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The first time they came round she heard them but they couldn’t see her. The report 

later would say it was due to the unusual nature of her living arrangement. She faintly 

heard the banging on the door, the crashing as the wood gave way so easily, the soft 

coughs as dust plumed out and light breathed in. Even now she felt the urge to scream 

at them to go away, get out, leave me alone, but instead she just lay there. If I keep 

still, she thought, they will have to go away. 

Before they came there was a beautiful numbing quiet. After the first day the 

gentle hum of every day life showed itself less and less. The second day after she fell, 

everything in her life had begun to accumulate in her heart, all the people, the joy, the 

crushing sadness, the things all resting lightly in her chest in a blissful little space.  

The time they went to Brighton for the day and shunned the shiny pier and 

instead lazed in the garden’s of the Pavilion and its great white onions. He was 

holding a copy of Proust but inside was a copy of the Beano and he insisted on 

pronouncing it “Prowst”. She was lying back feeling the liquid sun sinking into her 

skin and she opened her eyes and he was looking at her and she was about to look 

away with a coy flush but changed her mind at the last minute and held his gaze. 

The time Claire went to playschool for the first time and she had to peel 

clammy arms from around her neck and she watched as her little girl stood in the 

corner of the balmy September playground with a red nose and bewildered pout until 

another girl in elasticated jeans strode up to her, took her hand and showed her how to 

mix water from the paddling pool with sand from the sandpit. She waved goodbye but 

waited around the corner and when the class was called inside she snuck back into the 

playground and peered up through the windows of the Terrapin classroom to check 

she was okay.  

The time when the line turned blue, and the air rushed right through her until 

her feet didn’t touch the ground anymore, and he didn’t believe it, not again, and 

insisted she wait until she had seen the doctor before she got excited. He didn’t trust it 

but she knew and she kept it inside her for the whole week in a blissful little space 



until she lay on a plastic bed in a magnolia office with a faint smell of bleach and the 

man smiled and said, yes, nine weeks.  

The time all of them where in the car and they had been singing She’ll Be 

Coming Round The Mountain and then she was back with that bleach smell and the 

magnolia walls and the others were all gone, just like that, except in what she kept, in 

the things, the stacks, the boxes, empty jars because one day Claire might want to 

make jewellery from beads and she would need somewhere for them to go, and Isaac 

needed the magazines to make paper aeroplanes to torment his sister, and of course 

James needed the Beano, delivered every week and placed, with care, next to Proust.  

When they came round the second time they found her behind the piles of 

comics but she had already gone, back to that time at the Pavilion. 

 


