

    
        
          Her Highland Pack | A Slow-Burn Why Choose Wolf Shifter Romance

        

        
        
          Annie Rattigan

        

        
          Published by Annie Rattigan, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HER HIGHLAND PACK | A SLOW-BURN WHY CHOOSE WOLF SHIFTER ROMANCE

    

    
      First edition. May 12, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Annie Rattigan.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235459984

    

    
    
      Written by Annie Rattigan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

1 - Mòrag

2 - Mòrag

3 - Callum

4 - Mòrag

5 - Fraser

6 - Mòrag

7 - Roan

8 - Mòrag

9 - Callum

10 - Mòrag

11 - Mòrag

12 - Roan

13 - Mòrag

14 - Callum

15 - Mòrag

16 - Mòrag

17 - Fraser

18 - Mòrag

19 - Callum

20 - Mòrag

21 - Roan

22 - Mòrag

23 - Mòrag

24 - Mòrag

25 - Mòrag

26 - Roan

27 - Mòrag

28 - Mòrag

Epilogue - Mòrag

Sign up for Annie Rattigan's Mailing List

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​1 - Mòrag

[image: ]


The coffee here is extraordinary, and the tourism is killing everything. That’s the bare bones of what I've been trying to write for the past forty minutes, without sounding like a total killjoy. I stare at the paragraph, hoping the words will rearrange themselves for me. The café is doing what it does every morning, filling up by degrees, the Ibizan light coming off the harbor in a way that makes everything look like someone has applied a filter to the actual world, all gold and salt-haze, the boats sitting on water so blue it seems implausible. There are geraniums in terracotta pots on the wall beside me that someone is watering liberally whilst two cats arrange themselves on warm stones with attitudes of complete spiritual contentment.

The file in front of me says "draft four," and the problem with draft four is that I keep writing around the thing instead of at it. Seventeen hundred words about ecosystem degradation, marine microplastics, and the economic pressure on local fishing communities. Somewhere in there, I need to put the sentence that the article is actually about, which is simply: we are loving these places to death, and we cannot stop ourselves, we know this, and we come anyway. I know this, and I am here anyway; the irony is not lost on me. My coffee cup is empty, and I've been sitting here for hours. The waiter whose name I have learned is Tomàs brings me another without being asked, because this is what happens when you come to the same place every morning for six weeks, tip properly, and don't behave like the kind of tourist your article is about. I should feel guilty about that. I feel, if I am being honest, mainly grateful for the coffee.

I am always somewhere. That's the thing people say when they look at my life from outside, the ones who follow the columns, the ones who knew me at university and now have mortgages and children and a relationship with their local Waitrose that I find both alien and occasionally enviable. God, Mòrag, you're always somewhere. They say it like an aspiration. Like I've cracked something. I have learned to receive it that way, as a compliment, as evidence of a life being very well lived. The somewhere for the last six weeks has been Ibiza, which in October is every bit as beautiful, and I am on my fourth draft, and the geraniums are very healthy, and Tomàs has brought me coffee, and the cursor is blinking with what I can only interpret as judgment, and I am — fine. I am absolutely fine. I let out a long sigh, roll my shoulders, and put my fingers back on the keyboard as my phone rings. I look at it before I answer and notice it’s Eilidh. Eilidh usually calls on Sundays. Eilidh calls on Sundays because that's when her husband takes the children out, so she has forty minutes of peace and quiet and a cup of tea, and she calls her sister, who is always somewhere, and they talk about nothing in particular for as long as the quiet lasts.

Today is Tuesday.

I answer the phone, and she says my name, that's when I know. Eilidh, who can talk the hind leg off any living creature, goes entirely quiet after she says my name, and in that quiet, I understand what's coming before a single other word arrives. “Da,” she says, and her voice breaks. I sit very still in the October sun with a full cup of coffee going cold in front of me, and I look at the harbor and let her take the time she needs. A heart attack. In his study. He would have been — it would have been quick, they said, the paramedics said, he wouldn't have — he was at his desk, he was working, there was a cup of tea gone cold beside him, which means — “I know,” I say. “Eilidh. I know.” 

“Can you come home.” It’s not a question. She's known me long enough to know that framing matters, that can you is different from will you, and she is not asking whether I am capable of getting on an airplane. “I'm coming,” I tell her, “I’ll book the flights now and let you know the details.” We continue to sit on the phone in the weighted silence of two people who are a thousand miles apart, cannot do anything about it, and are just present with each other anyway. Then she says the children send their love, and I say send mine back, and we say goodbye.

The harbor. The boats. The sun. Tomàs is wiping down the bar. The cats are stretching in the sunlight. My father is dead. I try the sentence out internally, the way you do, rolling it around my head, around my mouth, the peculiar exercise of making it real by stating it in plain language. My father is dead. He was in his study. There was a cup of cold tea. He was working. He was always working. Not in any way that looked like work to anyone who didn't know him — there was no desk in the corporate sense, no particular schedule, no deliverables. The work was the knowing. The keeping. The careful accumulation and maintenance of everything the pack was, had been, and needed to remain. He sat in that room that smelled of old paper and woodsmoke and something so essentially him, writing things down in notebooks with a fountain pen he'd had since before I was born, and he remembered things. He was the memory of us.

I'm staring at the harbor, and I'm not crying, not yet, although my eyes are prickling and warming. I've always been slow to cry, something that used to worry my mother when I was small until she understood it wasn't coldness it was just the way I'm built, I need to get somewhere quiet first, I need four walls, and I am on a pavement café in Ibiza and the cursor is still blinking on draft four and there is something enormous gathering somewhere in the region of my sternum that is going to require a room of its own at some point.

He gave me a train ticket to Edinburgh when I was eighteen. He pressed it into my hand the morning I left and said nothing except: The world is worth seeing. No other instructions. No, but come back soon, no, but don't forget us, no, but you are a Mackinnon and a Mackinnon— Just: the world is worth seeing. I have seen a great deal of it. I would like to tell him that. I save draft four without re-reading it, open a new browser tab, and find flights from Ibiza to Glasgow, and I book the first one with available seats, which leaves at lunchtime tomorrow. I close the laptop. How will this affect Oslo? This thought arrives simply and without drama, and I notice I am not distressed by it the way I should probably be, given the hours I’ve put into it. The Oslo piece was good — a commission I've been building toward for three months, a profile of a rewilding project in the Dovre mountains that would have been genuinely excellent for the column. I was looking forward to Oslo. I was looking forward to the cold, the clarity, and the distinct pleasure of a new city in the right season. I pay for the coffee, leaving Tomàs a good tip. I look at the geraniums one more time, at the harbor and at the impossible blue, and then I go back to the apartment that has been my home for six weeks — and I pack. I am very good at packing. Lord knows I have had enough practice.

-
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WE ARE SOMEWHERE OVER France. I am drinking water because the recycled air of plane cabins does something to my sinuses and also because I ordered it before I thought about it. What I actually want is whisky, which is telling of the state I’m in. I have the window seat because I always take it; it's not negotiable. I need to see where I am relative to the ground at all times. This is not flight anxiety; it is something else, something harder to explain to your average person. The man beside me is asleep. The cloud cover below us is total and white, and as I look at it, I think about my father's study. I haven't been in that room in almost ten years. Nigh on a decade since I was last home — Christmas, five days that felt somehow both too long and not long enough. I sat in his study one of those evenings after everyone else was in bed. He poured two glasses of something from the unlabelled bottle he kept on the second shelf. We sat, and he didn't ask me anything. That was his particular genius. He never asked. Whatever I brought him, he received it without making it conditional on anything. I told him about a piece I'd been working on about rewilding in the Cairngorms and we talked for two hours about land management and ecological history and the thing that lives underneath both of those subjects, the question neither of us was naming directly, which was ‘What does it mean for a wild thing to survive in a world increasingly determined to categorise it, contain it and decide on its behalf where it is and isn't allowed to be?’ I said goodnight and went to bed. Two days later, I was on a flight to Buenos Aires.

The cloud below the plane is still total and white, my father is dead, and I am going home. I haven't been home properly, save that fleeting visit, since I turned eighteen with a train ticket in my hand and the world at my feet. My wolf, which has been curled quietly inside me for weeks in the way she always is when I'm in cities, when I'm giving her the absolute minimum of what she requires and calling it enough, my wolf lifts her head. I feel it the way you feel the first shift in the cabin pressure when a plane begins its descent. Subtle. Inevitable. Not yet, I tell her. She doesn't argue. I feel her stretch languorously and tilt her head to one side; she knows where we're going.
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The hire car smells of synthetic pine, and someone else's life, and its seat is set for someone with significantly longer legs than mine. I adjust everything. I find the radio, then turn it off again immediately because it's two people laughing at something with the performative brightness of people who are paid to be cheerful, and I cannot, not today, not with the M8 stretching out ahead of me in the Glasgow grey and my Da one day dead. The sky is doing what Scottish skies do, which is conduct an entire weather system independently of what anyone on the ground might prefer — it was raining when I landed, it stopped when I got to the car, it's now considering something else entirely. I know this sky. I grew up under it and then I left and I have spent twenty years learning other skies — the flat white of northern European winter, the aggressive clarity of the Mediterranean in July, the particular luminous grey of Oslo in November that I will probably not be experiencing, and I told myself I had no preference, that a sky was a sky, that I was the kind of person who adapted and moved and carried themselves adequately through any available climate. This is demonstrably not true. My chest feels all sorts of complicated as the city falls away and the motorway becomes the A82, and the A82 begins to do what the A82 does: stop pretending. You leave Glasgow, and for a while it's still managed — retail parks, commuter towns, the loch appearing on your left all at once like a surprise you should have seen coming. And then Glencoe. I look at it now,  the glen opening around me, the mountains doing their thing, which is simply to be enormous and indifferent and ancient.

My wolf is not sitting quietly anymore. I felt it at thirty thousand feet, that lifting of her head, more so when we descended, and I saw the actual land below us, the specific topography of this part of the world. She sat up fully somewhere around Motherwell and has been prowling and pressing at the inside of me ever since with increasing lack of subtlety. “I know,” I tell her. “Give me a minute.” She has exactly no minutes to give. She wants out with an urgency I haven't felt in years — not the managed monthly necessity of a full moon shift in whatever carefully scouted coastal scrubland I've managed to find within forty minutes of wherever I happen to be, but something older than that, something primal that recognises the land outside this window, the way you recognise a person's voice before you've consciously placed it. The road north through Glencoe is not the place to do anything about this. The road north through Glencoe in October still has campervans, cyclists, and people who have driven up from Manchester specifically to look at it, which is completely reasonable. I understand the impulse, but it does mean I cannot pull over on the verge and take my clothes off without creating an incident. I need the forestry track, and I know exactly where it is. I've known where it is since I was fourteen years old and first worked out my own radius of safety — how far from the village I needed to be before a shift felt private, before you're not going to run into anyone who knows you, or anyone who doesn't know you and will be alarmed by the large wolf emerging from the trees at speed. The track is unmarked and gated with a five-bar gate that's been rusted open since forever. I've never met another soul on it.

I indicate and turn off. The car bumps down the forestry road between the spruce, the light suddenly going green and dim, and I drive until I can't see the main road, then I stop. I sit for a moment. Then I get out of the car. The air is — I close my eyes, breathe in a lungful, and exhale deeply. Cold and wet and peaty and completely full of everything, the way Highland air is completely full of everything. There's nothing managed about it; nobody has decided what it should smell like, it simply smells like itself, which is water and old earth and something mineral underneath both of those things, and the specific green of wet bracken. My wolf surges so hard I have to grip the car door. “Alright,” I say, out loud, to no one. “Calm down!”

I fold my clothes onto the passenger seat with the neatness of long practice. There is a particular skill to undressing for a shift that nobody teaches you, and everyone works out for themselves. What to fold, what to leave, how to arrange things so you can find them again after, when your hands are hands again, and the light might be different, and you might not be entirely sure for a few seconds where you put things. Shoes tucked against the front tire so I don't have to search for them. Jacket over the wing mirror. I've done this in worse conditions than a quiet Scottish forestry track. I've done this in a storm drain in Rotterdam at two in the morning in February, which is a story I have never told anyone and don't intend to start now. The shift is the most true thing about me, the thing underneath all the drafts and the bylines and the window seats and the synthetic pine hire cars, the thing that was there before I had language for any of it. It hurts the way any profound physical change hurts — not agony, not violence, just the body doing something enormous and asking you to trust it. I've stopped bracing against it. That took years. Bracing makes it worse. You have to go with it, which is advice I apparently cannot apply to any other aspect of my life, but have at least managed to do here.

And then I am on four feet on wet Highland earth and everything — Expands. That's the only word. Everything expands. The scent information alone doubles, triples, becomes a complete detailed map of everything that has been here and everything that is here and the direction of the wind and the temperature of the water moving somewhere fifty meters to my left and the small creature that crossed this path about an hour ago and the age of the trees and the — I run. Not because I've decided to, my wolf decides, and I'm just running through the forestry and out the other side where the land opens up into rough grazing, long grass wet against my legs, and I run up the slope because there is a slope and the slope is there to be run and I am very fast. I've always been fast, faster than I should be by the logic of natural wolves, which is not what I am; I am something older than that, something that has been in these hills since before they were called anything by anyone who wrote it down. I run until the ground levels, then I stop. I am on a ridge. Below me to the north the glen opens up and I can see the distance of it, the shape of the hills that I know like the back of my own hand. The way I know the sound of my sister's voice, the way I know things that are in the body rather than the mind, and my chest heaves with the running and with the altitude and with something else entirely. I am so tired. I hadn't known that until right now. Standing on four feet on a wet Highland ridge with the wind coming off the mountain and the light doing its thing through the clouds, I understand for the first time in perhaps years how tired I am. Not sleepy. Not in need of a holiday. Tired in the way of someone that has been working very hard at a thing that shouldn't require this much work.

I sit down on the hill, that is, my wolf sits down on the hill and we look at the glen. After a while I tip my head back. I don't howl. I want to, I feel it in my throat, the pressure of it, the sound that is waiting — but I don't. Not yet. Not here, not twelve miles from the village, not without knowing who else might hear it. Caution runs deeper than emotion. I stay on the ridge for longer than I planned and the light moves and the clouds scurry across the sky and I breathe the air of this place, this air that knows me, this land that my family has run for longer than written record, and something in me that has been held at a particular tension for a very long time begins, just slightly, to ease.

When I shift back by the car in the green forestry light I'm crying. I notice this without alarm, the body sometimes makes decisions while the wolf is in charge that the human self then has to deal with on return, and apparently what my body decided somewhere on that ridge is that it has been holding this for long enough and that the synthetic pine hire car on a Scottish forestry track is as good a place as any to let some of it out. My father. His tea gone cold. His study. His fountain pen.

I get dressed with wet hands and I sit in the driver's seat with the door still open and I cry for eight minutes by the clock on the dashboard, which is all I'm allowing before I have to drive the last twelve miles and arrive at my mother's house and be someone who can be looked at without causing her additional distress. Eight minutes.Then I close the door, check my face in the mirror and fix what can be fixed with the concealer I keep in my jacket pocket because I am always prepared, it is one of the other things everyone agrees on about me, Mòrag is always prepared, Mòrag always has a plan, Mòrag always knows what's coming and how to manage it. My wolf is quiet now. The deep quiet of something that has run itself out and come home and is, for the first time in longer than I can account for, simply content. I pull back onto the main road as a last burst of sun comes out, the way it does up here, sudden and extravagant and completely unearned, lighting up the loch to my left like a stage direction, and I drive north into the early evening with the mountains around me, my face reasonably presentable and my heart a completely unmanageable mess.

The village appears around a bend the way it always has and always will. Stone and slate and the thin smoke of the first fires of autumn. The loch sitting at the bottom of everything. The pub An Tarbh Dubh, The Black Bull to the tourists, is alight in the early darkness. I park outside my mother's house and sit in the car. Through the window I can see the lamp in the front room is on. The lamp with the amber glass shade that has been in that window my entire life and that I have seen from this road hundreds of times, coming back from school, coming back from the hills, coming back from everywhere I went before I was too far away to come back easily. My mother is in that house. My mother who has woken up every morning for forty years next to the same man and this morning woke up and he was gone and will be gone every morning from now on and I have been in Ibiza. I get out of the car and get my bag from the boot. I stand on the pavement in the thin October dark with the smell of coal smoke, wet stone and the smell of home, which is not a simple smell, which has never been a simple smell. It is joy and confinement and love and everything I ran from and everything I apparently could not run from far enough.
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The argument about the Chisholm boundary has been running in various forms since approximately 1987 and I've heard every version of it. I could recite Fraser's position in my sleep which wouldn't be difficult because it's the same one he's had since he was twenty three years old and decided that being right was a full time occupation.

“The fence line,” Fraser is saying, “has always run along the burn.”

“The fence line,” I say, “has never run along the burn. The fence line runs along the burn in your head because it's more convenient for the estate if it does.”

“The 1974 survey—”

“The 1974 survey was conducted by your father's land agent who was your grandfather's land agent and therefore not what any reasonable person would call impartial.” 

Fraser looks at me with the expression he reserves for people who are making technically valid points he'd prefer not to acknowledge. Roan has his glass halfway to his mouth and has stopped there, watching us with the patient attention of a man watching two dogs work out which one's going to back down first. He's been still for long enough that he's essentially become part of the bench. It's a good evening. It's cold the way October evenings up here are cold, the real cold now, not the gentle September version, the cold that means the temperature drops at dusk and continues to do so with gusto until April. The loch is going dark at the bottom of the village, the lights above An Tarbh Dubh are on and someone inside has put music on low and there are three glasses on the table and the argument about the Chisholm boundary is comfortable in the way arguments that don't actually need resolving are, they exist mainly as a form of contact.

I am for want of a better word, content.

This is no small thing and I try not to take it for granted. I've watched other people — pack and otherwise — reach for contentment their whole lives and not quite close the distance. I am a man who knows what he has and knows also what it cost him and doesn't confuse one for the other. I have this village and this loch and these two men who I would frankly take a bullet for without needing to think about it first and work that suits me and a dog at home who is extravagantly pleased to see me every evening as though each return is the one he'd given up hope for. I have a good life. I have a good life with a certain shape to it, a space in it, an outline that has been there since I was fifteen years old and sat next to a girl in a maths class and my wolf went absolutely and completely quiet for the first time in my sentient existence, which was how I understood that something had just happened that I didn't have the vocabulary for yet. I was fifteen. I learned the vocabulary. I learned it and then I watched her leave and I built a life in the shape of her absence and I'm not saying that to be tragic about it because it isn't tragic, it's just true, the way the fence line is true regardless of what Fraser's father's land agent wrote in 1974 — you can dispute it on paper but the land knows where it runs. Fraser is making a new point about topographic markers and I'm about to counter it when —

I stop. Mid-breath. Mid-sentence.

Fraser stops talking and watches me, he’s known me long enough to understand that when I stop like this it means something is happening that has nothing to do with property boundaries. Roan puts his glass down on the table without drinking from it. None of us move. There's something on the air. I'm trying to — I can't place it. That's the thing that's strange, that's the thing that is making my wolf sit up very straight inside me with an attention I haven't felt from it in years — I can't place it, which should be impossible, I know every scent on this air, I know this glen the way I know my own skin, every pack member, every frequent visitor, every deer and fox and red squirrel and the unique smell of the distillery when the wind comes from the east, I know all of it. And this is — almost. It's almost something. Like a word you know on the tip of your tongue, but remains out of your grasp. It keeps sliding away from me. There's something underneath it, the top layer is wrong, chemical and faintly artificial, masking what is trying to come through regardless. My wolf is not trying to identify it. My wolf already knows. My wolf has gone so still he's barely breathing and that stillness is its own answer if I would just let myself—

“Probably a tourist,” Fraser says. His voice is completely level but he's not meeting my eyes. I look at him, he's picking up his glass, his jaw doing the thing it does when he's making a decision about what to feel and how much of it to display, which is a process that in Fraser takes approximately no time on the outside and an unknowable amount of time on the inside. I look at Roan. Roan is looking at the road with a stillness that is his version of attention at full volume, the complete absence of movement means every sense he has is directed at a single point. He feels it too.

I put my glass down very carefully on the table and look to the road as well. The village road, the one that comes in from the south, from the direction of the main road, from the direction of Glasgow and the airport and everywhere that is not here. A light is on in Isla's shop window, the post office sign is dark, the road is empty and the last of the light is almost gone.

My wolf doesn't care about what my eyes can see.

I look at the road and I think about a maths class and the way certain kinds of silence feel completely different from other kinds of silence and the quality of a person's attention when they're pretending not to be paying attention and I think about twenty years which is a long time and also, at this precise moment, no time at all.

I say her name.

Not loudly. Not a question. I say it the way you say something you've been carrying for a long time when you finally put it down — quietly, with care. Fraser turns to look at me, his expression is doing several things simultaneously. Roan says nothing, he's still looking at the road. The wind shifts and there it is — underneath the chemical mask, underneath whatever she's been using all these years to move through a world that would find her remarkable, underneath all of it — there she is. As clear and unmistakable as she was the day she left, as she was every day before that, as she has been in some frequency I've been tuned to since I was fifteen years old in a maths class with the wolf inside me stilling for the first time.

The three of us sit in the dark outside An Tarbh Dubh and nobody says anything for a long moment. Then Roan reaches out and picks up his glass and drinks from it and sets it back down on the table. He looks at the middle distance with an expression that I couldn't read even if I'd known him a half-dozen lifetimes, an expression that is doing something private and significant behind very still features.

Fraser says: “Callum.”

I know what he's going to say before he says it. I know all of Fraser's registers — I've watched him build himself into the man he is from the inside out and I know the register that means he's leading with the pack and not with the person and I know that this is not the moment to have that conversation and I know he's going to want to have it anyway.

“I know,” I say, before he can start.

“She's been—”

“I know, Fraser.”

He stops and looks down at his glass. He is a man who loves this pack with a ferocity that doesn't leave a lot of room for anything else and I understand and respect it but it is occasionally, as now, spectacularly inconvenient.

“She's still pack,” I say quietly, firmly. “Whatever else she is or isn't, she's still that.”

Fraser says nothing, which from Fraser is a form of agreement even if a reluctant one. The road is still empty. Somewhere to the south, twelve or so miles maybe, moving north — she's coming. She's been coming for twenty years and she's nearly here and I am sitting outside a pub in the October dark with a glass of Fraser's best in front of me and my wolf is doing something I don't have adequate language for, something between a sound and a feeling, something I've been waiting to feel again since I was on a lochside in the summer dark watching her change the subject. I'm a patient man. I pick up my glass and drink. “Right,” I say. “The 1974 survey.” Fraser stares at me. “You were saying.. topographic markers.” Roan makes a sound that is absolutely not a laugh and looks away toward the loch. Fraser says, slowly, “are you genuinely going to—”

“The boundary, Fraser. Let's finish what we started.”

He looks at me for a long moment with the expression of a man who finds me completely baffling and has done for the better part of three decades, then he picks up his glass. “The topographic markers,” he says, “clearly indicate—” And we're back, the argument running, the lights of the village in the dark. She's coming, and I am, as I said, a patient man.
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My mother opens the door before I knock a second time which means she heard the gate, which means she's been listening for it, which means she's been sitting in that front room with the amber lamp on and the television off waiting for the sound of the latch and that image is the thing that almost undoes me completely before I'm even inside.

She looks smaller. I know this is a thing people say and I've always found it slightly imprecise but standing in the doorway of my childhood home looking at my mother I understand it for the first time as a literal observation. She is smaller. Or the space around her is larger. Or my father occupied more of a room than any room could fully account for and now he doesn't and what's left is my mother, who is five foot four and nearing seventy, and wearing the grey cardigan she's had since before I can remember and she’s looking at me with an expression I don't have a name for. “You're here,” she steps back to let me in and I cross the threshold and the smell of the house hits me — woodsmoke, the washing powder she's used my entire life and something cooking and underneath all of that, threaded through it, my father. Wool and old paper and the faint mineral sharpness of the outdoors that never quite left him no matter how long he'd been inside. He's everywhere in this house, obviously, he lived here for forty one years. He's in the grain of the floorboards and the way the second stair creaks and the books arranged on the hall shelf in an order that looks random but most certainly isn’t and the coat hooks where his wax jacket is still hanging because nobody has moved it and nobody is going to move it, not tonight, possibly not ever. I put my bag down and take my coat off.  “There's soup,” my mother says, already moving toward the kitchen.

I eat soup at the kitchen table like I'm twelve years old while she sits across from me with her hands around a cup of tea and we don't talk about him yet. We talk about the flight. We talk about the weather which was apparently atrocious on Tuesday, which seemed fitting and has improved slightly since. She asks about Ibiza with the interest of someone who has never been and cannot entirely picture it but wants to and I tell her about the harbour and the geraniums and Tomàs and the coffee. I tell her the article is unfinished. She says she'll look it up when it’s done. She won't look it up. She'll have someone print it for her and she'll read it at this table and she won't tell me she's read it but the next time we speak she'll say something that tells me she has. This is how we've always done it. There are things
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