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THIS BOOK EXISTS BECAUSE the house did not feel finished.

When I wrote Cavendish Avenue, I told the story as it was lived — the fear, the confusion, the ordinary life slowly shaped by something that could never be properly explained. It was a personal account, written to make sense of an experience that stayed long after we left.

But leaving did not end the story.

The house remained.
And sooner or later, someone else would live there.
Left for New began with a simple thought: what happens next? What does the house become for the people who arrive after? What does it mean for a place to carry its own history, quietly, patiently, waiting for new lives to begin inside it?

This book is not a continuation of our story. It is a reflection of the pattern — the cycle of arrival, adjustment, denial, fear, and departure. Ordinary people moving into an ordinary house, unaware that they are stepping into something that does not belong only to them.

The title comes from that quiet reality.

Every time someone leaves, the house is left for new tenants.
But those who leave are also left for something new — a life away from it, a chance to recover, to forget, or to try to.
The house stays.
People change.
And the story begins again.
This book returns to Cavendish Avenue not to explain what happened, but to explore what it feels like when a place remembers — and when leaving is only part of the cycle.
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Three Knocks
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KNOCK.
Knock.
Knock.
Not loud enough to be violent. Loud enough to matter.

The sound cut straight through sleep and landed somewhere between the ribs and the throat. The mother sat up first, heart already racing, already late to the moment. The room felt wrong instantly—too still, too awake for the hour. She looked at the door as if it might answer back.

“What was that?” she whispered, though whispering felt pointless now.

Another knock didn’t come. That somehow made it worse.

The father was upright by then, dragging himself out of dreams with the clumsy panic of someone who knows fear before he knows context. He checked the time on his phone. Too early. Definitely too early. The screen burned his eyes. He swore under his breath.

The child started crying in the next room. Sharp, startled sobs, the kind that sound offended by the world. The mother was already out of bed, pulling on yesterday’s jumper, hair still tangled with sleep. The floor was cold. Everything felt louder than it should have been.

Knock.
Knock.
Knock.
Closer this time. Or maybe it just felt that way.

They moved fast then. Too fast. The father yanked open drawers, shoving things where they didn’t belong. The mother scooped the child up, pressing his face into her shoulder, one hand over his ear without really knowing why. He was shaking. So was she.

“Did we forget something?” she said.

The question hung there, useless.

The living room was a mess in that honest, lived-in way—clothes draped over chairs, toys half-hidden under the sofa, yesterday still very much present. The father kicked a pile of laundry into a corner with his foot, then immediately felt ridiculous for doing it.

“Just—tidy up,” he said, though his voice didn’t quite believe it.

They both moved as if the house were suddenly being judged.

The mother glanced at the front door, then away again. There’s a strange superstition in moments like that: if you don’t look directly at the source of the fear, it might get bored and leave. She adjusted the jumper on the child, checked the lock twice without remembering doing it the first time.

Knock.
Knock.
Knock.
The father exhaled sharply. “Agency,” he said. Not confidently. More like he was trying the word out to see if it would fit. “Today. It’s today.”

The relief came late and suspicious, like a guest who arrives after the damage is done. The mother frowned, searching her memory. Papers. Emails. Yes. That was right. Routine visit. Gas. Safety. Clipboards. Smiles.

Of course.

Still—she didn’t put the child down.

They both stood there for a second longer than necessary, letting the explanation settle into the room. The house didn’t argue. It just waited.

The father opened the door.

A man in a jacket stood there, holding a folder and wearing the careful expression of someone who knocks on a lot of doors and never quite belongs behind any of them. He smiled. Practised. Polite.

“Morning,” he said. “Sorry to wake you.”

Behind him, the street was already awake—cars passing, a neighbour tugging a reluctant dog, a bus sighing at the corner. Normality lined up neatly, as if on cue.

“Yes—sorry—completely forgot,” the father said, too quickly. He laughed, then stopped. “Come in.”

The man stepped inside. Shoes wiped. 

Formalities exchanged.  The child’s crying faded into hiccups. The mother set him down carefully, watching him as if the floor might do something unexpected.

“Won’t take long,” the man said, already scanning the room with professional disinterest.

The kettle went on. The father apologised for the mess again, though no one had complained. The mother smoothed a cushion that didn’t need smoothing.

Everything resumed its shape.

Later—much later—the mother would struggle to explain why the relief never fully arrived. Why even as the man checked meters and scribbled notes, a small, unreasonable part of her kept listening. Not for another knock exactly. Just for the space where it might land.

But for now, the morning reclaimed itself.

Routine settled in like dust.

And Cavendish Avenue carried on, unaware—or pretending to be—that anything at all had happened.
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A street that functions
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CAVENDISH AVENUE RECOVERED quickly.

It always did.

By the time the agency man reached the next door, the street had already decided what kind of morning this was going to be. A workable one. Nothing dramatic. Nothing worth retelling later.

Engines coughed into life. One neighbour wrestled a buggy down the front steps, swearing gently as a wheel caught. Someone else dragged a recycling bin back from the kerb, the lid clattering like it had something to complain about. A bus paused at the corner and sighed, long and theatrical, before moving on.

Normal sounds. Reassuring sounds.

Dogs pulled at their leads with the confidence of creatures who believed the world was theirs to inspect. Children negotiated loudly about coats they didn’t need and bags they couldn’t find. A woman checked her phone at the gate, then checked it again, as if the first look might have missed something important.

The street did not ask questions. It never did. It preferred evidence. Movement. Noise. People going somewhere with purpose.

If you stood still for a moment—and very few people did—you could almost feel it correcting itself. Fear had no traction here. There was no space for it between the school run and the commute.

Someone mentioned the knocking in passing. 

Just a sentence, tossed over a shoulder. “Did that wake you as well?” Another answered without stopping. “Agency. Always forget they’re coming.” Laughter followed, brief and obliging.

Conversation moved on.

Windows opened an inch. Curtains were adjusted. A radio somewhere started talking too loudly about traffic. The day stacked itself neatly into place.

The houses looked identical in their confidence. Clean fronts. Numbered doors. A quiet agreement that whatever happened inside was private and temporary and definitely not the street’s concern.

At number whatever-it-was, a man locked his door twice, then once more for luck. He paused, keys still in his hand, with the vague sensation that he’d meant to remember something. He didn’t.

Across the road, a woman tugged her coat tighter and scanned the pavement for no reason she could name. When nothing presented itself, she frowned at her own reflection in a car window and shook her head. Too much coffee, she decided. Or not enough sleep.

The agency man moved on, efficient and invisible. Clipboard under his arm. Smile reset between houses. He didn’t belong to the street, and the street didn’t try to keep him.

By mid-morning, Cavendish Avenue was exactly 

what it had been the day before. A place that worked. A place that moved people through it without asking them to look too closely.

And if the echo of three measured knocks still lingered in the back of a few minds, it did so quietly. Politely.

Like a thought you don’t pursue because you’re already late.
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THEY WERE ALREADY BEHIND before they admitted it.

The clock in the kitchen said one thing. The phone on the counter said another. Neither was helpful. Time in that house behaved differently in the mornings—elastic when it didn’t matter, brutal when it did.

The father stood by the door with his shoes on, keys in hand, checking his pockets in the same order he always did and somehow still getting it wrong. Wallet. Phone. Keys. No—keys were already there. He started again.

The mother moved between rooms with the sharp efficiency of someone trying not to think. Bag. Lunches. Jumpers that had vanished overnight. The child trailed behind her, already emotional, already offended by socks that felt wrong for reasons no one could fix.

“Where’s your other shoe?” she asked, not looking.

“I don’t know,” came the answer, perfectly calm, which made it worse.

She found it under the sofa, exactly where it shouldn’t have been. Dusty. Waiting. She brushed it off too hard, then immediately felt guilty, which annoyed her further.

The bedroom door caught again. Just for a second. Long enough to register. Long enough to feel deliberate.

“Oh, come on,” the father muttered, giving it a shove that was more aggressive than necessary. 

The door complied, sulking.

Everything took longer than it should have. The kettle. The coats. The last-minute search for something nobody had touched in weeks but suddenly couldn’t live without. It was the kind of morning that
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