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Chapter 1 -
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Rosemary
stopped the car, unsure of where to go next. The directions had
been clear, left at the T-Junction, right at the low bridge and
then right again. The cottage was supposed to be next to the big
house, but the one she was looking at looked nothing like the photo
she had printed off the website the day before. An elderly man was
close by and she turned in her seat to open the window to ask if he
knew the cottage she was seeking, but he resolutely avoided
catching her eye and not being sure of herself, let alone her
bearings, she dug out the printed sheet and looked once again at
the photo of the cottage and back at the one that was facing her.
It was definitely not the right place; the door was on the wrong
side to start with.

Sighing, she
thought that she would carry on up the little lane to see whether
that might be more fruitful. No sooner had she started the car and
carried on past the house that sat to the front of the row of
cottages than she saw it. Smiling to herself ruefully, she realised
she’d done what she always did. Except on this occasion she wasn’t
wrong, she’d got it right and first time too. Perhaps this was
going to be easier than she thought.

Trewelyan
Cottage was an old miner’s cottage, or so the website said. There
had been little more than that, except that it looked pretty and
inviting. She sat in the car and looked at her surroundings in more
detail. It was in the middle of a row of twelve cottages, each one
set back behind a large detached stone house, the mine manager’s
houses’ perhaps, she thought. Each one had a long garden at the
front with a small parking area.

The house to
the right of hers was obviously occupied by a family, given the
number of toys and play equipment that littered its front. She
wasn’t wrong as at that moment, she heard the shriek of a child
whose toy had been taken away, followed by a long wail of
frustration and anger.

Bugger, she
thought, this was meant to be peaceful. The last thing she needed
was to suffer the noise of small children crying and parents
ranting.

She carried on
looking. The cottage was stone, local granite she assumed, but her
knowledge of geology was poor, so she couldn’t be sure. Grey though
and weathered, but not crumbling. It had three windows to the
front, with two upstairs. The garden was slightly raised from the
road and she couldn’t see it clearly enough to make an assessment
of it, but she caught the faint scent of rosemary on the wind,
rosemary for remembrance!

Almost
immediately she felt like crying, and reached for the box of
tissues that had accompanied her on the long car drive. She looked
at the mass of used ones in the foot well and resolved to clean the
car out while she was in Cornwall, so that at least she’d be able
to go home with a tidy car, if not a tidy mind.

She was
suddenly aware of being watched and saw a small child staring at
her from the garden next door, obviously the one that had objected
strongly and vocally. She realised that it might look odd to be
sitting in a car without doing anything, so she got out and
stretched tired arms and legs.

The child moved
and rushed back to the house, just as a young woman appeared with a
baby in her arms. It was difficult to tell whether the child was
boy or girl, all clothes looked androgynous these days and its hair
was short. She guessed she’d find out if she were supposed to. The
young woman smiled and raised an arm in greeting and the baby
turned its head to see what its mother was looking at.

Suddenly she
was embarrassed, three pairs of eyes were watching her and she was
self conscious. She half waved back and turned to the car,
deliberately letting the others know that the show was over.
Reaching into the back seat, she pulled out her pillow, and one of
the food bags she’d brought with her, hoicking her handbag onto her
shoulder, she made her way through the front gate, and into the
garden beyond. By the time she looked again, all three had
disappeared.

 


The garden was
delightful, if a little small. There was a bench underneath the
window that was out of sight of the house next door and promised
the luxury of being able to drink tea outdoors, something she
couldn’t do in her small apartment at home.

Dumping her
belongings onto the bench, she cast about for the yellow upturned
plant pot, which her host had promised hid the key to the house.
She spotted it, reasonably well hidden under the rosemary bush she
had smelt earlier and as she brushed the stems aside to reach under
the pot, she released another rush of herbal scent. Breathing it in
deeply, the tears threatened to start again. She crouched for a
moment, composing herself before straightening up and moving back
to the front door.

Once again, she
gathered up the possessions she had brought from the car, awkwardly
shifting the pillow from one arm to the other as she sought a way
to easily get the key in the lock to turn it. Giving up, she put
the bag of shopping down on the floor and that was when she noticed
the leaflet that had been half pushed into the letterbox. Pulling
it out from the wrong side caused it to rip, but she was curious.
This was a holiday let, why would the postman put junk mail through
the door.

Opening it up,
she saw it was an advertisement for the farmers’ market, to be held
the first Saturday in every month. It was Friday, tomorrow was the
4th and she resolved to walk down to the village in the
morning.

She tried the
key again and this time it turned easily in the lock, picking up
the groceries, she made her way in to the tiny vestibule, paying
attention to everything as she went. Coat hooks on the right, door
mat before the inner door, boot hook on the floor; it all went in
to her brain, even though she wasn’t aware of what she was
doing.

Opening the
inner door she found herself in a small light room, dominated by an
enormous stone fireplace that was constructed as a dolmen might be
from two huge vertical pieces with another massive one acting as
mantle. The fireplace housed a stove and she was pleased to see
that there was a huge basket of fresh logs and that the stove was
already stacked ready for lighting.

 


In front of the
fireplace was a squashy sofa full of inviting cushions and covered
with a throw, a rug completed the fireside ensemble. There was a
TV, a dresser with a mirror above, a small bookcase and a dining
table and four chairs.

At the back of
the room was an open tread pine staircase which looked freshly
varnished and through an arch next to the fireplace was a tiny,
newly fitted kitchen. Leaving her pillow and handbag on the sofa,
she walked into the kitchen and left the bag of groceries on the
worktop.

Resolutely
ignoring the call of the kettle, she left the cottage and headed
back to the car for the rest of her possessions. Her suitcase she
took straight upstairs, her laptop she left near the dining table,
the box of books found a home underneath the staircase and the
remaining foods were taken into the kitchen. Ten minutes later the
car was locked, the front door was closed and she had drawn fresh
water for tea.

She stood for a
moment in the kitchen and surveyed her surroundings. Cheerful, red
check curtains hung from the window and outside all she could see
was a dry stone wall with tufts of grass gamely hanging on in the
crevices. Clearly the land at the back was higher than at the
front, although it was still so light and bright she was confused
for a moment or two, until she realised that there was a small
pathway running along between the base of the wall and cottage,
just wide enough to allow the light down. Perhaps she could explore
that soon.

Quickly she put
all her foods away; she’d brought enough for the whole week and
felt a tinge of guilt at not supporting the local economy by buying
at the village shop, and then dismissed it for the transient sense
of responsibility that it was.

Instinctively
she put everything in the place that most closely resembled home,
tea bags, camomile tea and honey above the kettle, nuts in the jar
to the left of the hob, cereals, tins and other dry goods in the
cupboard that was empty; this last was confusing, the only place
that wasn’t the same as home and she wondered briefly whether she
might move the contents out of the corner cupboard so that she
could have something as familiar as possible.

The very act of
catching that thought though ensured she wouldn’t, that’s just too
sad and besides I’m here for a change, not for the same old, same
old she thought. The tea cupboard would have to suffice as her
taste of home.

It was as she
walked back through the sitting room, preparing to go upstairs that
she noticed that a place had been set for tea on the table. Six
scones neatly arranged on a china plate with a matching teacup. A
dish of jam was to one side and an enormous bowl of thick clotted
cream beckoned to her.

Oh dear, that’s
not good she mused.

Part of her
plan had been too do a detox of sorts and was the main reason for
bringing everything with her as that way she could control more
easily what she was eating.

But surely just
one can’t hurt? I’ll come back to that later she thought and
climbed the stairs to sort out her clothes.

She had brought
little with her as her intention was to spend time alone, working,
reading and walking. She hadn’t come for fancy nights out and
wasn’t planning on talking to anyone either, so simple jeans,
tee-shirts, leggings and some of her favourite knitted dresses were
going to be the order of the day. She smiled to herself as she
removed her favourite pink pyjamas and her hot water bottle too –
she wasn’t planning on not indulging herself though either.

There were two
bedrooms, the one at the front of the house, the one with the
double bed and the sky blue bedding was to be hers. It faced west
and looked out over the fields towards the sea, if she looked hard
enough she could see a thin ribbon of blue on the horizon. She
guessed it was perhaps only a mile or so down to the coast path and
from there she should be able to get down on to the beach.
Optimistically, she’d brought swimming gear and a beach towel or
two as well; you never knew what the weather was going to be like
in England in September and the coastal waters were at their
warmest at that time of year too.

Her wash bag
went into the tiny shower room and it took no more than a minute or
two to add her shower gel, shampoo and conditioner to the shower
tray, her toothbrush and paste to the glass provided by the sink
and her moisturiser to the shelf above the loo.

She liked
things neat and tidy, to feel at home wherever she was and it was
her custom to always settle in by unpacking and lay out her things
to mark her territory before she did anything else at all. She
reflected as she worked that it always seemed to take longer to
pack up to leave than it did to unpack for staying, but then she
pushed the thought aside as she didn’t need to worry about that
until the following Thursday.

She opened the
door to the second bedroom to peer in. It was half the size of the
main bedroom and barely fitted the bed and the large chest of
drawers. The single bed was un-made, but that had been fine, she
had been quite clear when booking, she was coming alone, to be
alone.

The view from
the window was breathtaking. Moorland stretched out before her. The
land was just at the height of the first floor now and she could
see stones, mounds and the remains of tin mines, their tall
chimneys visible on the skyline. It was as bleak as any inner city
urban landscape with the rotting hulks of a once proud industry
standing to lonely attention.

Sadness came
upon her quickly, thoughts of the change that had been wrought over
the years crowded into her head, people long lost, skills no longer
practiced.

We had been a
nation of builders once but what were we now she thought.

Turning away
from the window she looked quickly behind the curtains that hid the
room’s storage area and found blankets, extra duvets and bedding.
She grabbed a blanket, knowing of old that wrapping a blanket
around her was the fastest way she had to feel safe and secure.

Making her way
downstairs she looked more closely at the table. Underneath the
china and afternoon tea was a red gingham table cloth and on the
side plate were perfectly positioned a matching cotton napkin and a
knife just waiting for the moment it would spread the rich black
jam and heaving cream across a silent, but compliant, scone.

She made a pot
of tea, rare for her as she normally just threw a tea bag in the
cup. Taking the teapot to the table she sat down and spread the
napkin across her legs, chose a scone, not too big, but not too
small either and home made by their shape. She cut it in half with
a knife, remembering as she did so that good scones could simply be
pulled in half. Cream on first, a thick layer that didn’t move or
run from where she placed it, then jam on top. It looked like
blackberry but she wouldn’t know until she tasted it. She poured a
cup of tea and added milk from the jug and took a long gulp.
Breathing in deeply for the first time in weeks Rosemary felt
herself starting to relax.

The mouthful of
scone confirmed her worst fears, she would have to put them away or
throw them away because their deliciousness would overcome her poor
discipline where food was concerned. Just one to eat now and the
rest, she decided, would freeze and be taken home for later.

The jam was
blackberry, with a hint of apple. Its scent hinted at long summer
days ripening on the hedge, of early summer mornings in an orchard
and she visualised for a moment, the place that these had been
picked. It was clearly homemade; it was viscous and smooth and was
unlike anything she had bought from the supermarket in recent
years. It reminded her of her grandmother, whose house had been
full of the scent of jams, chutneys and wines and whose bosom was
where she had returned when some new or imagined hurt had happened
upon her as a child.

Briefly, she
wondered whether the child next door had a grandmother within
walking distance that she could escape to as well.

The cream was
the consistency of butter and reminded her of the days when she
would fight her father to get the top of the milk on their cereals
in the mornings, that was if the birds hadn’t already beaten them
both, pecking through the silver foil caps on the bottles outside
the front door.

She savoured
the moment, knowing that this time her resolve would last. She also
knew that she had a treat in store when she returned home as the
scones would go with her, so there was no sense of loss, simply an
enjoyment of the moment, a decadence that would last the whole
seven days through.

All too quickly
the scone was finished and she was pouring a second cup of tea. She
sat nursing it in both hands, wondering what she should do next.
Immediately she was assailed by thoughts of duty, responsibility,
by the huge folders of work she had brought with her to do, her
excuse if you like for taking precious time out of her busy work
schedule. Then a wilder, more rebellious thought kicked in. I don’t
need an excuse to be here, I don’t need to do this work and in fact
I don’t need to do anything. If I wanted, I could just sleep the
whole week away.

Glancing at her
wrist she remembered she’d forgotten her watch and she couldn’t
recall seeing a clock anywhere in the cottage. Maybe that wasn’t
such a bad thing. She was driven by time at home; not enough to do
this, not enough to do that and certainly not enough to be
frivolous with. Yet, here she was taking time off with a flimsy
reason that she would be able to catch up on all the things she
never had the time to do at the office. There was no internet
access, there was no phone … phone, too late she realised her
mobile phone was around somewhere.

It needed
charging and yes, there was a clock on it, so she wasn’t entirely
without the means to manage time after all, but at least it wasn’t
sitting staring her in the face all day, she would have to make an
effort to find out what the time was instead. In fact, if she
wanted she could turn the phone off, forget what day it was and
just let her body be ruled by the movement of the sun, moon and
stars through the sky.

She decided
instead, to plug the phone in and turn it on. She also set up a
space to work at one end of the dining table. She found a socket
and plugged in the extension cable she’d brought with her ‘just in
case’ and set up her netbook, mouse and mouse mat. She put the pile
of books she’d brought with her onto the book case and placed her
pencil case, note pad and diary neatly at the head of her new desk.
She had left herself enough space to eat and a placemat would
ensure that remained the same throughout the week. She was a woman
that liked routine, she liked to know what was going to happen next
and invariably this meant she read the end of the book before she
started, just so she knew she wasn’t going to be disappointed.
Sometimes this meant that she then missed out on the story too
because it didn’t seem worth reading it after all once she knew how
it was going to end, but this wasn’t something that bothered her
normally.

Carefully, she
returned the plate of scones to the kitchen and found a food bag to
put the five remaining delicacies in. The whole lot were then
deposited into the freezer where she knew she wouldn’t have the
heart to bring them out until she returned home. She was an instant
gratification person, if she couldn’t eat it there and then, the
moment would be gone and she’d be able to do without.

In the sitting
room, she poured a third cup of tea and sat down, by her laptop,
with every intention of turning it on to read the first draft
reports she’d brought with her. But the moment was lost, she hadn’t
acted quickly enough and instead she reached for her phone.

She pressed the
button that sparked it to life, swiped a finger across to access it
and was oddly disappointed that there had been no activity. No
messages, no missed calls. It seemed, she thought, like she’d been
forgotten already. Although she hadn’t wanted any outside contact,
not getting any was a different thing altogether. She put the phone
down, resolving to try and avoid looking at it for fear of being
disappointed all over again and picked up her cup of tea and took
it to the sofa.

She sat,
savouring the firm cushions beneath and behind her, thinking how
nice it would be to light the fire and watch the flames, then
realising again that it was early September and would probably make
the cottage too hot.

As she sat, the
silence surrounded her, except it wasn’t silent. Simon and
Garfunkel’s song, ‘The Sound of Silence’ came into her head and for
the first time ever she thought she had a glimpse of what they were
referring too. She listened to the silence and became aware of her
own inner sounds, a gentle buzz, against a background of clicks and
whirrs which obviously meant her brain and body were in fully
working order. She listened intently to the soft tick, tick, tick
of her pulse in her ear and the gentle rumble from her belly.

She drank her
tea and listened aware of a tension draining out of her.

Her shoulders
started to shrink back from around her ears, her legs felt heavy
and her eyelids were on the point of closing. She fought the sleep
that was overcoming her, but felt instinctively that she would rest
well that night.

The experience
was so gentle that she barely noticed the passage of the sun. She
sat for what might have been hours, just becoming used to
being.

Every so often
her gaze would wander round the room she had found herself in,
observing the stones in the fireplace; noting but not analysing
their irregular size and placement, marvelling at the skill that
had placed them ‘just so’, measuring by eye it seemed, rather than
by yardstick.

As she looked
she spotted more things to delight her senses. What had seemed
simple suddenly wasn’t; there were fresh flowers, red gerberas to
match the curtain colours and a handful of sweet peas that were
contributing to the fragrance of the cottage. Bundles of kindling
lay next to the stove together with a bucket of coal and thick
gloves for carrying things too hot to handle.

She wondered at
the holes in the great sheaf of granite that was the mantle shelf,
neatly drilled but containing nothing now. She had visions of spit
roasts and dogs running in rings, but realised she was probably
several centuries too late for that.

She spied old
hooks and nails in the walls that had been covered over with fresh
paint, wondering what had hung on them over the years. The carpet
was new too and the whole cottage had an air of being well loved by
its myriad of owners. This was no haunted place of sadness as it
held a lighter feeling, one of joy and happiness and as she sat she
allowed it to seep into her bones, into her very soul.

 


A dog barked in
the distance and she started, bringing herself abruptly back into
the present. Her tea cup was long empty and the light had started
to lower and she felt the need to overcome the long drive with a
walk to stretch leg muscles out of the unfamiliar shape they had
seemed to adopt.

Grabbing her
cardigan, slung casually over a chair, she put on light summer
shoes and headed out the door, scooping the key off the dining
table as she went. It wouldn’t do to get locked out she
thought.

She walked past
the car and turned right, back the way she had come when she had
driven in and headed to the main road. Although there was no path
to speak of, there was a deep verge and the road was quiet. All she
had to do was move to one side should a car come alongside or need
to pass.

She had no idea
where she was heading, except for a vague notion that it might be
nice to see where the beach was. She walked quickly up to a
crossroads, encountering no one else along the way, neither car,
nor cyclist nor walker, then turned right into the lane where the
signpost pointed to a lighthouse.

As she walked
she became aware of a dull ache in her left leg, but ignored it and
simply walked faster to try to work the stiffness and discomfort of
driving a long distance out of her body. She could spy the sea and
the tip of the top of the lighthouse in the distance and was aware
of heading slightly downhill.

The lane became
more Cornish with every step she took and soon she was following a
narrow road that was bordered by high hedges atop well concealed
stone walls, there would be nowhere to go should a car decide to
come too close, but she decided to ignore that problem determining
to deal with it only should the need arise.

Round the next
corner she was presented with a fork in the road, the right hand
turn looked less well used than the lane she was on and was
therefore more inviting to this new, adventurous woman that was
emerging from within. She took it, and as she walked she became
aware of vast numbers of blackberries hanging from the brambles on
either side of the road. What a pity she’d not brought a bag with
her, but no doubt they would still be here if she decided to walk
that way the following day.

The fields on
either side of the road were rock strewn and grassy; in some cows’
grazed content to ignore one lone woman walking near them. She
stopped once to look back the way she had come and was surprised to
see how far away the cottage she was staying in was, she’d come a
long way without realising it.

The silence on
her road was even louder than in the cottage. Birds were calling to
each other, but she didn’t know what they were. Cows occasionally
mooed a response to some unknown question and all around her was
the sound of the wind in the grass and the hedgerow. She was glad
of her cardigan because the breeze was cool and the sun was sinking
slowly in the west, the last of that day’s warmth being given out
and shared amongst the people of the land.

The smells were
stronger too, that slightly autumnal tang, tinged with slurry and
grass that is common in the country, but this also had a sharper
note, a promise of salty sea and seaweed. It drew her on, eager to
see the edge of the world as she thought of this part of her
country. Beyond that shore lay nothing but the Atlantic and it was
thousands of miles to the next direct landfall in America, in many
ways the vastness of it was frightening; but it was exhilarating
too.

She had come to
the very furthest part of Cornwall, she was mired deep in the
country where no one could find her and no one could contact her
and if she decided to she could turn her phone off. She had told no
one where she was going, simply that she was taking the week off,
and here she was at a point where she could literally go no further
without having jumped on a plane.

The road ended
abruptly in a farmyard. The costal path and she assumed the way to
the beach, was off to her right though the route was obviously
little used because it was so overgrown. She stepped off the tarmac
and onto soft earth that was still slightly damp from the heavy
rain of the previous week. Cautiously she made her way carefully
along the path; although it was mostly compressed mud there were
slippery stones at irregular intervals and the land was dipping
down even more steeply. There were nettles in abundance, a sign of
the health of the land around, but not conducive to bare legs.
Reluctantly she decided to abandon the walk in that direction until
she was wearing something more sensible on her feet and her
legs.

Turning back on
herself she made slightly slower progress back the way she had
come, she was tired and was now walking up hill, it no longer
seemed so easy. But she was reluctant to change her plan and return
to the cottage immediately, she still wanted her legs to feel well
used and stretched and so when she returned to the fork in the road
instead of heading back to the main road and the village, she
turned right again and headed once more towards the lighthouse.

This road too
was lined with brambles, laden with the fruit of early autumn and
she was even more determined to return the following day with
plastic bags for the picking of such a delicious treat as this. It
would be completely in keeping with her planned detox and she could
eat them, slightly cooked with the apples and honey she’d brought
too. The thought pleased her and she realised that her spirits had
lifted enormously since the start of the day. Slowly she reflected
on why this might be the case and it came to her unbidden, that
here she was just herself, she had no one to answer to and no one
to ‘be’ either, that thought was intoxicating and her speed picked
up again as she realised the sense of freedom she had just had a
glimpse of.

 


There were
people ahead of her now on the road, a couple; she somewhat taller
than him, both with cameras tourists just like she was, strangers
passing through for a brief moment in time. They stopped every now
and then to admire the view, exchanging a brief sentence or two and
to take a picture, images that would probably never see the light
of day once clicked.

She wondered if
they were staying in the village, perhaps at the guest house or the
pub, perhaps they too had taken a cottage just as she had done. She
started to construct a story around them, creating a perfect
tableau to set them against before catching herself and recognising
the habit she had of projecting out onto those people around her.
Realising this, she also noted that the walk was going to be much
further than she had anticipated; sure the coast was no more than a
mile at most as the crow flies, but this lane wound backwards and
forwards like a snake gliding across the sand. She was tired and
she needed to eat so it was time to head back before the sun sank
too far down beyond the horizon and it became to cold to enjoy the
walk. Her fingers and hands were getting a little too cool for
comfort and the pleasure of pink pyjamas and a hot water bottle
were tantalising in the extreme.

She turned back
up the lane and began the trudge back to the cottage. She hadn’t
anticipated how far downhill she had walked and it was an effort to
expend the energy needed to propel her body along. As she walked,
she thought and as she thought, she began to plan. Tentatively at
first because it had been a long time since she’d had the luxury of
planning on a holiday such as this for herself but by the time she
had reached the main road again she had a half formed idea about
how the rest of her week would look.

 


Reaching the
cottage once more, she sat on the bench in the garden to see the
last of the sun slowly wend its way to the other side of the world
before letting herself in and locking the door behind her.

She moved
slowly about the cottage touching odd things here and there,
drawing the curtains to shut the night and prying eyes out and
filling a hot water bottle for comfort. She changed into her
pyjamas and then began assembling her evening meal of salad, smoked
mackerel and a couple of spoons of basmati rice. She eschewed the
option to have a cool drink, preferring once more to have tea and
taking the whole lot through to the sitting room she sat at the
dining table and ate in silence. It occurred to her that she hadn’t
heard another person’s voice since she had arrived in Cornwall,
that she hadn’t shared a conversation with anyone since at least
midday and that it was entirely possible that she might go quite
mad with loneliness and boredom if she only had her thoughts to
keep her company. Smiling to herself, she realised she was probably
half way there already and that a week’s silence would be no bad
thing at all, and that this was a retreat from the world and from
everything she was running away from.

There, she had
finally admitted it. She was running away, but what from and why.
She wasn’t entirely sure and in this week she hoped to find out
more about what had driven her to take flight, fearing that it was
simply an act of defiance but recognising it was probably more of
self preservation.

She stopped
eating at this point, a forkful of food almost at her lips. The
thoughts she had were rising unbidden and she was caught up amongst
them unsure where to go or what to do now.

Stop it, she
told herself, this is not the time for this sort of thinking, let’s
get on with it, there’ll be time enough for that later, when I’m
more settled and less frazzled.

Determinedly,
she put the fork in her mouth and slid the food off and on to her
tongue. She chewed slowly but deliberately, planning what to do
next. Read and then bed perhaps.

Supper
finished, plate and cutlery cleared to the kitchen and the washing
up done and put away, it was the first time in the day that there
was nothing specific to do or to be done.

Contemplating
work was not appealing, but neither was the thought of a long
evening ahead alone and with nothing to do but think. Already too
many unwanted thoughts had surfaced, catching her unawares with
their spontaneity and intensity. They frightened her and were
voracious, an ever present threat to her fragile confidence. Now
was not the time to allow them to run riot and cause the growing
peace that had descended to take flight.

A book then;
she’d brought some with her of course, a favourite Joanna Harris,
the latest Alistair McCall Smith and a one by an author who was new
to her. But she didn’t fancy any of them. Drawn to the bookcase in
the sitting room, she found the inevitable holiday cottage fare;
the odd Maeve Binchy and Rosamunde Pilcher, both were favourite
authors of hers in days past; a thriller or two, a genre which had
never appealed, although she did admit occasionally to being a
closet Dan Brown fan. There were books on bird watching, gardening
and even a dictionary.

She’d just
about given up hope of finding something to distract her, gloomily
anticipating turning on the TV, when she spotted it. It was the
title that captured her imagination first.

She picked it
up off the shelf and turned it over expecting to be disappointed by
the back blurb, but was pleasantly surprised to see that it was
throwing down a sort of challenge, could it really be ‘unusual and
insightful’ as was promised. Perhaps this was a sign of things to
come and besides nothing else was appealing at the moment, so this
had to do.

If necessary,
she reasoned, she could always take a trip up to St Ives or into
Penzance and pick up something else instead, or perhaps a few cheap
DVD’s to watch.

She decided to
make yet another cup of tea.

It was almost
as if her life span could be measured in teacups and mugs. Was this
a three cup day or a ten cup day? The number of cups could
potentially be divined by those who were interested in what sort of
a day it had been. The higher the number, the greater the boredom
or frustration, the lower the number the more likely she’d been out
doing something reasonably interesting instead.

Idly she
wondered whether she might have drunk the entire box by the end of
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