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The Beach House

AJ Estelliam


Chapter 1

The Beach House
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‘Here, Danny, you do the honours,’ I said to Danny.

His face lit up with a smile.  ‘What, really?’

‘Of course!’ I said, handing him the key.

I watched as he unlocked the front door, his six-year-old face frowning with concentration.

‘Yay!’ he exclaimed as the door swung open.

‘Yay!’ I repeated happily, glad to have arrived.

The day had been long and arduous. Travelling for three and a half hours in the car with a six-year-old and eighteen-month year old was stressful to say the least.  From my eldest I had heard, ‘Are we there yet?’ about sixty million times and my youngest had struggled after being stuck in a car seat all day.  It was understandable, but hard going.

It was with great relief when we had finally arrived in the small and picturesque village of Hope Cove, South Devon where we had booked a holiday home for a week’s stay.  It meant time away from home where respite was needed desperately for me.  It had been a hard few months, and my mother had stepped in, insisting she take me away for a bit.  I appreciated the offer and accepted gratefully, knowing that the break would do me some good.

‘Wow, Mum! Look at this place!’ Danny exclaimed, excitedly.

I shifted Darcy in my arms and stepped inside.  ‘Wow!’ I repeated, using Danny’s words.  ‘You’re right honey! This is cool!’ I said, smiling down into his eager face.

‘Can I look around?’ he asked.

‘Yes! Go, explore!’ I encouraged, looking around eagerly myself.  From my place in the hallway, I could see two bedrooms to either side of me. As I stepped inside the family room, I smiled in pleased approval.  It was perfect.

‘Hey Mum, look at these bunk beds!’ Danny said, rushing over to climb the ladder.

‘Yes! Aren’t they good?’

‘Cool! Look I can climb to the top!’

‘You go careful,’ I said, setting Darcy down to explore and watching him at the same time.  ‘Are you going to sleep there?’ I asked him.

‘Um, I don’t know...’ he murmured.

‘No? Sweetheart, you can choose where you sleep.  I’m going to put the safety rail on the side of this twin bed and move the other twin bed close to it.  Then you can always sleep here or on the bunk bed.’

‘Oh good, I think I’ll sleep with you,’ he nodded, looking more settled.

Ever since his father had walked out, he had been incredibly clingy and worried about many things.  Sleeping had been difficult, so I had resigned myself to difficult night’s sleep for me while the children slept beside me for comfort.

‘Shall we keep exploring?’ I asked him, hoping he would perk up now he had arrived in our holiday home.

‘Yes!’ he said keenly.

‘Come on then!’ I encouraged.

He rushed ahead, opening doors and squealing excitedly as he made discoveries.  I smiled in pleasure at his excited little face and then followed.

I looked into the other bedroom and smiled at the wonderful interior.  With two children rushing around, the first look was brief, though memorable.  We continued down the corridor to find a family bathroom with the continuing theme of the seaside and then there were stairs leading to the first floor.

Lifting Darcy into my arms, we made our way to the top to the house.  The house layout was on reverse level, so the bedrooms and bathrooms were on the ground floor and the lounge and kitchen was on the first floor.  It made for an interesting home.

Up the stripy staircase we went and into the most beautiful lounge I had ever seen.  It was furnished with loving care with seaside photos, pictures and memorabilia.  Even better, everywhere there were sayings immortalised on canvas or wood, all relating to the sea.  One read, ‘Life is better by the seaside.’ Another read, ‘Sandy toes and salty kisses.’  Every one of them made me smile which made me feel ever so slightly happier.  

Upstairs I kept Darcy in my arms as there was no stair gate preventing her from falling down the stairs.  I was glad I had brought one from home otherwise it would have caused immediate problems with an inquisitive toddler.

The kitchen was wonderful too, all newly refurbished and white and new looking.  

‘Ooh, Eleanor, I love the kitchen!’ my Mum exclaimed.

‘I know! It’s gorgeous!’ I replied. ‘I love it all!’ I told her.

‘You chose well,’ she commented.

‘Ah well, I just picked one from the website.  I didn’t know how lovely it would be.’

‘Oh, it’s perfect.  A real home away from home.’

‘Better in fact,’ I commented, thinking that home no longer felt like home in many ways lately.

‘Well, come on, honey.  Chin up. We’ll be putting some of that behind us this holiday.’

I nodded. ‘Good idea.’

‘So, shall we get unpacked?’ she asked.

‘I’ll do it Mum.  If you can take the baby, I will go and bring everything in.  As soon we get the stairgate on, the better!’

‘Very true! This little mischief will be running around before we can help it!’

‘Yeah, exactly!’ I murmured.  ‘Danny, do you want to come and help Mummy or stay here?’

‘I’ll stay here and look around,’ he told me.

‘Okay honey.  I’ll be back in a minute.’

‘Okay!’

I headed back down the stairs and quickly made my way back out to the car.  I unpacked quickly and efficiently, as was my style.  I then attached the pressure-fitted stair gate on the top of the stairs to prevent Darcy from heading down them at breakneck speed.

When I was done, I put my mother’s bags in her room, my own and the children in our family room and then carried a few other bags up to the lounge.

Then, with everything in place, I finally sat down.

‘Phew!’ I exclaimed. ‘I’m exhausted.’

‘Ah honey, I hope you’re really going to relax this holiday and take it easier.’

‘Well, I hope so! As much as possible with two little ones anyway!’ I said with a sardonic expression.

‘I’ll help with them, Eleanor.  You need some time for you.’

I nodded.  ‘That would be good.’

She smiled kindly at me.  ‘It’s been a rough few months, hasn’t it?’

I looked down at my hands which I was currently busy twisting nervously.  ‘Yeah...’

‘Rest, recuperation and some good food should help,’ she commented.

I knew it was her way of saying she was concerned about me-I had lost weight and was an anxious mess currently.  I did need rest.  I did need to recuperate, and I desperately needed to eat more and put on some weight.  I was a mess, and I didn’t want it to continue.

‘I think you’re right, Mum.  So, what’s the plan for this evening?’ I asked, glancing at the clock and thinking about the children’s bedtimes.

‘I think we relax.  We’ve brought enough tea for tonight, haven’t we? We can make do for tonight and shop tomorrow.’

‘Good idea,’ I said relieved.  I didn’t know if I could face going out to even eat after such a long day.

‘Why don’t you take a bath while I get some tea put together?’

‘It’s okay, Mum, I can help.’

‘I know you can, but you don’t have to.  Take the opportunity for a few minutes’ relaxation, honey.  You need it and I’ll be fine with the children.  Look! They’re fine looking around and investigating!’

‘Okay then, if you’re sure, I could unpack and get things sorted at the same time.’

‘Just take a bath, Eleanor.  The rest can come later.’

I nodded, taking her point.  She wanted me to wind down.  ‘Okay, I’ll be back in a bit.’

‘Take your time, honey.  We’ll be fine.’

‘Okay.’

I left the children in my Mum’s capable hands and headed down the stairs to the family bedroom.  I quickly pushed the twin beds together and added the safety rail to one side for Darcy.  After that, I unpacked the children’s clothes into a drawer each and found their nightwear and laid it out.  Then I found my own pyjamas and wash bag before heading for the bathroom.

I ran a hot bath and after stripping off my clothes, climbed in.  As I sank back into the warm, relaxing water, I let my body calm.  It had been go, go, go for so long now that I felt like I was close to breaking.  My nerve endings were frayed, I was living on coffee which made me feel manic. If it weren’t for the children, I knew I would have given up long before.  For them, I would battle on through this rough time in my life.  As I closed my eyes, silent tears fell down my cheeks like rivers into the sea of my bath.  It had taken some time to get past the anger to cry.  Now, my emotions unleashed wantonly, tearing me apart from the inside.  Broken.  I felt lost and broken.
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Chapter 2

A beach side home
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‘May your life be filled with beautiful sunsets, great waves and sand between your toes.’

My eyes opened as I lay in the bath and feel upon the wooden plaque with the saying emblazoned upon it.  I sighed.  Wouldn’t that be nice? My eyes looked further to an acrylic painting with four little colourful beach huts painted upon it.  Beautiful, I thought to myself.  As I looked around, I even found I liked the towels laid out for guests.  Blue, grey and white striped. Perfect for a beach house by the sea.  The walls were white and the finishing touch to the bathroom neat and clean.  I was liking the atmosphere already.

After a little longer soaking, I washed my hair and body before climbing out and wrapping myself in towels.  I let the water run out and then began a new bath ready for the children.  As the water ran, I wandered down the hallway slowly.  

There was a painting at one end with the view of the headland over the sea.  I stopped and stared at it for long moments.  As I headed down the corridor in my towel there were photographs of the cove we were staying at...simply stunning.  And then there was another saying emblazoned on wood.  ‘Sandy toes and Salty Kisses.’ I smiled to myself.  

I stepped into the family bedroom and looked around, this time taking the opportunity to really see where I was staying and enjoy the house I was living in for a week.  The walls were the gentlest of grey with white skirting and ceilings.  The bed heads and bunk beds were made with a painted white finish, giving them a clean and smart look.  The bed coverings and duvets all held a seaside or nautical theme.  Blue and green stripes, or a soft turquoise throw.  It all came together perfectly.  Mirrors fitted the walls well and gave the room a spacious look.  Then on the wall above the bed heads, the jolliest addition of all-bunting! With a seaside theme, it just added pure joy to the room and made it look merry.  I smiled again, something which was becoming easier in the surroundings I found myself in.  As I turned to the other wall there was another saying on another piece of wood.  ‘Sail away with me,’ it read.  I raised my eyebrows, thinking to myself that I wished there was someone who I could sail away with! It sounded like a very nice idea.  

I sat down on the bed to dry myself and continued looking around.  On the bottom bunk lay two cushions. One had a picture of a rope and read ‘Nautical but nice.’ The other had a picture of a blue camper van on it.  More nice touches, I thought to myself.  I stood and looked further into the room.  Pulling open a door, I found there was another small bathroom in the corner.  It had a corner shower and toilet.  A perfect addition to make it an en-suite.

Pleased with the room and everything I was encountering, I dressed in pyjamas and then went upstairs.  My mother had fed the children which left one less job for me to do.  Scooping up Darcy, I headed downstairs with them both and after stripping them down, got them both in the bath together. 

‘Do you like it here, honey?’ I asked Danny.  As my eldest child, he was the one to have conversation with.  Darcy showed her pleasure by smiling, laughing and her general joy at how life treated her, but she couldn’t communicate in sentences yet.  She had words but they were all single statements right now.

‘I love it! It’s a brilliant house, isn’t it? I could live here!’ he told me.

‘Me too, honey! What a clever person to make such a wonderful house,’ I murmured, somewhat to myself but also to Danny.

‘Yeah! Very clever! I love it all.  What are we going to do tomorrow, Mummy?’ he asked eagerly.

‘Well, it’s up to you! We could go and explore the beaches and look for caves, sand and treasure. We can go for a walk and have an adventure. We can find somewhere to go locally.  Up to you!’

‘I’d like to do all that stuff!’ he declared, smiling.

I nodded.  ‘Me too, so we’ll definitely do one of those things tomorrow, okay?’

‘Yeah.’

‘How about you, Darcy? Do you want to find some shells?’ I asked her in a more sing-song voice.

‘No!’ she said grinning wildly.

‘No? Do you mean yes?’ I asked her.

‘Yes,’ she smiled. ‘No, no, no,’ she then added, shaking her head and laughing.

No, no, no were the words I often used when she did something cheeky so lately, she had been using them a lot.  No seemed to be her favourite new word and she used it all the time, even when she actually meant yes.

‘You are a funny little sausage,’ I told her, smiling her way.

‘Ausage,’ she tried, missing the, ‘s’ but making the word clear enough to understand.

‘That’s right, honey.  You’re a sausage!’

‘Mummy, shall we have a nice relax while we’re here?’ Danny asked me next.

‘Yes, sweetie, of course.  Haven’t we been very relaxed lately?’

He shook his head and frowned a little.

‘I haven’t had much Danny time lately, have I?’ I asked him.  ‘Shall we ask Grandma to look after Darcy sometime so we can have some Danny/Mummy time?’

He nodded eagerly.  ‘Yeah! Cos we haven’t had Danny/Mummy time for ages! It’s not all about Darcy!’ he exclaimed.

My heart wanted to break.  ‘No, sweetheart, it’s not. She keeps me busy because she’s much more of a baby than you but that doesn’t mean you’re not as important.  You both mean the world to me, honey.’

He nodded but still looked glum.

‘Have I not given you enough attention lately, honey?’ I asked him.

He shook his head.  ‘You’re always busy,’ he said quietly.  ‘Or always with Darcy.’

With their age gap, I found I was lately almost always dealing with her.  ‘Oh honey, what is it you’re not getting from Mummy?’

‘Your time...and talking,’ he said, looking at me with big, wide eyes.

I felt myself breaking a little more.  ‘You want me to talk to you more? Don’t I talk to you, Danny?’

He shrugged.  ‘Sometimes...but you don’t always listen.  Sometimes I try and tell you something and I don’t think you’ve heard me. I was trying to tell you about my tooth earlier and you didn’t hear me.  It’s still hurting and wobbly, Mummy.’

This was one of those moments in life.  A pivotal moment of realisation that it was time to sit up and listen to the advice someone was giving you.  My six-year-old child was trying to tell me something, and it was important I listened.  He needed me, and I wasn’t giving him what he needed.  It was time for some change.

‘Danny, I’m so sorry.  I didn’t realise you felt like this.  I promise you we’ll have some proper time together this holiday.’

His little face lit up.  ‘Really? Just you and me?’

‘Just you and me.’

‘Yay!’ he grinned.  

‘Darcy can stay with Grandma.’

‘Well, she likes Grandma, doesn’t she? That’ll be fine,’ I smiled.

‘Yeah! We can have some fun...we can do stuff that she can’t do!’

‘Well, that’s right, because you’re older, honey, aren’t you?  But remember, Darcy is getting older every single day.  As she gets older, it’ll be easier for us all...just imagine-no nappies, no planning sleep times in the day, no buggies. It will get easier.’

‘And then she won’t be a baby anymore,’ he mused.

‘No-so we should try and enjoy each bit really, honey.  Because I don’t plan on having any more children.  You know that don’t you?  You and Darcy are enough for me.’

‘Yeah, I know Mummy.  And we don’t have Daddy anymore, anyway, do we?’

I stared at him for a moment, surprised by what he had said.  ‘I, uh...sweetheart, you’ll still see your Daddy, you know.’

‘I know but not every day.  He won’t live with us, will he?’

‘No, sweetheart.  He won’t.  I’m so sorry for that, Danny.’

He nodded.  ‘It wasn’t you though, was it Mummy? He chose to go, didn’t he?’

I nodded, trying to keep my wayward emotions in check.  ‘He did, but not because of you or Darcy.’

‘Why then, Mummy?’

‘Because he loves someone else now, Danny.  He doesn’t want to live with Mummy anymore because he doesn’t love me like he used to, honey.’

He shook his head, frowning.  ‘That’s the bit I don’t really understand, Mummy.’

‘What?’

‘Well, how could he not love you? You’re Mummy!’ he declared sweetly.

I smiled at him softly, moved by his kindness.  ‘Ah honey-to you I’ll always be Mummy and hopefully always be someone you love.’

‘I’ll love you forever, Mummy.’

‘And I’ll love you forever too Danny.’

‘We’ll be fine, won’t we?’ he said smiling.

I nodded.  ‘Yes, we will, Danny.  Just fine.’

As I gathered both children out of the bath and wrapped them in towels, my mind wandered to everything that had passed since my husband had decided to leave.  The unexpected change had left us all reeling and I, for one had not yet come to terms with the news.

I dried the children and dressed them one by one in pyjamas.  I then took Danny up to the lounge to sit with Grandma while I got Darcy to sleep.  I was determined to have quality time of half an hour with Danny before he went to bed that night.

I lay down next to Darcy and read her a story before giving her a tender kiss goodnight.  After whispering ‘night night,’ I fed her the milk I brought down with me and watched as her eyelids grew heavy, and she slipped off into sleep.

When I was confident, she was resting peacefully, I climbed off the bed with the skill of a mother who didn’t want her child to wake and headed up the stairs.  Danny was on the floor playing happily and my mother was sat reading her kindle.

‘Are you alright?’ I asked, wandering over to Danny and sitting on the floor beside him.

‘Yep.  I’m playing army’s,’ he told me, looking up.

‘Are you? Can I play?’ I requested, lifting one of his figures up.

‘Yeah! But you’re not that man, Mummy.  He’s one of my men.  You be over there...’

‘Oh okay,’ I said, smiling at him and moving into position.  I listened to his requests and followed the game as best I could.  His animated face was a pleasure to watch as he told me what was happening in the battle in his head.

We played for some time, simply enjoying the story he was creating.  As I sat on the floor beside him, I realised I needed to do more of it.  Literally getting down to his level to play and listen to him.

‘I think I’ll go to bed at the same time as Danny,’ I told my Mum. ‘I’m absolutely knackered.’

‘Okay honey.  It has been a long day, and you’ve done a lot of driving.’

‘Yeah...’ I murmured, as my eyes scanned the room.

‘You’ll feel better in the morning.’

I nodded.  ‘I hope so. I feel completely frazzled right now if I’m honest.  My nerve endings are completely frayed.’

‘That’s to be expected honey, its normal.’

I nodded, feeling sad.  ‘I just wish I did feel normal, Mum.’

She gave me a sombre expression.  ‘You’ll get there. I promise you will.’

I met her eyes and sighed.  ‘Was it like this for you?’ I wondered.

She lay down her e-reader and tilted her head to one side. ‘When your Dad left?’

I nodded.

‘It was...it was really, really hard.  You and your brother were even younger than Danny and Darcy, so I had a lot on my plate.  I managed though, Elle, just like you will.’

I shook my head. ‘I just don’t know where to start!’

‘Which is why we’ve come away! Time to get away, gather some perspective and think over everything.  Maybe this holiday will give you a chance to find some of the answers you’re hoping to find.’

‘Oh, I hope so, Mum, because right now I’m just about as lost as I could be.’

‘Have some sleep sweetheart.  It helps with everything.’

I nodded. ‘Come on Danny. Time for bed.’

‘Ah! Just five more minutes.’

‘Come on sweetheart.  If we go now, it means we may have time for two books instead of just one.’

‘Can we read my football book?’ he asked, perking up.

‘Of course we can!’ I smiled.

‘Yes!’ he said with a jump to his feet.  ‘I’ll come now then.’

‘Oh good,’ I said.  ‘Say goodnight to Grandma.’

‘Night Grandma,’ he murmured, sidling over to her for a hug.

‘Night sweetheart,’ she said to him.  ‘Have a good sleep and I’ll see you in the morning.’

‘Yep,’ he replied and pulled away.

‘Night Mum.’

‘Night honey.  I hope you sleep well.’

‘Well, it is Hope Cove.  So, I hope so too!’

She smiled at me warmly.

‘See you in the morning.’

‘Yes, night night.’

‘Night.’  I took Danny’s hand, and we headed back down the stairs to the bedroom.  We reached the room we were sharing and headed over to the bunk bed quietly.  I quickly undressed him and put him in his pyjamas.  Then I led him to the en-suite bathroom for him to go to the toilet and brush his teeth.  While he did that, I stripped my own clothes off and pulled on comfy pyjamas.

‘I’m done,’ Danny announced, coming out of the bathroom.

‘Shh!’ I said to him in a whisper.  ‘Don’t wake your sister...then we can read a book before bed.’

‘Two!’ he whispered back.

‘Okay then, two! Jump into bed and we’ll read together.’

‘Which bed?’

‘Why not go in the bunk bed?’ I suggested.

‘But then...where will you be sleeping?’

‘Over there on the twin beds.  Don’t worry. If you wake in the night you can climb in beside me.’

‘Okay then,’ he said, somewhat reluctantly.

‘I’m just going to the bathroom then I’ll join you,’ I told him.

‘Okay,’ he replied.

I went to the bathroom and quickly did all the things I usually did before bed.  When I was done, I headed over and joined Danny in the lower bunk.  It felt cosy and a little cramped, with the bed above and the limited space.

‘Ooh! This is exciting!’ I said, shuffling in closer to him.

‘It’s cool, isn’t it? Like a little secret place! I love this light!’ he told me, turning it on and off repeatedly.

‘No Danny, leave it.  Don’t wake your sister-I want some time alone with you!’

‘Oh yeah, okay then,’ he agreed.’

‘Shall we read a book?’

‘Yes!’ he said bouncing his body upwards.

‘Let me just go and get one,’ I said, heading for the suitcase I had used for all three of us.

I selected a book and then re-joined him.  I climbed into the bed and lay beside him.  As I began reading, he snuggled in beside me.  I let my voice read the words in a quiet, calm manner, hoping to add to his tiredness.

When I was finished, he yawned.

‘Tired?’ I asked.

‘Uh huh,’ he murmured.

‘Go to sleep, baby.’

‘Mummy?’

‘Yes?’ I asked, turning his way.  Bedtime was always the time when important questions were asked, or worries were revealed.

‘Are we going to be alright?’ he asked.

I stared at him, shocked by such a grown-up question from such a little boy.  ‘Yes sweetheart.  We’re going to be absolutely fine.’

‘How do you know?’

‘Because I’m a grown-up, sweetie.  And grown-ups can figure everything out.  We’ll be just fine.’

‘But we won’t have our house!’ he objected.

I sighed.  ‘We might not have our house, but we’ll have a new house! It’ll be exciting! Like a new adventure.’

‘So we’ll just get a new house?’ he questioned, looking at me with intrigue.

‘Yes, that’s right.  We’ll get a new house.’

‘That’s okay then,’ he said, as if that solved all his questions.  ‘Night Mummy.’

‘Night Danny.’

‘Can I come into your bed if I get scared?’ he asked.

‘Of course you can.  We’ll leave that little lamp on.  You just come and climb in beside me if you want to.’

‘Okay,’ he said, rubbing his eyes.

‘Right! Off to sleep! Night night.’

‘Night night,’ he murmured sleepily and shuffled over to curl onto his side.  His back faced me and as per our usual routine, I cuddled up to his back to make him feel comforted while he fell asleep.

As I lay there listening to his breathing begin to deepen, my thoughts wandered.  It was so easy when I explained it to my child.  We’d just go and get a new house...it was a shame real life wasn’t quite so simple.  Still, I needed the basis of some kind of plan, and that seemed a good as any.

Once Danny was sleeping soundly, I climbed out of the bed as quietly as I could and headed over to lie in my bed-the one next to where Darcy lay sleeping.  As I lay down, I looked at her little pursed lips, her cheeks rosy from warmth.  She was beautiful.  Danny was beautiful.  Despite all the bad things going on around me, there was good in my life.  I knew I had been blessed with wonderful children, and I wasn’t going to let one bad experience change all that.  No, I would pick myself up and move on.  Just like I always had in the past when things had happened.

I rolled onto my side and willed sleep to come easily.  Unfortunately, it had been something that had been evading me recently.  With so many thoughts running through my mind, I didn’t know if I was coming or going.  My sleep had been affected negatively, and I wanted that to change.

I closed my eyes and breathed deeply, inhaling in and then exhaling out.  I practised breathing out the negative thoughts and clearing my mind so that sleep was easier to come by.  I felt my body relax and my eyelids grow heavier.  I fell asleep quickly, completely and utterly exhausted.
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Chapter 3

Cassie
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The following morning, I woke to bright and beautiful sunlight streaming through the windows.  I remembered where I was and smiled.

As I looked over, I saw that Danny now lay beside me, cuddled up for comfort.  Darcy lay on the other side, perfectly content and still fast asleep.  A sensation of contentment settled over me.  I lay quietly, looking at the wonderful room which had been created in this home.  I found myself beginning to wonder what kind of woman created such a beautiful and homely holiday home.  I knew it was a woman just through looking at the design.  There was a feminine touch to all the little aspects of the house.  It was creative and inspired.  I wondered what her name was and what she was like.

Danny stirred beside me.

‘Mummy?’

‘Morning sweetie,’ I murmured and leaned over to brush a kiss to his forehead.

‘We’re on holiday!’ he said, blinking rapidly.

‘We sure are! Today we can go and explore!’ I said with a smile.

‘Oh yes! Can we go on the beach too and make sandcastles?’

‘Sure,’ I agreed quietly.

‘I’m hungry,’ he complained.

‘Okay,’ I said glancing over at Darcy.  ‘We’ll go in a minute.  Darcy won’t sleep much longer.’

‘Shall I get ready then?’ he asked.

I smiled at him.  ‘Yes.  Good lad.  You’re becoming so grown up.’

‘I’m almost seven now, aren’t I?’

‘You sure are.  Come on, we’ll get dressed and then I’m sure Darcy will wake.’

Sure enough, just as Danny and I were finishing getting ourselves ready for the day, Darcy woke up and called for me.

‘Mummy!’ she said, sitting up with a rosy cheeked smile.

‘Hello baby! Did you have a good sleep?’

‘Yes,’ she said grinning, pronouncing the word very crisply.  I was loving her new grasp of language.

‘Shall we get Darcy dressed?’ I asked her, smiling.

‘Darcy,’ she agreed, wriggling towards me.

‘Okay,’ I said, reaching for her. ‘Come down here and Mummy will get you dressed.’

I made quick work of changing her nappy and then pulling on fresh clothes for the day.  When she was ready, we all made our way upstairs to the lounge where the children settled on the floor playing while I made breakfast.  I soon discovered we had next to no milk, which was going to be a problem.  After making the children some toast, I was pleased to hear my mother coming up the stairs.

‘Good morning!’ she said, smiling at the children.

‘Hey Mum,’ I replied, heading for my bag.  ‘We’ve got almost no milk-are you okay for ten minutes if I just run down to the local shop?’

‘Of course! You go; we’ll be fine.’

‘Great.  I’ll be back in a minute,’ I told the children as I swung my bag over my shoulder.

‘Don’t rush, we’re fine,’ she reminded me.

‘Okay.  Back soon,’ I said with a glance at
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