elegant and exotic. ‘It’s good to see you too, Nonna. And I think I’ve finished growing, unless you mean my waistline.’

Elena stepped back to survey Gina from head to toe and plucked at her coat. ‘Of course not, there is nothing of you. Do you even take the time to eat in that city of yours?’ She sniffed and shook her head. ‘But it doesn’t matter – you are here now and I can take proper care of you. We’ll soon have some meat on those bones.’

Gina laughed; for all Nonna’s proclamations, she herself was a trim seventy-something who thought nothing of donning her Lycra to join the surfers for beach yoga in the summer months. But she also loved to cook and expected the ultimate mark of respect from those she fed – an empty plate. ‘Don’t get any ideas, Nonna,’ Gina said, patting her arm affectionately. ‘I’m here to work, remember?’

‘But you still have to eat,’ Elena said, unperturbed. ‘Now, come in and see Nonno. He is rude and bad-tempered but you will put a smile on his sour old face.’

A flutter of nerves flapped in Gina’s stomach. How was her grandfather going to take the news that she was here essentially to take over his business?

Elena was frowning. ‘Where are your cases? Surely you can’t have everything you need for three months in that tiny handbag?’

Gina took a deep breath. Before she faced Ferdie, she had another minefield to negotiate. ‘I’ve checked into a hotel,’ she said, bracing herself. ‘I know the plan was to stay here, but you’ve got enough to do taking care of Nonno and it seemed like the sensible thing to do. This way, we all get a bit of space and won’t get under each other’s feet.’

And I have somewhere to escape to when your well-meaning interference is driving me crazy, she thought but didn’t say. It didn’t matter, though; Elena was still looking at her as though she’d just been insulted. ‘A hotel? How could you do such a thing? My own granddaughter staying in a hotel when there is a perfectly good bed here – people will think there is bad blood between us when they find out.’

Gina smothered a groan; she might have known Nonna would be predominantly concerned by what her friends and neighbours would think. ‘Of course they won’t.’

‘And how can I look after you when you are not here?’ Elena went on indignantly. ‘You might as well have stayed in London.’

‘It’s just for a few days,’ Gina said, doing her best to soothe her grandmother’s ruffled feathers. ‘Besides, it’s a treat for me – a little present to myself. There’s a spa and a pool and hot tubs on the clifftop overlooking the sea.’

Elena let out a ladylike snort. ‘Sounds dangerous to me.’ She threw Gina a hard look and then sighed. ‘But I suppose it won’t hurt, as long as you come home to us in time.’

Gina hesitated; once she’d found her feet, she planned to start looking for a reasonable holiday home to rent. But there was no need to mention that now. ‘Thank you, Nonna.’

‘Hmmm,’ Elena said, leading her inside. ‘Goodness knows what your grandfather will say.’

Ferdie Ferrelli was sitting in his favourite armchair, one leg encased in plaster and raised on a footstool as he studied La Gazzetta dello Sport. He looked up as she entered and his lined, olive-skinned face became wreathed in smiles. ‘Gina! This is a surprise.’

He reached for his crutches. Gina hurried forwards. ‘No need to get up, Nonno,’ she said, bending down to hug him. ‘I hear you’ve been in the wars.’

‘Nothing so heroic,’ Ferdie growled, looking disgusted. ‘I slipped off a ladder while painting the windowsills. My fault.’

Gina shook her head. There was no point in suggesting he shouldn’t have been climbing a ladder in the first place; Ferdie was seventy-eight on the outside but twenty-eight in his head and he liked to take care of things himself. Paying someone else to paint the house would never have entered into his thoughts. ‘It was an accident,’ she said, smiling. ‘Even you have those sometimes.’

He grunted, as though unconvinced. ‘It was stupid. But enough about me – what brings you here? Your nonna and I thought you had forgotten where we lived.’

Elena stepped forwards. ‘Why don’t I make us some coffee? Gina has come straight here from the train and you know what dishwater they serve aboard those.’

Gina smiled. Her grandmother’s cappuccino was the stuff of dreams; strong and creamy with the perfect amount of froth, and her espresso could power the national grid. ‘That would be lovely, thank you.’

‘It’s no trouble,’ Elena said. ‘And perhaps I can tempt you with some fresh biscotti. We may as well start as we mean to go on.’

‘Nonna plans to fatten me up,’ Gina said, settling onto the butter-soft leather sofa as her grandmother left the room.

‘So she should,’ Ferdie replied. ‘You’ll never get that young man of yours to propose when you look like a stick insect.’

And so it begins, Gina thought, half in amusement and half in resignation. If anyone wondered why she’d booked into a hotel, here was at least part of the reason. She took a deep breath. ‘I don’t want him to propose, Nonno. I like things the way they are.’

Ferdie gazed at her with unhidden reproach. ‘Of course, I forget that you modern couples don’t agree with the sanctity of marriage. It’s all speed-dating and bed-hopping these days.’

She raised her eyebrows. ‘Hardly that – Max and I have been together for more than two years now. We just don’t see the need to get married.’

‘So you don’t love each other.’

‘We do,’ Gina insisted, then heard the defensiveness in her voice and softened her tone. She didn’t want to have the same well-worn argument she’d had the last time she’d visited her grandparents, and the time before that. Not when she knew there was another, more important battle looming in the very near future. ‘We do love each other,’ she repeated, as an image of her razor-sharp, immaculately groomed boyfriend popped into her mind. ‘But we don’t need to prove it.’

He gave her a searching look. ‘And yet here you are alone.’

She hesitated. Max was a very driven, highly successful property developer who’d invested in some of the most iconic new buildings that were flying up along London’s waterfront; he wasn’t a freelancer like Gina, so he couldn’t simply fly away to Cornwall at a moment’s notice. Especially not for three long months. But Nonno had no idea she’d be staying that long. ‘Max is busy,’ she said carefully. ‘He sends his love.’

‘Huh,’ Ferdie grumbled. ‘I don’t suppose he even remembers what we look like. How long is it since he came – a year?’

It was nearer two, Gina thought, but she didn’t say so. She’d brought Max for a visit a few months after they’d started seeing each other, wanting the approval of her grandparents, and of course he’d charmed them the same way he’d charmed her. And then he’d never come back, despite frequent invitations, and Gina had ended up travelling down without him. It was another reason she’d found it so hard to get back to Cornwall since – there always seemed to be an important party to attend with Max or dinner with his business associates. Between her relationship and her work commitments, she’d barely had any time to call her own for months.

‘Something like that,’ she agreed. ‘But I’m sure he’ll come to visit me once I’m—’

She stopped, feeling colour creep up her cheeks. It wasn’t the right time to tell Nonno why she was there – she needed her grandmother to back her up. But a glance at Ferdie told her it was too late.

‘Visit you?’ he said, frowning. ‘Why would he visit you when you live on each other’s doorsteps?’

Gina gathered herself together and sat up straight. ‘I’m going to be staying in Polwhipple for a few months.’

Her grandfather stared at her, his bushy white eyebrows beetling together above his deep brown eyes. ‘Why? Is there something wrong? You’ve lost your job, is that it?’

‘No, nothing like that.’ Gina shifted uncomfortably. She was going to have to come right out with it. ‘Nonna and I thought—’

She broke off as the living-room door swung open. ‘Here we go,’ Elena said, walking through it with a tray of steaming coffee and a plate piled high with biscotti.

‘Gina says she’s staying in Polwhipple for a few months,’ Ferdie said, as Elena placed the tray on the low coffee table.

‘I know,’ she said, passing him a cup. ‘It will do her good. In fact, it will do us all good.’

Ferdie glanced back and forth between his wife and granddaughter. ‘What does that mean?’

Elena nudged the plate towards Gina with a significant look. ‘Come now, Ferdie, isn’t it obvious? She’s come to help you with the business.’

Gina managed a smile. ‘That’s right. We thought I could do some of the running around, take some of the pressure off you until your leg is better.’

‘I don’t need any help,’ Ferdie said, his expression growing thunderous. ‘And I especially don’t need people conspiring behind my back to organise it.’

‘Nobody is conspiring, you old fool,’ Elena said, taking a measured sip of her coffee. ‘In case you have forgotten, your leg has six metal pins holding it together. It needs time to heal. Didn’t they tell you in the hospital to get some rest?’

Ferdie snorted in derision. ‘Doctors – what do they know? I have work to do. I can’t laze around all day. Gelato doesn’t make itself, you know.’

‘So let me help,’ Gina said, leaning forwards. ‘The way you used to when I was little.’

Not that he’d allowed her to do much more than dip a spoon into the creamy mixture before it went into the freezer, Gina thought, but every little helped.

‘Your stocks are running low,’ Elena said. ‘It will be Easter soon and the weather will start to get better – what then? Are you going to disappoint the restaurants – your customers – because your pride won’t allow you to accept some help from your own family?’

‘There’s plenty of stock,’ Ferdie said, glaring at his wife. ‘Enough to see us through several weeks, at least.’

Elena’s eyes flashed. ‘I know exactly how much there is – twelve tubs of raspberry ripple, ten vanilla, eleven chocolate and eight honeycomb. You have no strawberry, salted caramel or mint choc chip left and they’re the ones the restaurants are crying out for, not to mention the biggest sellers at the ice-cream stand.’ She sat back and took another sip of her coffee. ‘You need Gina’s help, whether you like it or not, and you’d better accept it before she changes her mind and goes back to London, thinking you don’t want her here.’

It was the last sentence that did the trick, Gina thought, admiring her grandmother’s almost Machiavellian genius. Nonno still looked furious but she could see he was wavering. ‘It would be a lovely way to spend some time together,’ she said, widening her eyes in unspoken appeal. ‘I’ve cleared my diary until June.’

There was a long silence. Gina’s instinct was to continue to persuade him but she followed Nonna’s example, drinking her coffee and waiting. Eventually, Ferdie let out a short, irritable sigh. ‘I suppose I could use some help.’

Gina resisted the urge to cheer as Elena nodded. ‘Of course you could.’

‘You’d have to do exactly as I say,’ he went on, firing a meaningful look at Gina. ‘My recipes have stood the test of time for sixty years; they need to be followed to the letter. A Ferrelli’s gelato is like a Puccini aria – it needs no tinkering or improvement, it’s perfect as it is.’

This time she did smile – Ferrelli’s had served the same flavours of ice-cream for as long as she could remember, although the caramel had become salted caramel after a clandestine campaign by Elena the previous Christmas. Gina had sent a box as a gift and Elena had promptly asked her to get five more so that she could persuade Ferdie to change his recipe. It had instantly become their best-selling flavour.

‘No tinkering,’ she promised, relieved that the war seemed to have been won.

Elena leaned towards her with the plate of biscotti. ‘Maybe just a bit of tinkering,’ she whispered, a mischievous smile on her face. ‘I’ve been trying to get him to make a tiramisu flavour gelato for years but he’s always refused. Now you can do it for me!’

Gina glanced at her grandfather’s determined expression, then back at her grandmother and her heart sank. She’d been wrong to think the war was over – from what she could tell, it was just about to begin. And she was caught right in the middle.


Chapter Three

Gina finally got back to the hotel just after eight o’clock, stuffed full of Nonna’s porcini mushroom risotto. She spent a few moments on the balcony, listening to the crash of the Atlantic against the rocks on the beach below and letting the wind whip through her long dark hair. The air was cold and biting; it almost took her breath away, but at the same time it felt so clean that she couldn’t get enough of it, gulping down deep lungfuls even though it made her shiver. Gazing upwards, she saw the moon glimmering through the clouds above; it danced across the tips of the waves as they rolled in. Gina let out a long, heartfelt sigh; she felt a long way from London in more ways than one.

The buzz of her mobile interrupted her musing. She glanced down and saw Max’s name on the screen. Pulling open the sliding glass door, she slipped back inside the spacious bedroom.

‘Hello, Max, everything okay?’

‘Of course, I just thought I’d give you a call and make sure Ferocious Ferdie hadn’t eaten you alive.’

Gina laughed. ‘He’s not ferocious. Well, maybe a little bit, but his bark is definitely worse than his bite.’

‘I know,’ Max replied, a wry note behind the words. ‘I’ve met him, remember? I think I’ve just about recovered now, although I still have nightmares about him sometimes.’

His voice was warm as he teased and Gina knew he’d be smiling.

‘So how’s the hotel? Is it as gorgeous as it sounded?’

Gina gazed around her luxurious room, with its king-sized bed, velvet chaise longue and blissfully subdued lighting. ‘It’s perfect,’ she said. ‘I haven’t explored the hot tubs yet but I have a feeling I’m going to need them after today’s conversation.’

She filled him in on most of Ferdie’s reaction to her offer of help. Max let out an incredulous laugh when she’d finished.

‘You’d think you were launching a hostile takeover, not getting him out of a potentially disastrous hole,’ he said. ‘Honestly, you need a degree in United Nations peacekeeping negotiations to deal with your family.’

‘That’s not true,’ Gina objected, although she knew he had a point. One of the reasons she’d known she couldn’t refuse Nonna’s plea for help was that Gina’s own mother had disagreed so violently with Nonno that she and Gina’s father had moved to an entirely different continent to avoid him. ‘All families fall out.’

‘Hmmm,’ he said. ‘So what’s the plan?’

Gina reached for her glass of Prosecco. ‘First thing tomorrow, I need to contact the restaurants we supply, to smooth over any issues Nonno’s accident might have caused. I also need to visit the Ferrelli’s concession at the Palace Picture House and speak to Gorran Dew, the owner, to see what he thinks he’s going to need in terms of stock over the next few weeks—’

‘That can’t be a real name,’ Max interrupted. ‘It sounds more like an exotic fruit.’

She summoned up an image of the cinema owner, who’d always reminded her of a ruddy-cheeked version of Doc Brown from Back to the Future. ‘They’re both traditional Cornish names – the Dew family tree goes back centuries in Polwhipple – but there’s nothing exotic about Gorran. Eccentric is a better word.’

She shook her head and smiled, picturing Gorran presiding over the lobby of the Art Deco cinema, with its plush ruby and gold carpet and gilt-laden décor. ‘I’m looking forward to seeing the old place, actually, it’ll be a real blast from the past. I wonder if you can still sneak in through the fire exit to watch the film for free.’

‘How long is it since you’ve been there?’ Max asked.

‘Years,’ she answered. ‘I spent half my summers there when I was a teenager. There was this surfer kid I used to hang out with and Nonno used to give us free ice-cream to make sure we stayed out of trouble.’

‘Did it work?’

She laughed. ‘Not really. I was Bonnie to Ben’s Clyde – he was the one who taught me how to sneak in through the fire door.’

Gina paused, a sudden image of fifteen-year-old Ben Pascoe popping unbidden into her mind, all tangled blond hair and sunscreen as he stood grinning on the beach. He’d been her best friend for summer after summer; during her last visit there’d been a moment or two when she’d idly wondered if he might be more but nothing had ever come of it. She felt her cheeks grow warm at the memory. ‘Wow, I haven’t thought about him for ages.’

‘Does he still live in Polwhipple?’ Max sounded curious now.

‘No idea,’ Gina said, pushing the image away. ‘I don’t think he can. My grandparents would have mentioned it. Nothing so much as breathes in this town without one or both of them knowing about it. But enough about my mildly criminal past, how was your day?’

She listened as Max told her about the meetings he’d had, and the new contract he’d signed for twenty-five new luxury apartments overlooking the Thames at Battersea. ‘It sounds like you’re busy.’

‘I am,’ he said. ‘But not busy enough to stop me missing you.’

‘Ha, I bet you hardly even noticed I was gone.’

‘I noticed,’ Max said quietly.

Gina imagined him perched on the edge of his pristine double bed and felt a sudden wave of homesickness. ‘It’s only three months – honestly, I’ll be back before you know it.’

‘I know.’ His sigh sounded deep. ‘But that doesn’t mean I won’t miss you.’

His words filled her with bittersweet warmth; it was rare for Max to acknowledge how much he cared about her, although she had never doubted that he did. It would be hard being away from him and her life in London but at least she had plenty to stop her from pining. Max did too, although she had to admit she’d found a measure of comfort in knowing he was missing her.

He stayed in her thoughts for the rest of the evening; throughout her dip in the free-standing bath, as she towel-dried her hair and when she flicked mindlessly through the television channels in search of entertainment. When it became clear that the only thing worth watching was An Affair to Remember, she slipped between the cool cotton sheets and lay there trying not to cry as Cary Grant realised why Deborah Kerr had stood him up. Eventually, she gave in and sobbed out loud, not caring that her nose must be red or her eyes puffy. Once the film had finished, she dried her tears and settled down for the night. I wish Max was here, she thought, staring into the darkness as the sound of the sea lulled her to sleep. And then, just as her eyes drifted shut, another name popped into her mind: Ben Pascoe. A faint smile curved her lips as unconsciousness came to claim her; now there’s another blast from the past. I must remember to ask Nonna if he’s still around.

•   •   •

It was just over a mile and a half from Gina’s hotel to the seafront at Polwhipple. Back in London, she was used to hopping on the Underground for much shorter distances, but her transport options were much more limited in Cornwall. It seemed wrong to call a taxi for a four-minute journey, especially on such a glorious spring day, and there wasn’t a bus from Mawgan Porth to Polwhipple. It was, however, walkable – Google told her she could take the South West Coast Path along the cliffs. Determined to enjoy the sunshine and scenery, Gina pulled on her waterproof coat and brand-new walking boots and set off.

The breeze was stronger than she’d anticipated as she reached the clifftops but the view was worth the wind-chill. The sea sparkled in the mid-morning sunlight, an even deeper blue than she remembered, and the sky seemed to be trying to compete. Gulls whirled overhead, shrieking into the wind. Gina stopped, letting the wind whip her hair across her face. ‘I’ve a feeling we’re not in Kansas any more,’ she murmured to herself with a contented smile.

Gina snapped photo after photo on her phone as she walked, making a mental note to upload the best ones to her work Instagram account later; being away from London didn’t mean she had to be off the grid, and she needed to have some clients to return to once Nonno was back on his feet.

Polwhipple itself was exactly as she remembered; nestled in a rocky cove, with a golden beach and a seafront full of quaint shops, it was a sleepy seaside town that had never quite lived up to its gorgeous location. The jewel in Polwhipple’s crown had always been the Palace, its gracious Art Deco curves towering above the other seafront businesses. Gina could see it long before she reached the promenade that ran along the length of the beach, and shining like a rainbow-coloured gem beneath the giant red-lettered sign was the window of Ferrelli’s ice-cream concession. It was almost as though time had stood still.

But a frown creased Gina’s forehead as she got nearer and realised the Palace wasn’t quite as she remembered it. Up close, she could see the white paint of the building was yellowed and peeling, and several of the many lightbulbs that lit up the sign at night were either missing or smashed. The row of rectangular casing that used to hold enticing movie posters was empty; in fact, there was no way to see which films were showing at all. Gina’s heart began to sink – it didn’t appear that the last few years had been kind to the Palace; what was Gorran Dew playing at? The only bright spot was Ferrelli’s – the push-pull window beneath the faded gilt cornices held a mouth-watering mix of pastel-coloured ice-cream waves. A tower of crisp-looking golden cornets leaned drunkenly from one side and bottles of sticky chocolate syrup stood beside jars of multi-coloured sprinkles on the other. And presiding over the sea of tasty treats was Manda, who’d worked for Gina’s grandfather for as long as she could remember.

‘Gina!’ the older woman cried, sliding back the window and straightening her blue and white Ferrelli’s apron. ‘I didn’t know you were in town.’

Gina smiled. Manda must be in her late fifties and was one of several stalwart employees whose chief passion in life seemed to be serving Ferrelli’s to Polwhipple’s public. ‘They came for a job and stayed for the ice-cream,’ Ferdie told Gina, when she’d asked how he had kept the same staff for years on end.

‘I only arrived yesterday,’ she said to Manda. ‘I’m here to help out for a few months, while Nonno recovers.’

Manda raised her eyebrows. ‘Oh really? And what does Ferdie think of this plan?’

‘He’s come round to it,’ Gina replied, glancing meaningfully at the glistening tubs beneath the sloping glass display case. ‘Even he can’t argue with an empty freezer.’

The older woman reached for a scoop. ‘So what can I get you? Strawberry? Chocolate? Both?’

Gina’s mouth watered at the thought, but she shook her head. ‘It’s a bit early for me. I actually came to see Gorran. Is he here yet?’

‘He’s here,’ Manda said, pursing her lips into a thin line of disapproval. ‘For what it’s worth.’

‘Oh?’ Gina replied, her sense of disquiet growing. ‘Is there a problem, then?’

‘You’ll see,’ Manda said enigmatically. ‘The door’s open.’

She flicked her head towards the silver and glass double doors to her left. With an awkward nod of farewell, Gina went into the lobby.

If anything, the air of neglect was worse inside. The white walls looked drab and tired. The gilt swirls that adorned the columns and ceiling were flaking. One of the silver double doors that led through to the cinema itself seemed to be hanging off its hinges and was covered in Do Not Use tape. The glorious red and gold carpet that Gina had always loved still covered the floor but it was grubby and thin in places. Some of the lightbulbs in the chandelier needed to be replaced, giving the place a gloomy air. And the bar, which took up all of one wall and had once served the kind of elegant alcoholic cocktails the teenaged Gina could only dream about sampling, was empty and abandoned. The whole place felt deserted and unloved. It made Gina want to cry.

‘Sad, isn’t it?’

Manda was leaning in the doorframe at the back of Ferrelli’s. There was a counter here too, although it was empty of ice-cream now. Gina assumed it was only filled when there was a screening, which, judging from the empty poster casings, might be infrequent these days.

‘How has this happened?’ Gina asked, shaking her head in bewilderment. ‘This place used to be a proper goldmine. How has it gone downhill so fast?’

‘You’ll have to ask Mr Dew,’ Manda said, folding her arms. ‘The ice-cream sells just fine – we don’t need a film to boost our trade. Which is just as well, really.’

Gina gazed around her again. ‘How often is there a screening? Is there anything showing tonight?’

Manda squinted at the ceiling thoughtfully. ‘Not on a Thursday, no. He usually puts something on at the weekend but you’ll have to ask him what tomorrow’s film is. Or you could wait until he puts the poster up outside.’

‘So he does do some advertising,’ Gina said in relief. ‘That’s something at least.’

‘Well, I say poster,’ Manda went on. ‘It’s really just a sheet of A4 paper with the name of the film and the start time printed on it in capital letters. It’s been a long time since we had proper glossy posters.’

Gina’s shoulders slumped. Why hadn’t Nonna and Nonno told her how bad things were at the Palace? This was no way to run a business, especially not one that relied on public awareness to pull the punters in; it needed a regular audience and word of mouth recommendations, not an erratic schedule and cheap A4 paper. She’d be out of business in a week if she operated her own events this way. Gina narrowed her gaze. But hadn’t Manda said that Ferrelli’s sales were still good? Perhaps that was why her grandparents hadn’t thought to mention the cinema’s change in fortunes – technically, none of it was their problem. All Gina needed to worry about was how much ice-cream the concession might sell. ‘Where can I find Gorran?’

‘Maybe in the office, or the projection room,’ Manda said, pointing to a single door off to one side. ‘Good luck.’

The door led to a short corridor and a small flight of stairs. ‘Gorran?’ Gina called as she climbed the staircase. ‘Mr Dew? Are you here?’

At the top of the stairs there were more doors, although these were plain white rather than the ornate silver style Gina had seen in the foyer. She tapped at the first one she came to, listening for sounds of movement inside. ‘Hello? Is anyone here?’

No reply. She moved on to the next door and knocked harder. ‘Hello?’

There was a rustling sound, followed by the thud of feet and the door was pulled open. Gorran Dew stood on the other side, his shock of white hair even wilder than Gina remembered. ‘Yes? How can I help?’

His checked shirt was crumpled, with one wing of the collar tucked inside, and he clearly hadn’t shaved in days. Gina had to force herself not to step backwards. ‘I don’t suppose you remember me, Mr Dew. I’m Gina Callaway, Ferdie Ferrelli’s granddaughter.’

Gorran’s pale blue eyes flickered with recognition. He held out a hand and began pumping Gina’s arm enthusiastically. ‘Of course! You’ve changed a bit since I last saw you.’ He let go of her hand and stepped back, sweeping into an invitation instead. ‘Won’t you come in?’

Gina gazed past him into the room beyond. It looked like an office, with a desk piled high with papers and several brown boxes cluttering the floor. She did her best to smile. ‘Thank you.’

There was only one seat that wasn’t covered with paperwork: a leather desk chair on wheels. Gorran ushered her into it and set about shifting a teetering pile of what looked like invoices and receipts from a low sofa and onto the floor. The papers slithered into another pile. Gina tried not to wince.

‘So,’ Gorran said, fixing her with a beaming smile. ‘What can I do for you?’

Gina cleared her throat. ‘As I’m sure you know, my grandfather’s broken leg means he’s going to be unable to work for at least the next month, so I’ll be taking over the reins until he’s better.’

Gorran nodded. ‘Great idea. Ferdie ought to be taking things easy at his time of life, not working every hour God sends.’ He licked his lips nervously. ‘Not that I’d tell him that to his face, obviously.’

‘No,’ Gina said, keeping her expression as straight as she could. ‘Very wise. Anyway, I thought it might be good for us to have a chat about your screenings schedule, so that I can get a sense of how much ice-cream we might need to supply over the coming months.’

‘Another good idea,’ Gorran said, looking impressed. ‘What do you need to know?’

‘Perhaps we could start with this weekend. Manda tells me you’re showing a film tomorrow.’

‘That’s right,’ he replied. ‘Fridays and Saturdays are our busiest nights. Sometimes we get upwards of – I dunno – maybe twenty customers.’

Gina almost groaned. It was even worse than she’d imagined. ‘What film are you showing tomorrow night?’

He rubbed his hands together in obvious anticipation. ‘Oh, it’s a classic – a little-known Swedish gem about a pigeon’s reflections on existence.’

‘A . . . a pigeon?’ Gina repeated, unable to believe what she’d just heard. ‘Did you say a pigeon’s reflections on existence?’

‘That’s right,’ Gorran said. ‘And it’s all told through a series of tableaux, so you really get to appreciate each scene.’

Gina blinked. ‘So no one moves?’

‘And the voice-over is in Swedish, but obviously we’ll have subtitles.’ Gorran chuckled. ‘Honestly, it’s brilliant. Should pull in a good crowd.’

She stared at him. ‘Right,’ she said, hoping her voice wasn’t as faint as it sounded. ‘And what are you showing on Saturday?’

Gorran sighed. ‘I couldn’t get hold of another indie film so I’ve had to pick an old one from the archives. Have you ever heard of Footloose?’

Gina sat up a little straighter. This was more promising. ‘Of course I have, it’s a great film. Kevin Bacon lights up the screen.’

He pursed his lips doubtfully. ‘It’s not what I’d call a classic but I expect a few people will turn up to see it.’

He shrugged, as if to say: ‘What can you do?’ Unable to think of a reply that wasn’t sarcastic, Gina let her gaze travel around the chaotic office, taking in the curling yellowed papers stuck to the noticeboard and the half-empty curdled mugs on the desk. ‘Does anyone else work here, Mr Dew?’

‘Call me Gorran, please,’ he told her. ‘Yes, there’s Tash, who runs the projector room, and Bruno who mans the box office. You’ll have seen that the bar is closed – we couldn’t justify the costs, unfortunately. Alcohol is expensive and no one seemed to want it.’

Gina thought back to the bright, busy bar she remembered and swallowed a sigh; if she had to sit through two hours of Swedish pigeon drama she’d need a stiff drink afterwards. But the cinema wasn’t her business, she reminded herself. All that mattered was the ice-cream. ‘It would be helpful to have a schedule of screenings for the next month – is that possible?’

Gorran rubbed his patchy stubble. ‘I suppose I could draw up a schedule. The films might be subject to change, if I can’t get hold of them, though. Would that be a problem?’

One of the things running her own business had taught Gina was the ability to know when to step back. ‘Let’s take things one weekend at a time,’ she suggested, forcing herself to smile. ‘And maybe I should come along and see how things work for myself. What time does Footloose start on Saturday?’

‘It depends what time Tash says she wants to start,’ Gorran said, with an encouraging smile. ‘I’ll tell you what, why don’t you check the door for a poster on Saturday afternoon?’


Chapter Four

Manda insisted on giving Gina a double scoop of Strawberry Sensation.

‘You look like you need the sugar,’ she said, shaking her head in concern. ‘People often look that way after talking to Gorran.’

‘Thanks,’ Gina said, watching as Manda piled the ice-cream high with sprinkles and wedged a stick of fudge into one side.

‘And don’t even think about paying,’ Manda warned, seeing Gina’s hand move automatically towards her handbag. ‘Think of it as on-the-job training. You can’t sell the product if you don’t know what it tastes like.’ She patted her ample stomach. ‘At least, that’s what I tell my husband.’

Gina smiled. ‘Point taken.’

She licked at the sprinkles and sweetness exploded on her tongue but the strawberry flavour beneath the sugary strands was less sweet, almost tart. Her taste buds reacted in delight. She took another mouthful, then smiled. ‘I’d forgotten how good this was.’

Manda nodded. ‘That’s why we don’t have to worry too much about what Gorran Dew does, as long as he does enough to keep this place open. Your grandfather is a genius where ice-cream is concerned and everyone in this part of the world knows it.’

The sun was high in the sky now, shimmering on the wet sand left behind by the receding tide, and Gina had the sudden urge to walk along the shoreline. She smiled her thanks at Manda. ‘It’s lovely to see you again. I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot more of each other over the next few months.’

There was a slope that led down to the beach at the far end of the promenade but Gina opted for the set of narrow stone steps not far from the picture house. The short walk took her towards the Mermaid’s Tail inn, its bunting-strewn beer garden empty for the moment, and past the Ocean Pearl bookshop, another of teenage Gina’s favourite places. There was an unfamiliar shop next door, though, and its colourful window display made Gina pause for a moment; the mannequins looked like they’d stepped straight from the screen of the Palace. One was dressed in a 1960s mini-dress and thigh-length boots, another was draped in a fur coat and hat that Gina fervently hoped weren’t real and a third wore a tea dress and chic cloche hat that wouldn’t have looked out of place amongst the steam on the platform at Bodmin Parkway. She glanced up at the grey and hot pink sign over the window: Carrie’s Attic. It made her smile. Who’d have thought that a vintage boutique would open in sleepy Polwhipple?

Dragging herself away, Gina crossed the road and made her way down the steps. The beach was almost deserted, apart from a dog-walker splashing along in the shallows with an enthusiastic Labrador. Further out to sea, Gina spotted a surfer riding along the crest of the waves. She found a patch of dry sand and sat down to watch for a moment, envious of the surfer’s obvious skill as they flipped the board into the air; she’d always wanted to learn to surf, ever since she’d sat on the beach watching Ben ride the waves years earlier. She’d thought it was cool then and it looked every bit as cool now.

Her ice-cream was almost finished. Lifting the cornet up, she nibbled away the end and sucked the remaining slush through it. Then she crunched through the strawberry-drizzled cone and popped the very last bit into her mouth with a satisfied sigh. She’d have to watch how much she ate, Gina decided, licking her lips – if she wasn’t careful she’d go back to London a stone heavier than she’d left it, especially if Nonna had anything to do with it.

The surfer was wading through the shallows now, his board in his arms. He stopped to make a fuss of the Labrador and exchanged a few words with its owner. A local, Gina decided, maybe even someone who surfed at Polwhipple every day. It was much quieter than the better-known surf spots just along the coast in Newquay and less showy than the famous Fistral beach. She watched as he shook the salt-water from his board and made his way up the beach. He was tall, with a typical surfer’s physique, she noticed; hardly a surprise, given that his skill suggested he must be a regular. His wet hair glistened brown but she thought it would be blond when it was dry. He was good-looking too, with a chiselled jaw and good cheekbones. And then her eyes met his and she felt a jolt of recognition: the surfer was the same man who’d helped remove the grit from her eye the day before.

He stopped walking, his gaze fixed on her, and Gina knew he’d recognised her too. Then he began to move, heading her way. She stood up.

‘We meet again,’ she called, as soon as she judged he was within earshot.

‘How’s the eye?’ he asked. ‘It looks better.’

She smiled. ‘Fully recovered – thanks for taking pity on me. I never expected to see you again, so I’m afraid I don’t have your handkerchief. Sorry.’

He waved her apology away. ‘Don’t worry. I don’t actually have anywhere to put it right now, to be honest.’

Automatically, Gina’s gaze slid down his tight wetsuit and across some well-defined muscles. She dragged her eyes hurriedly back to his face, feeling a blush creep up her cheeks. ‘No, I can see that.’

A brief silence grew before the surfer spoke again. ‘So, are you here on holiday?’

Gina tipped her head to one side, a small frown creasing her forehead. Now that he was close, there was something familiar about him, something more than she could have gleaned from their brief meeting the day before. ‘No,’ she said slowly. ‘I’m visiting my family. I used to come here a lot when I was younger and—’

His blue eyes widened. ‘Gina? It is you, isn’t it?’

She stared at him warily. ‘Yes. Do we know each other?’

His face lit up as he dug his board into the sand. ‘I thought I recognised you yesterday. It’s me, Ben. Ben Pascoe. We used to be friends ages ago. Don’t you remember?’

And suddenly, she could see the ghost of the boy she’d known. ‘Oh my God, I had no idea you’d still live here!’

He wiped his hand on his wetsuit and held it out for her to shake. ‘I left to go travelling and worked in Australia for a while but came back this year to start my own business.’

His fingers were warm and damp and slightly gritty but Gina was so amazed that she almost forgot to notice. Ben Pascoe. They’d been inseparable all those summers ago. What were the chances that she’d run into him again, on the platform at Bodmin Parkway, no less? Her gaze roved across his face once more – he was so obviously the Ben that she’d known; how could she have failed to recognise him? Then again, there’d been the small matter of the coal dust in her eye . . .

‘How are your grandparents?’ Ben asked, releasing her hand. ‘I see Ferrelli’s is still doing a roaring trade.’

He nodded at the Palace as he spoke. Gina smiled. ‘That’s sort of why I’m here. Nonno broke his leg and I’m helping out while he gets some rest.’

Ben’s eyes gleamed. ‘So you’re here for a few weeks?’

‘A few months,’ she corrected. ‘I’m going to learn how to make ice-cream and soak up some of the famous Cornish sunshine. And then I need to get back to the real world in London.’

‘Right,’ he said. ‘I tried the real world once. Didn’t like it much.’

Gina laughed, thinking of her previously packed diary. ‘Yeah, it can be a bit full-on, especially compared to Polwhipple.’

There was another silence but this one felt comfortable, even companionable. Ben adjusted his surfboard in the sand. ‘We should get together for a drink sometime and catch up properly.’

‘I’d like that,’ Gina said, feeling a strange, fuzzy warmth flood through her. Had he always had this effect? ‘Oh, I know! We should go and watch a film at the Palace – there’s a screening of Footloose on Saturday evening if you’re up for it?’

He laughed. ‘That really would be a blast from the past. Although maybe we’ll buy tickets this time instead of sneaking in for free.’

Gina thought back to Gorran in his disorganised office – there was no guarantee the film would even run, but she supposed they could always head to the Mermaid’s Tail for a drink if it didn’t. ‘Okay. Do you want to give me your number?’

‘Sure.’ He gestured at his wetsuit again. ‘I don’t have my phone on me so you’ll have to do the calling.’

This time, Gina managed to keep her eyes firmly fixed on his face. ‘No problem.’ She tapped his number into her phone and then pressed call. ‘All done. Have you – er – been to see anything at the picture house lately?’

Ben shook his head. ‘Not since I was a teenager. Why?’

Gina allowed herself a secret smile as a pigeon pecked at the sand not far away. ‘No reason. Let’s just say it’s a bit hit and miss when it comes to film choices. I’m glad we’re going on Saturday instead of Friday.’

•   •   •

‘So, what do you know about making gelato?’

The old dairy building was tucked away behind her grandparents’ house, a stainless-steel temple to ice-cream, and Gina was perched at the centre island. It had a multi-burner gas hob and behind her there was a floor-to-ceiling fridge, a walk-in freezer filled with the silver pans she’d seen full of ice-cream in the window of Ferrelli’s and several chrome-coloured machines, none of which Gina could fathom. ‘It takes a lot of skill?’ she guessed.

He slammed one hand down on the shiny work surface, creating a mini thunderclap. ‘Of course it does, otherwise everyone would be doing it. What are the core ingredients?’

She glanced back at the fridge. It was filled with full-fat milk, cream and eggs from a nearby farm and she didn’t need a degree in catering to understand why. There was a bowl of something white on the counter that she assumed was sugar. But surely it couldn’t be so simple? ‘Uh – milk, sugar, eggs and cream?’

‘Exactly so,’ Nonno said, looking satisfied. ‘No artificial ingredients. Just perfect fresh gelato, made to my mother’s recipe.’

Gina knew the story – Ferdie had arrived in Britain in 1957 from Italy with no money and no plan, other than a burning determination to make a better life for himself. He’d fallen into a job working for the London Brick company in Bedford but secretly longed to become a chef. Then he met Elena, the daughter of another Italian immigrant, and it had been love at first sight. Ferdie had learned how to cook, adapting recipes from a notebook he’d been given by his mother, and saved all of his wages until he had earned enough to open a small business of his own. Then he’d proposed to Elena. Eventually, they’d moved to Cornwall, where Ferdie insisted the milk quality was the best in the whole country, and had never looked back.

‘What about the flavours?’ Gina thought back to the tangy strawberry ice-cream she’d enjoyed earlier. Where did Nonno get strawberries juicy enough to turn into delicious ice-cream at this time of year?

‘Again, all fresh ingredients – there’s a fruit farm near Padstow that delivers whatever we need, all year round.’ Ferdie noticed Gina eyeing the equipment nervously. ‘Don’t worry, I’m not expecting you to understand the pasteuriser or the batch freezers yet. You’re going to be starting much smaller. Take a saucepan from underneath the counter.’

Gina did as he instructed, lifting a heavy, copper-bottomed pan from the shelf and placing it onto one of the hob burners.

‘Today, you’re going to learn how to make your own ice-cream from start to finish, just like generations of Italians before you,’ Ferdie explained. ‘Although I am not going to insist you beat it by hand with a wooden spoon like they did – I am not a monster, after all.’

He sat back on a stool and pointed to the fridge. ‘You’ll find most of what you need in there, and the sugar is in front of you.’

Once Gina had gathered her ingredients, Ferdie set about instructing her. She heated the milk and a much smaller amount of cream in the pan, then split the egg yolks from the whites and beat the yolks with the sugar in a shiny red mixer until it was thick and creamy.

‘Now comes the tricky part,’ Ferdie told her. ‘You need to add the hot milk to the eggs to make a custard. Do it too fast and you will end up with scrambled egg.’

Under his watchful eye, Gina added spoonful after spoonful to the eggs and sugar, stirring constantly. Once both mixtures were combined, she poured it back into the saucepan and set it to gently heat again.

Ferdie unscrewed a nearby jar and pulled out what looked like a dried-up twig. He handed it to Gina. ‘This is a vanilla pod. Split it along the middle and drop it into the pan. Then stir until the mixture makes a coat for your spoon. Be careful it does not stick – then it will burn and taste like the inside of a shoe.’

She smiled and concentrated on stirring the custard. There was something soothing about focusing entirely on cooking, Gina thought, as she watched the mixture slowly thicken, aware that Nonno’s critical eye was fixed on her. She really couldn’t afford to mess this up – he’d never let her back into the dairy if she did.

‘And now it needs to chill down,’ Ferdie announced. ‘Pour it into a bowl and leave it to cool at room temperature, then it needs to go into the fridge for several hours or even overnight.’

Gina started at him in disappointment. ‘So I won’t get to taste it until tomorrow?’

He glared at her. ‘You cannot rush gelato. But it is a good idea to try the custard, so that you know what it should be like at each stage.’

She dipped a spoon into the mix and blew to cool it down. It tasted delicious, reminding her of the apple pie and custard her mother used to make. ‘Wow.’

‘So now you know how it should taste.’ Ferdie nodded in satisfaction. ‘But I know that you are impatient, so if you look in the fridge, you will see an identical mix that I made this morning, ready for you to make into ice-cream.’
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