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‘Would you like to give Mouse her porridge?’ Bella asked

with great sweetness.
Anna glanced at Mouse, who was grasping her spoon

with possessive determination.
‘Well, that’s a very kind offer, but wouldn’t she rather do

it herself?’
Bella blew on the porridge bowl.
‘Mouse has a spoon, and I have a spoon, too. Don’t I,

Mousie? And then Mummy, or Auntie Anna, can make sure
that �D�O�O the porridge gets eaten, can’t we?’

Anna said firmly, ‘Just Anna. Not Auntie Anna. Not Auntie
anything, actually.’

Bella bent over Mouse’s high chair.
‘We were only copying our cousins, weren’t we? Auntie

Bella and Uncle Jake is what the boys call us. Don’t they? I
think it’s rather charming. Old-fashioned but charming. And
they’re charming boys. Aren’t they, Mousie? Especially
Marcus. Oh, look at that! Mousie, I think you’re blushing!’

Anna looked at Mouse.
‘No, she isn’t.’
Bella put the porridge bowl down on Mouse’s high-chair

tray. Then she handed Anna a spoon. She said, as if Anna
hadn’t spoken, and in a confiding tone, ‘Sorry about last
night.’

Mouse put her free hand out to ward off any
interference, and stuck her own spoon into her porridge.

Anna said untruthfully, ‘I didn’t notice anything.’
Bella went across the kitchen to make coffee. With her

back to Anna, she said, ‘Jake slept on the sitting-room sofa.
He often does that.’



Mouse gestured at Anna to keep her distance. She wore
an expression of great purpose and there was a smear of
porridge on one cheek.

Anna said politely, ‘I heard nothing, you know.’
Bella busied herself with the cafetière and a canister of

coffee.
‘But I’m sure you’ve been wondering why we could just

drop everything in England and come out here, haven’t
you?’

Anna fixed her eyes on Mouse and Mouse, spooning
porridge inaccurately, stared resolutely back.

‘Not really,’ Anna said. ‘I’ve always thought you must
have had a good reason, and I very much doubt any
wondering even entered Sebastian’s head.’

Bella poured boiling water into the cafetière.
‘Oh, we did have good reason,’ she said meaningfully.

‘Or, at least Jake did.’
Anna said nothing. She attempted to dip her spoon into

Mouse’s porridge and Mouse instantly seized it with her free
hand, pushing it away.

‘You do it yourself, then,’ Anna said to Mouse.
Bella carried the coffee pot across to the table and went

back to the dresser to unhook two mugs.
‘You show Auntie Anna how you can eat a whole bowl of

porridge all by yourself.’
‘She is,’ Anna said, ‘most impressive.’
‘So determined,’ Bella said. ‘Just like her grandfather. Of

course, Jake dotes on her. Doesn’t he, Mouse? Aren’t you
the apple of Papa’s eye?’

Mouse’s gaze didn’t move from Anna’s face. She put
another spoonful of porridge, approximately, into her
mouth.

‘And Papa,’ Bella said, pouring coffee, ‘was very glad to
come to Spain, wasn’t he? Very glad indeed. New country,
new start, far away from all the nasty old problems and
creditors in London.’



There was a tiny pause. Then Anna said, still regarding
Mouse, ‘To be honest, Bella, I don’t really want to know.’

Bella said quietly, ‘Oh, I think you do.’ She held out a
mug of coffee. ‘Your coffee, Anna. I think you meant to find
out. Because Sebastian is too nice to try.’

‘I don’t really want any coffee.’
‘Take it,’ Bella said. ‘Even if you don’t drink it. I can read

you like a book, Anna. You came to see what your boys
were so turned on by, and also to see what the set-up was.
And why Jake and I could just drop everything in London,
and stay.’

Anna took the coffee mug and held it awkwardly.
‘Even if I did wonder about just how Jake could abandon

London and rescue his parents, I certainly didn’t want to
find out this way.’

‘And what way is that?’
Anna put her porridge spoon down beside Mouse’s bowl.

She was aware that she was shaking slightly.
‘In revenge, Bella,’ she said, a little unsteadily. ‘In

revenge for Jake’s treatment of you last night. That’s what
you’re doing, you’re getting your own back for his behaviour
to you at supper last night.’

Bella said distantly, ‘I don’t know what you’re talking
about.’

Anna advanced on her. ‘Yes, you do. I saw it all.’
Bella quickly slipped into a chair next to Mouse and

picked up Anna’s discarded spoon.
‘Open wide, Mousie. Let Mummy help you with the last

mouthful.’
Mouse pushed her mother’s hand away even more

vigorously than she had pushed Anna’s.
‘No,’ Mouse said.
‘That’s her only word,’ Bella said. ‘I always say to Gus

that it’s the one thing she picked up from him. She’s so like
him, in her own special way.’ She didn’t look at Anna, only
at her daughter. ‘Well, you got what you came for. Your



boys have got something worth inheriting, and Jake has
probably made as much of a mess of this as he made of
everything in London. So I imagine that you’re feeling
pretty satisfied, aren’t you?’

Daisy had stopped fighting with Florence about Florence
wanting to have her bedroom door wide open. It wasn’t so
much that she was finding sharing a bedroom with her little
sister any less of a pain, but more that she no longer felt
such an antipathy to her family, such a powerful wish to
have nothing to do with them. There was no doubt, after
all, that it was weirdly comforting to have her grandmother
there, and there were even subtle changes in the
atmosphere and behaviours in the house that made her feel
that it wasn’t quite as unbearable to be at home as it had
been till just recently.

It was difficult to put her finger on the reasons for this
change: Katie looked and seemed more exhausted and ratty
than ever, and she, Daisy, didn’t have her own bedroom,
and Marta’s bedroom door was still shut. But oddly – and
Daisy couldn’t quite identify what the difference was –
Marta’s door didn’t look so utterly shut, so completely,
conclusively closed against the outside world. It was still
shut, but almost tentatively so, as if you could open it, if
you dared, and go in, and talk to Marta. Granny did, after
all, even if Marta didn’t say much in reply to her. Granny
went in and closed the door behind her and you could hear
her voice, from Marta’s room, talking and talking. There
were no screams or door slamming when this happened,
and after Granny came out, she always looked like someone
who was in no kind of hurry, but just kind of satisfied, Daisy
thought; contented, like someone who has put down a
burden they’d been carrying for a very long time.

And then there was Dermot. Dermot, whom she’d always
rather despised as a kid cousin, who was texting her from
Spain and saying interesting grown-up things about how



significant and important it all was, and how she should
come out and see for herself. He said that it wasn’t just
about him and Marcus after all, it was about her and Marta
and Florence and even Mouse, who might only be a baby,
but she’d grow up after all, and she looked as if she’d grow
up bilingual, so she’d have a particular emotional
involvement.

‘You need to come,’ Dermot texted. ‘You need to talk to
your mum about coming.’

Katie was difficult to talk to, at the moment. She was
worn out with one thing and another, and even if Daisy
resented her parents’ preoccupation with Marta, she
simultaneously hesitated to make her own claims. It was
altogether easier to seek out her grandmother in the
kitchen and offer to make her tea.

‘D’you know,’ Monica said, ‘I was just going to make
myself one. And one of those fruit teas for Marta. She really
likes them, even if I privately think they taste of boiled
sweets without the sugar.’

Daisy said with elaborate nonchalance, ‘I’ll make it and
bring it up if you like.’

Monica appeared entirely unfazed.
‘Lovely, darling.’
Daisy opened a cupboard in search of teabags.
‘I can hear you sometimes talking away in Marta’s room.

What are you talking about?’
Monica sat down at the kitchen table. She said, ‘Me,

really.’
Daisy turned.
‘You?’
‘Yes,’ Monica said. ‘Me as an adolescent. Mum as one.

How it was. And how it is now. Some things are better and
some worse, but it’s never easy, that bit between childhood
and adulthood. I just talk, really. In fact, it’s rather a relief,
to talk like that. I’ve never talked about it to anyone before.
As a generation we weren’t supposed to, we weren’t



encouraged to unburden ourselves; in fact, we were almost
forbidden to. It wasn’t considered decent, describing how
one felt.’

Daisy stood there, an empty mug in her hand. She said,
almost hesitantly, ‘I’ve got friends . . .’

Monica looked up. She smiled.
‘I know, darling. But Marta hasn’t. Or at least, not

reliable ones.’
‘Has Mum?’
‘Perhaps it’s difficult for her to find time for them?’
Daisy put the mug down. She said, ‘What about Dad? Is

he Mum’s friend?’
Monica said carefully, ‘You’d hope so.’
Daisy said, persisting, ‘Is Grandpa your friend?’
Monica looked down at the table, spreading her fingers

so that the light caught the old diamonds in her
engagement ring. ‘Not – really.’

‘Was he ever?’
‘Long ago,’ Monica said. ‘Long before Mummy was born.’
Daisy sat down opposite her grandmother.
‘And then what?’ she asked.
‘Well,’ Monica said, still studying her ring, ‘then I made

the wrong choice. I made the conventional choice and I was
wrong. I put Grandpa before Mummy and Sebastian.
Mummy hated being sent away to school. I knew she did,
and I didn’t listen to her, I didn’t listen to what I knew she
felt.’

Daisy waited a moment.
‘Have you told her?’
Monica sighed.
‘No.’
‘Why not?’
Monica raised her head at last.
‘I really don’t know.’
Daisy got up. She took the tea mug and went back to the

open cupboard.



‘I’d like to go to Spain, Granny.’
‘Would you, darling?’
‘Yes,’ Daisy said, dropping teabags into mugs. ‘Yes, I

would. It sounds like Grandpa’s done an amazing job,
winning prizes for wine, making a vineyard from nothing.
D’you want Lapsang or Earl Grey?’

Anna found a relatively quiet corner in Gibraltar airport
from which to ring Sebastian. The boys had gone off to do
their own thing and had made it plain to their mother that
this was their territory now.

‘So – see you at the gate, then,’ Anna had said, hoping
she didn’t sound too forlorn as she said it, and then she had
had an unsatisfactory cup of coffee at the bleak little airport
bar and wondered what else she should do, to fill in the
hour before they were due to board the plane. Around her,
she observed with some distaste, people – men, mostly –
were drinking gin and tonics, and when she inadvertently
caught the eye of one of them, he tipped his glass towards
her and winked. ‘It’s always gin o’clock,’ he then said and
guffawed.

Anna was amazed at the strength of her desire to ring
Sebastian. It was a Sunday evening, so he would probably
be at home, perhaps with his feet up and watching a replay
of the afternoon’s important football game. They had had
an agreement – well, it had been Anna who suggested it
and Sebastian had merely acquiesced – that there would be
no regular updates on the weekend, that Anna wouldn’t
relay each hour as it passed, but merely tell Sebastian an
edited version when she got back. He had smiled when she
suggested this and agreed in the manner of someone
humouring the mistaken determination of someone else –
‘OK,’ he’d said good-naturedly. ‘If that’s how you want to
play it’ – but it clearly went against what he thought would
happen. And now here she was, abruptly fizzing with the
desire to hear his voice, to tell him what it had been like, to



have in return his particular sympathetic understanding of
what had gone on.

She couldn’t wait, she realized. She couldn’t sit on that
plane for two hours, boiling with memories of all the events
of the weekend, and drive the boys home and then hear
them explode with enthusiasm about their weekend to their
father, before they at last went to bed and she could finally,
in a measured, considered, Anna-like manner, give
Sebastian an account of what had gone on in Spain. She
had an awful feeling that she was about to cry, and some
residual part of the old Anna most certainly did not want to
cry down the phone line to Sebastian. So she took stock of
her own state of mind in a manner very familiar to her, and
waited until she was in full possession – she was sure she
was – of her emotions and then she dialled the familiar
landline number of the house in London.

Sebastian plainly hadn’t looked to see the number of the
incoming call. He answered the telephone with the wariness
of someone expecting another nuisance intrusion.

‘Hello?’
Anna couldn’t speak. All the feelings she thought she had

mastered flooded back into her heart and mind, and
collected in a lump in her throat.

‘Hello?’ Sebastian said again, a little more tiredly.
‘Oh,’ Anna said in a rush. ‘Oh . . .’
‘Ye gods,’ Sebastian said in quite a different voice.

‘Heavens. Anna. Anna! Are you OK?’
The tears were falling now, cascading down Anna’s face.

Through them, she said unsteadily, ‘Yes, I’m fine. We’re all
fine. It’s not that, it’s nothing to do with us, the boys loved
it. But . . .’

‘But what?’ Sebastian demanded. ‘Is it Dad?’
‘No,’ Anna sobbed. ‘No. It isn’t. Your father’s fine. It was

just – everything else, everything that happened. The
place . . .’



‘Anna,’ Sebastian said steadily. ‘At least the place is
wonderful.’

She shrieked, ‘No it isn’t! I hated it! I hated everything
about it! I can’t wait to get home!’

‘And I,’ Sebastian said in the same level tone, ‘can’t wait
to have you back. How are the boys?’

Anna began to cry again.
‘They’re great. They loved it.’
‘Is that why you’re crying? Because they loved it and you

didn’t?’
‘No,’ Anna said, abruptly sobered. ‘I didn’t mean that.

Did I? I – well, I just wish you’d been there.’
‘You didn’t want me to be there,’ Sebastian said levelly.

‘Remember? You had information you wanted to get out of
Bella and you wanted to do that on your own.’

Anna said in a whisper, ‘It shouldn’t have been me.’
‘Well, no.’
‘I thought I was doing the right thing. I thought I should

get Bella to confide in me, I thought I could handle Jake,
and your father, and everything, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t
handle it and I didn’t want to. I just wanted to be at home,
doing the things I know how to do, that I’m good at doing. I
don’t in the least mind the boys being keen on Spain, I
really don’t. But I can’t join them. I can’t join in.’ She
paused and blotted her eyes with a tissue. Then she said,
‘Can I ask you something?’

‘Of course.’
‘Sebastian,’ Anna said, struggling with tears again,

‘Sebastian, have you seen Luminata?’
‘Who?’ Sebastian said.
‘You know,’ Anna said, gripping her phone. ‘You know

who I mean. The Romanian girl. Lumi?’
‘Why on earth should I have seen her?’ Sebastian said in

genuine bewilderment.
‘I thought – I wondered – I just assumed . . .’



‘Anna,’ Sebastian said warmly. ‘Don’t be an idiot. Don’t
be utterly ridiculous. All Luminata did was get me thinking a
bit. I haven’t seen her in weeks, she’s part of the cleaning
team. Heavens, you know more about her than I do, you’re
the one who has most to do with Profclean.’

Anna leaned again the nearest wall.
‘I just want to come home,’ she said in a whisper.
‘You’ll be here in a few hours. Then you can tell me all

the horrors of the weekend. My dreadful father and my
hopeless brother.’ He paused and then he said in a different
and less hearty tone, ‘And I have something to tell you
about Katie. Poor Katie, in fact. Fly carefully, Anna. You and
the boys.’

Katie was working in her usual sea of papers. It didn’t
seem to matter that so much was done online now, there
still seemed to be an ocean of paper, almost an endless
amount of the stuff, so that the floor round Katie’s home
computer was as littered as her desk.

‘Mum,’ Daisy said.
Katie was absorbed in something. She had her glasses

on and was peering at her screen, her fingers poised above
the keyboard.

‘Mum,’ Daisy said again, and then in a more peremptory
manner, ‘�0�X�P.’

Katie didn’t take her eyes off the screen.
‘Mmm?’
‘I need to talk to you,’ Daisy said. ‘I need to talk to you

�Q�R�Z.’
‘In a minute.’
‘No,’ Daisy said, ‘now.’ She bent forward and obscured

the screen with a black sleeve and a hand in a black lace
mitten. Then she said warningly, ‘I can always turn it off,
you know.’

‘Don’t do that.’
‘Well, listen to me,’ Daisy said. ‘�/�L�V�W�H�Q.’



Katie sat back and folded her arms.
‘What? I haven’t got long.’
Daisy perched herself on the edge of the desk and

looked down at her mother.
‘You’ve got as long as I need you to have,’ she said. ‘This

is important.’
Katie indicated the screen behind her daughter. ‘So is

that.’
‘This is �I�D�P�L�O�\,’ Daisy said, ‘your family. I’ve had several

messages from Dermot.’
Katie took her glasses off. ‘Oh.’
‘Don’t say “Oh” like that. Don’t say it as if it’s nothing to

do with you. It’s �P�\  future, Mum – mine and Marta’s and
Florence’s.’

‘What is?’
Daisy gave an exasperated sigh.
‘Spain is, of course. Dermot’s quite right. It’s our

inheritance, all six of us, and I should go out and see it, like
he has.’

‘I think that we’ve had this conversation.’
Daisy brandished her phone.
‘But he’s just been. And he’s messaging me �D�O�O the time.

And with Granny here . . .’
‘Why does having Granny here make any difference?’
‘It sort of reminds me,’ Daisy said. ‘It makes me think

about Spain and her life there and that I should see it for
myself like Dermot has. And you should go again. Why
haven’t you gone again?’

Katie said lamely, ‘Granny came here.’
‘You didn’t really want her to,’ Daisy said. ‘It was Dad

and me who wanted her to come. But you didn’t much. Did
you?’

Katie glanced sideways.
‘I did. I really did. It’s just something in our relationship

that’s never gone quite right.’
Daisy waited a second. ‘Granny’s really sorry about that.’



Katie’s head whipped round. ‘What?’
‘She said to me,’ Daisy said carefully, ‘that she knew

she’d made the wrong choice about staying with Grandpa in
Spain. She said she knew you hated being at boarding
school and now she really regretted doing the conventional
thing and choosing her husband over her children.’

Katie was staring at her daughter.
‘She �V�D�L�G that? She actually �V�D�L�G that?’
‘Yes. I don’t see why it’s so important.’
‘It’s hugely important.’
‘So is my going to Spain.’
Katie gave a little yelp of laughter.
‘Touché.’
‘Mum,’ Daisy pressed, ‘when can I go?’
Katie said recklessly, ‘Any time. Whenever you like.

Whenever school and exams permit you to.’
‘Really?’
‘Really.’
Slowly, Daisy stood up.
‘D’you want to get back to work?’
‘Truthfully,’ Katie said, ‘not much, now. I’m a bit jangled

up with other stuff.’
‘Not Marta?’
Katie stared at her.
‘Why do you bring up Marta?’
‘Because,’ Daisy said, chipping nail polish from her

fingernails, ‘it usually is Marta, isn’t it? I mean, it has been
for weeks, until Granny stepped in.’

‘Granny,’ Katie said wonderingly. ‘Granny. And to think I
never knew.’

‘Never knew what?’
Katie looked up at her.
‘I think maybe I never knew Granny and she never knew

me.’
Daisy stopped chipping. She said, ‘Do �\�R�X know me?’
Katie laughed. ‘Probably not.’



‘Grandmothers are kind of easier for grandchildren to
know. Aren’t they?’

‘Is that what you think?’ Katie asked, twisting in her
chair to look at her daughter.

Daisy had lounged towards the door, but now she paused
on the threshold. ‘I like Granny,’ she said firmly.

‘D’you know,’ Katie said, and she was still laughing,
‘d’you know that I might be beginning to like her, too.’

Jake wasn’t picking up his phone. Monica had rung him
at all odd times of day to try and speak to him, but had
never succeeded. She had left several messages asking him
to call her, but he never did, so she left a last – and for her,
rather sharp – message about his being plainly too busy to
ring his own mother, and tried to put the matter out of her
mind. She didn’t ring Gus much now, either. He never did
anything more than grunt at her, in any case, so even
though Pilar, to whom she spoke every day, assured her
that Gus missed her acutely, there was no evidence of it.
And, quite frankly, she wasn’t much inclined to look for
evidence. She was, she thought, as exasperated now by the
thought of Spain as she had once felt a raw homesickness
for it. Odd, that, when you thought about it. England was
still as cold, her bedroom was still Daisy’s, but there was a
creeping, unmistakable sense of being needed in Katie’s
household that gave life and warmth to even the bleakest
days. She not only had a purpose now but a sense of
mattering, a feeling of pulling together all the discordant
elements in that strong-minded family, and making
something unified of them.

It wasn’t, after all, just being able to find Marta a new
doctor. It had been Marta’s approach to it, Marta’s insisting
that her grandmother be part of the process, and realizing
that somehow, heaven knew how, Marta was taking
ownership of her self-harming, and being responsible for it,
as long as her grandmother was with her. And then Marta’s



sisters had clamoured for her attention, too, and she had
found herself much sought after, rather than ignored and
surplus to requirements, and given a shop to run as a kind
of patronizing distraction. She supposed she would have to
go back to Spain soon, and shoulder her responsibilities
again, and make some kind of relationship with Gus, but
she didn’t look forward to it. Sometimes, now, when she
thought about Spain and the vineyard and her bedroom and
the canariensis palm whose welfare had been her obsessive
concern, she wondered if she had indeed been off her head
or whether, as Daisy had hinted, she had merely been
trying to make something out of what was on offer and that
wasn’t actually very much.

Monica lay where her granddaughters now knew to find
her, on Daisy’s bed under a watermelon-pink mohair blanket
that Florence had brought almost reverently from her own
room as a special loan. It got dark quite early now, with
that particularly English damp rawness of autumn dark, and
Monica had taken to having a little rest about now, propped
up on pillows, the bedside lamp on, the radio burbling
peacefully away and a bone china mug – Marta had found it
for her, at the back of a cupboard – of Earl Grey tea in her
hands. It was the time of day when the girls sought her out
– those girls about whom she now felt only protective and
defensive – sometimes using their homework as an excuse,
but mostly just drifting in, fiddling about with her earrings
or pots of face cream, quite often with nothing of
significance to say, but just – she knew this and it delighted
her – to check on her established presence, and reassure
themselves of it.

There was a knock on the door. Monica smiled. None of
them usually knocked. Why should they? She cleared her
throat. Which one would it be?

‘Come in!’ she called.
The door opened a little and revealed Katie. Monica sat

up a little, startled.



‘Darling!’ she said. ‘What are you doing home?’
Katie advanced into the room. She was in a work dress

and the flat shoes she wore outside. She said, a little
awkwardly, ‘I wanted to see you.’

Monica patted the pink mohair blanket beside her knees.
‘Come and sit down.’
Katie advanced almost hesitantly into the room, and sat

where her mother indicated. She glanced at her mother and
said, almost accusingly, ‘You called me “darling”.’

Monica laughed. She gestured with her tea mug.
‘Did I? Don’t I always?’
‘No,’ Katie said. ‘No. You don’t. It’s – it’s one of the

things I wanted to talk to you about, actually. In fact, I
think there’s quite a lot to say.’


