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America, 2026






ONE




‘… usually, everyone asks the same question.’




‘I see …’ Frank repeated.

This was not wholly unexpected. The dead and ruined ex-wives, the dead children. Some might say Frank Brill was an exceptionally unlucky man born at an especially unlucky juncture in history, a moment in the second half of the twentieth century where the America that had been, that could have been, was gone but still palpable. Like a kid staring at the aftermath of an iridescent soap-and-water bubble that had popped on the summer air, Frank could still feel the vapour, the sting, of the old America on his face. But still, here it was, the final insult. He almost felt like laughing, laughing at fate. Fuck me? No – fuck you.

A bright, cold November afternoon as Frank sat in the doctor’s office in silence. Not quite silence – there was the soft hum of the computer on the desk, reminding Frank of cost, of the meter running. He didn’t know the doctor well. Couldn’t even recall his name at this second, though Frank was old enough to remember a time when you would have been able to, back when doctors made house calls. ‘We’ll get Doc Wood to come take a look at you,’ his mom would have said. Nowadays, in America, the only way a doctor would come to your house was if you were rich or already dead. And Frank was neither. This guy’s practice had simply been on his HMO’s approved list and close to his home.

The doctor moved a piece of paper on his desk and looked at Frank again, waiting. Frank looked out of the window, at the little courtyard garden, all bare and denuded here in the Midwest. There was a magnolia tree, the buds at the ends of the branches tiny and dead-looking. Come the early spring, come March, they would be swelling, soon to burst out into creamy-white flowers. Frank knew this because he had one in his garden at home. Sometimes it blossomed as early as mid-March, sometimes not until the second week of April. There were probably reasons for this, to do with the weather, how cold the winter had been and so forth. He’d ask Alexa, when he got home. Still, at his age, how sad it was to see things grow and not know how or why. All the flowers and trees he could not name. Would now never be able to name. There was so much stuff he thought he’d get around to knowing, just through some kind of osmotic ageing process. (Osmotic sending him back to tenth-grade biology, him and Robbie M tearing it up at the back of the class. Robbie in his ‘Styx’ T-shirt.) Like about carpentry, or electrics. The things old guys seemed to know about when you were a kid. But Frank had somehow missed all that stuff and kids today didn’t seem to know it had existed. What was the thing his daughter had tried to get him to use? ‘Task’ something. Task Bunny?

‘OK,’ Frank said. ‘Thank you.’ He got up.

‘Ah, Mr Brill?’

Frank turning back, picking his overcoat up, already putting his tattered Colts baseball cap onto his head, covering his thinning grey hair. ‘Yeah?’

‘You must have some questions.’

‘Nope.’

‘We need to talk about treatment options.’

‘No.’ Frank sighed. ‘We don’t.’

The guy got up and came around the desk. He was young. Half Frank’s age. Something to do with a ship. Bow. Bowden. That was it. Frank had known a Lizzie Bowden once, back in high school. You live long enough and everything has a resonance, an antecedent. Her tits, heavy against his ribcage as they danced to that song together, at the end of the night, at that party. Eighteen years old. What was the song? A ballad. A slow, end-of-the-night number. But, wait, Bowden was speaking.

‘Look –’ coming towards Frank, laying a hand on his shoulder, nervously. The kid had done this before, but not many times. ‘Mr Brill, this reaction you’re having? The whole “I’m not going to do anything” thing? It’s much more common than you think. Most people, once they’ve got over the initial shock, once they talk it over with their loved ones, they realise it’s wise to look at all the options.’

Task Rabbit! That was the thing. On her phone.

‘I don’t have any loved ones, Doc.’

Frank said this without self-pity or anger. It was just a plain statement of fact. Good prose is like a windowpane. One of Orwell’s lines he’d always quoted to his junior reporters, urging them to keep it clean and clear.

‘I’m sorry,’ Bowden said.

Frank shrugged. What could you say? He wanted to make it a little easier for the guy. ‘Look, son, don’t worry about it. Shit happens.’ In truth Frank was now fighting back an emotion the young doctor would likely have struggled to understand.

‘Would you like the number of a counsellor? Someone to –’

‘No. Thank you.’ Frank tried to edge towards the door again.

‘Mr Brill, Frank, I think you’re in denial right now.’

‘Why?’

‘Why?’

‘Why am I in denial?’

‘Because, well, usually, everyone asks the same question.’

‘You really want me to ask it, don’t you?’ Bowden just looked at him. Frank sighed again. ‘OK. I’ll play. Doc, how long have I got?’

‘Well.’ The kid swallowed. ‘It’s diff—’

‘Yeah, yeah,’ Frank said. ‘It’s difficult to say but it could be anything from X to Y depending on how aggressive it is and how much money we throw at it. Just … gimme a ballpark.’

‘Without treatment? Maybe three to six months.’

‘OK. I guess we’ll just have to play it as it lays.’

‘Play it as it lays?’

‘Not a golfer then?’

‘Every Time You Go Away’! That was it. It would have been, what? Senior year? 1984? Who the fuck sang that song?

And with that he was out through the reception area, past the concerned look of the receptionist, and into the cold wind of the parking lot.

Schilling, Indiana. Population 32,000.

The doctor’s office was in a small retail park on the outskirts of town, where most things were now. There was a lawyers’ (McRae, Dunbar & Wallace: ‘all pro-bono work considered’) and what used to be a real estate place, empty for a couple of years now, a sun-faded banner hanging down in its front window: ‘IVANKA 2024! MAKE AMERICA GREATER!’ Just across the highway was a mini-mall: shoe store, nail salon, tanning place, an Olive Garden and a Subway, its foresty-green signage suggesting health food, which it probably was compared to the KFC next door, the one where Frank used to stop sometimes on his way home from work to pick up a bucket of chicken, back when he would have had use for a whole bucket. When there were other mouths. The passing traffic whooshed and churned the trash in the parking lot in front of the food places, paper napkins and cardboard boxes and soda cups and whatnot, chasing each other in dusty petrol fume circles. The newspaper’s office, its final office, had been just east of here, further along the I–22. Was it still unoccupied? Boarded up? Frank hadn’t driven by to check in months.

He stopped at the kerb to let a FedEx truck glide silently past him – electric, noiseless and driverless. The fucking things still freaked Frank out, Frank who clung to the old ways, who was even now fishing his car keys out of his pocket. Yeah, he guessed you couldn’t argue with the actuarial tables that showed how automated cars caused far fewer accidents than those driven by people. He understood the logic, looking at the FedEx vehicle now, beeping an electronic warning as it reversed slowly and carefully into a parking bay across the lot. The CPU in the driverless car didn’t speed because it was late, it didn’t run stop signs, it didn’t accelerate angrily behind other cars after they’d cut them up. The chips and sensors kept it in position on the road, within the speed limit and a safe distance from other vehicles. They were undoubtedly, provably, safer. Still, they freaked Frank out.

He sat down on a bench and watched the lunchtime traffic, his right foot thrumming up and down on the sidewalk. A drink, went the reflexive thought. I really want a drink. Just as reflexively Frank’s hand went into his pocket and he fingered the tiny plastic penguin. Thirteen years now. He breathed deeply for a moment or two and got past it. That emotion Frank had been fighting back? The one Dr Bowden would have struggled to understand? It was excitement. Because Frank had known for months he had cancer. The loss of appetite, the pains down there, the difficulties in the bathroom department. He’d been googling like a madman. Frank had always had an appetite for research and it had helped make him a good reporter. Just as, later, his organisational skills had helped make him a good editor. And, in the last few months, as he let the cancer grow inside him, welcoming it as you would an old, long-lost friend, he’d been using both of these skill sets, working tirelessly on the thing that had gradually grown into the stack of five files (pink, orange, green, yellow and red, ranked in order of imagined difficulty) that now sat on his dining-room table, next to his computer. And now, now that it was all nice and official, it was time to put that research and organisation into practice. Frank was sixty. He’d never been in trouble with the law his whole life. Still, the day was here. He was dying. And soon. It was official now:

Given everything he’d been through in the past few years, Frank was no stranger to suicidal thoughts. Thoughts? Hell, he’d been on the edge of bridges, in the bathtub with the whiskey and the razor blades, in the garage with the aluminum stepladder and the noose. He was no stranger to imagining what the last thing he’d see would be: the black water rushing up to meet him; the cork-tiled ceiling of the bathroom as the warm water turned scarlet around him in the tub; that can of old blue paint (the boy’s room) on the shelf next to his toolbox and the tyre chains, strobing in and out as he dangled, spinning in circles as blood filled his eyeballs. But he’d always been too chicken.

He wasn’t going to chicken out of this.

Frank had had three wives and two children.

He didn’t have any of them any more.

I don’t have any loved ones, Doc.

He just had The List.




TWO




‘It’s a good living, son. Clean.’




He’d become a newspaper man because of his old man, Frank Senior. His dad had been a typesetter, throwing hot metal down at the printing plant on Coolidge Street. (Condominiums now. Two bedrooms starting from $195,000. No deposit required.) Frank Sr had learned his trade there as a boy. Got his start in the summer of ’53, straight out of school. He’d been there thirty years by the time Frank was finishing high school and starting to look around for a job of his own. Frank had confided to his dad one night, out there on the porch with a couple of beers, at the old house on Hoover, that what he really wanted to do was become a writer. The old man had sucked his teeth and whistled. ‘Gee, Frankie. I don’t know. Seems like it might be tough to make money at that.’ His dad had always been impressed with the guys who came down from the paper to check the layouts. The subs and the editor, Arnie Walker, an ex-marine, an Ike clone who edited the Schilling Gazette for over thirty years – from ’46 to ’77 – when the paper was the ‘voice of the Tri-County area’ and its circulation was over 200,000. Old Arnie dropped dead of a heart attack at his desk, a pork tenderloin sandwich in one hand and a half-subbed piece about a proposal to build a new freeway through protected land in the other.

Arnie and his boys would come down to the printing plant and make corrections and amendments and laugh and joke with the typesetters. But they wore shirts and ties instead of blue overalls. And their hands and fingernails weren’t stained with thick black ink. And on Friday afternoons, after the Saturday paper – the last issue of the week – was put to bed, they’d all go over to Macy’s Bar & Grill, just up ahead of where Frank was making a right now, grumbling at the traffic. If he’d kept on he’d have passed it. It was still a bar. Had changed its name to Barcadia in the late eighties, then to something else. Frank couldn’t remember what it was called these days. At Macy’s they’d get stood drinks by Brock Schmidt, the owner of the Gazette. They loosened their ties and had their three-Martini lunch and laughed and joked and pissed and moaned and talked about who wrote good copy and who was screwing who and whatnot and Frank’s dad thought that looked like the good life right there all right. ‘That’s a way, you know. You could write and get paid to do it. It’s a good living, son. Clean. I could have a word with Mr Walker.’ Frank graduated high school in 1983 and strolled into the Gazette as an ‘office boy’, fetching coffee and sandwiches, running copy from one desk to another. Learning what made a good opening para. It was still a time of electric typewriters. Of double-spaced A4 marked up with blue pencil. Of linotype racked up by men with burned, calloused hands. Bottles of Scotch in the sub-editors drawers. But, within a few years, those small boxes the colour of cigarette smoke with a little Apple on them started appearing on the desks. You could typeset right there on the screen.

Frank took the freeway out of town, heading for the western suburbs. He turned the radio on and got a news report, something about Vice President Hannity causing offence at the UN, refusing to apologise for America’s policy in post-war Iran, where we were taking the oil. Reparations, how for every dead American troop we were going to take whatever. Frank punched the tuner and got the next station – Journey doing ‘Don’t Stop Believing’, a song that had come out when he was in high school, that he’d heard so often now that it was about as surprising and interesting as hearing a recording of his own name being repeated over and over. But he left it there.

By the nineties, by the time Frank was deputy editor, the sound of clacking plastic keys had replaced the metallic chatter of the big Smith-Coronas and Frank’s dad was out of the job he’d held for the duration of eight presidents.

Frank prospered though.

He had a good eye for a story, was diligent in his research and got along well with Mr Schmidt. He loved being part of a small band of men (and it was still all men back then) who were responsible for creating a newspaper out of nothing six days a week. He liked the pressure. Although some (his first wife Grace among them) would say that as he progressed up the ladder towards editor Frank acquired a hardness, a caustic veneer that came from an intelligent, sensitive man spending time with people tougher than him whose approval he sought. ‘Baloney,’ Frank says aloud now, just thinking about that diagnosis, as he makes a left onto Harding, his street.

A lower-middle-class street in the Midwest, lined with American linden trees. Driveways leading off to homes built between the late forties and the late sixties. From the GI Bill to the moon landing. A street for families, where bikes were propped against front porches and plastic toys were scattered around front yards, the aftermaths of battles abandoned due to dinner, or TV. Where kids were halfway down the street before they heard the screen door slam behind them. Frank had bought the place with Pippa, his third, his final, wife seventeen years ago, back in early 2009. His timing was good – the market had crashed just as the ink dried on his divorce from his second wife, Cheryl, and the three-bed, two-bath home was a steal. His timing was good, but that was about all. It turned out that in the end Frank would only need one bedroom and one bathroom. Back towards the end of his drinking days he’d often roam the rest of the house, tumbler of Scotch or gin in hand as he looked into the redundant rooms – just storage spaces now, cardboard boxes and plastic bags – imagining all the life and activity that might have been played out in them, the laughter and arguments they might have seen.

Often, when he pulled up in front of the house in the late afternoon, back from whatever errand had constituted his activity for the day, Frank would sigh as he looked up at the place and contemplated the evening unspooling ahead of him, the same one he’d been having for years now: the early evening bustle around the kitchen, maybe steaming some green beans or broccoli to go with his meal-for-one, a kind of concession to health, a self-delusion that he was actually doing some cooking. Then the long stretch of mid-evening, channel-surfing, reading, as the street gradually darkened outside. Then the long, pointless chats with Alexa, the arguments with God, the raging at the world, all gradually subsiding as tiredness finally overtook him and he fell asleep in the Barcalounger in front of the TV, the barely touched meal-for-one (carbonara, meatloaf, fish-in-sauce) on the little table beside him, the novel he’d read several times before (Garp, Couples, The Sportswriter) in his lap, the movie he’d seen dozens of times (Jaws, Wall Street, Die Hard) fizzling in front of him in the dark room, the half-drunk cup of herbal tea falling with a muffled thunk Frank did not hear into the carpet. He’d awaken, startled, in the early hours, disoriented, realising he was alone in his living room, a bar of street light coming through the gap in the curtains. But, tonight, as he climbed out of the car, Frank felt optimistic, almost cheerful for the first time in as long as he could remember. He had work to do.

He missed work. Editing a newspaper – even a small, regional paper like the Gazette – was like being a film director, Frank imagined. Every day there was urgency … demands. You were being asked questions all the time. ‘What about this?’ ‘What do you think of that?’ ‘Have you looked at this yet?’ ‘You need to … we need to … I need to …’ You were needed. And then he wasn’t. Those small grey boxes. Frank had made editor in 2001, at the age of thirty-five. He got fifteen years in the job. As it turned out they were fifteen years of increasing budget cuts and firings and shrinking advertising revenues before the small grey boxes that had done for his father did for him too. Brock Schmidt – approaching seventy – sold the paper and retired down to West Palm Beach, just after Trump won his first term.

At the time Frank thought this was as bad as his life could get, a notion that now caused him to chuckle, to shake his head and emit a low whistle as he reflected on how idiotically he’d underestimated the savage fury of the universe. He was only forty-nine, with a new, younger wife and a four-year-old son. But he’d been there over thirty years, and at a senior level for most of it. His redundancy payment was generous.

Pippa had gone back to teaching and Frank had finally got the chance to work on his novel, i.e. he became a house husband. He went from being the bread-maker to buying a bread-maker. He learned the ways of focaccia and sourdough and gained fifteen pounds. The bread-maker went into the garage. He spent time at the local library, doing research for a book he grandly imagined would be a history of social housing in Indiana. He stopped a few months later, after he’d amassed several legal pads full of notes, when he saw an old man at a nearby table. The man was filthy, clearly homeless, and he too had a stack of legal pads in front of him, full of notes for something he was working on, some grand key-to-all-mythologies. Frank walked by and glanced at a page over the man’s shoulder. A paragraph read: ‘The centre is all. The centre is held in place by the angels. The angels are ruled by the GOVERNING PRINCIPLE (see appendix 2). The GOVERNING PRINCIPLE is …’ Frank now saw that the man had pieces of newspaper stuffed in his ears. He stopped going to the public library to work on his book after that.

So he got Adam ready for school in the mornings, he hit the golf course or the driving range, he shopped and prepared the evening meal, and he was there with a plate of carrot sticks, a glass of milk for Adam and a chilled glass of Pinot Grigio or Sauvignon for Pippa and a Diet Coke for him when the two of them came back in the door at 4.30 sharp. Pippa taught at Adam’s school, Truman Elementary. (Yes, that Truman Elementary in Schilling, Indiana. You’ve got it now, haven’t you? You’ve put the name of the school together with the names Pippa and Adam Brill and the dates and you know where this is going now, don’t you?) Looking back on this period of his life a decade later Frank could only view it as a golden time, shot with gauze or Vaseline on the lens, shot by Tony Scott or Adrian Lyne (he’d fallen asleep in front of both Top Gun and Fatal Attraction this week), with everything soft and rich and smeared and sumptuous. But if he was being honest, and at this point there was no point in being anything else, he knew that at the time he’d been tortured by feelings of worthlessness and insecurity: here he was, an American male born in the 1960s, baking and going grocery shopping.

Another revelation of old age: life only has golden periods in the rear-view mirror. Upfront, through the windshield, it’s panic and chaos as it all comes at you much too fast.

Frank came in through his front door, tossed his keys on the hall table, and shouted out, ‘I’m home, Alexa.’

‘Hello, Frank,’ she said. ‘How was your day?’

‘I have cancer,’ taking his coat off now.

‘I’m sorry. I don’t understand that, Frank.’

‘Yeah, me neither. Lights.’

Alexa turned the lights on. She’d been a present, from his daughter. Frank felt like … what? He felt like celebrating. Maybe he’d go out to eat later. He poured himself a Coke over ice in the kitchen and wandered across the hallway, where he stood in the doorway to the dining room, drumming his fingers on the door frame as he looked at the stack of files on the table, the inert PC, the plates and mugs and yellow legal pads. Sipping his drink, turning the computer on, Frank settled uncomfortably into a hardwood dining chair. He felt like he should have a toast to it, the cancer, all up in his asshole. It figured. Frank had given his typical American ass a fairly hard time all its life: red meat, chillies, jalapeños, fried chicken, pizzas and nicotine, all washed down with an Atlantic of liquor. He bore it no grudges. Decades of this and you’d throw the towel in too, wouldn’t you? You’d say, ‘Fuck me? Fuck you. You deal with this shit, buddy. I’m outta here.’

Frank remembered he had to transfer some money, from savings to checking, as he wanted to withdraw a bunch of cash tomorrow. He got the bank home page up onscreen and then realised he’d forgotten his password. Fucking passwords – how many did you need these days? Pippa helped him set it all up. Now where had he written them down? He turned around one of the framed photographs on his desk, one of him and Pippa and Adam, and there on the back of the frame, in his tiny, neat block-capitals printing, were all his passwords. (Pippa had scolded him about this. ‘Gimme a break,’ Frank said. ‘What? Someone’s gonna break in and know I’ve written my passwords on the back of this photo?’) As he did his banking he noticed the date on the computer – November 11 – and suddenly remembered something else. ‘Alexa,’ Frank called over his shoulder, ‘CNN.’ He heard the set come to life behind him and he turned round to see the parade in Washington was in full flow.

Huge crowds were packed into the bleachers, waving their flags, cheering in their red MAGA and KAGA and MAG hats as they watched the soldiers and the hardware rumble past: tanks, howitzers, assault vehicles, rocket launchers, thousands of troops, all lumbering away from the White House, towards the Capitol. The lead tanks were huge, M1 Abrams battle tanks, each weighing sixty short tons. Soldiers stood up through the open hatches, rigidly saluting the podium. You could faintly hear the cheers in the background – ‘USA! USA! USA! – as the camera swung over the rows of spectators. And here it was, the real America, the people who had travelled from Florida, from Nebraska, from Kentucky and, yes, from here, from Indiana, up to Washington, spending money they could ill afford to pay their respects on Veterans Day. They were cold and wet and mostly old and fat and they were all wrapped in thin, cheap coats, with their cardboard signs saying ‘GOD BLESS THE TRUMPS’, ‘DEATH TO DEMOCRATS’ and, ‘LOCK HER UP’. (The last one increasingly puzzling to Frank as former Senator Clinton had died peacefully in her sleep three years ago. Perhaps they feared a ghost situation, a zombie Hillary, clawing her way out of the grave and trying to take their guns and delete more emails.)

There had been no tanks for the first few years. The roads couldn’t handle it. One of Trump’s first acts early in his second term had been to order a multi-billion-dollar programme to widen and strengthen Pennsylvania Avenue to accommodate the monsters every November. As Frank remembered this, as if on cue, the cameras cut to the presidential podium: President Trump and her husband Greg. (Her second husband, Jared, languishing in Rikers, having taken the fall for an awful lot of shit.) Vice President Hannity and his wife on her left, and on her right, still towering over the others even at eighty, Donald and his new wife, his fourth wife, Crystal, her belly swollen in the final trimester of her pregnancy. Thunder erupted suddenly as three of the fighter planes smashed through the sky above the parade. Trump put a protective hand on Ivanka’s shoulder as he shouted into her ear over the jet roar, his finger jabbing into the sky. Ivanka wore a cream overcoat and fur hat, her father his trademark black overcoat and red tie. Trump looked down at the vast, cheering crowd and gave them his signature thumbs up. They went wild. It had been a masterstroke, you had to admit: firing Pence halfway through his second term and nominating Ivanka as VP before resigning the office due to ill health. Ivanka automatically became president and had eighteen months in the saddle before she had to fight an election. Obviously one of her first acts in office had been to pardon her father of the multitude of charges he faced.

‘You wonder,’ the CNN commentator sighed as the coverage switched to a shot of the aircraft thundering off into the distance over the Capitol, ‘can we afford to have all these fighters and tanks here given the current situations in Iran and North Korea?’ The aftermath of the wars, still going on, years after Trump stood on the tarmac in Tehran, in Seoul, and gave his victory speeches. The oil was already flowing from Iran. What the American people were going to get out of the post-nuclear moonscape of North Korea remained less clear.

‘Alexa, Fox,’ Frank said.

The channel changed. The shot of the jet fighters was pretty much the same, but the commentary went up a gear or three. ‘OH WOW!’ The female reporter was shouting over the noise. ‘YOU GUYS SHOULD BE HERE! THAT WAS INCREDIBLE!’

‘The new F-36s, Roberta …’ the studio anchor said.

‘That’s right, Ken, the most advanced thing in the sky.’

The camera cut back to the Trumps, applauding on the podium. ‘And there’s Crystal,’ Roberta said, ‘looking absolutely radiant I have to say.’ The former president’s new wife of just over a year was saying something in Donald’s ear. She was twenty-eight, Frank knew, just a few years older than Olivia would have been now. ‘Don’t they make a beautiful couple?’ Roberta went on. The Donald, everyone agreed, had done an incredible job of getting over his grief following the death of Melania, who had perished in a helicopter crash just a few months after he left office, just after, rumour had it, she had signed a) divorce papers and b) an eight-figure book contract.

‘And, Roberta, I think Crystal’s wearing one of the president’s designs, isn’t she?’

‘That’s right, Ken. It’s a pantsuit. They’re available on the White House website as a matter of fa—’

‘Alexa, turn the fucking thing off.’

‘I’m sorry, Frank. I didn’t unders—’

‘TV OFF!’

The screen went black and the room was quiet again. The clock on the mantelpiece told him it was nearly 5 p.m., the street outside darkening swiftly as night fell. He should really try and eat something. He still had to pack. ‘Alexa?’ Frank said, thoughtful, expansive and philosophical even, as he swirled the Coke in his glass.

‘Yes, Frank?’

‘Why does God hate me?’

‘I’m sorry, Frank. I don’t understand that question.’

He looked at the row of bottles still in the liquor cabinet – furred and dusty with age – and the thought came to him again: Why not? What could it possibly matter now?

There had been a few fellow ex-drinkers in Frank’s house over the years. They’d all done AA of course and had been amazed to see that Frank was sober and yet lived with all that booze right there, that he hadn’t had his ‘pouring it all down the sink’ moment.

Frank didn’t get this. It was there, it wasn’t there – what did it matter? Did you really need that moment of drama at the kitchen sink? He could be down the liquor store and fill the trunk of the car in fifteen minutes. He’d decided not to drink again, and that was that. Having or not having booze in the house made no difference. Frank hadn’t done AA. He’d just stopped. In lieu of the sobriety chip – the little metal button they gave you – he’d taken to carrying around the tiny penguin that had belonged to Adam. Pippa had
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