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  Chapter 1


  If you listen, you can hear it.


  The city, it sings.


  If you stand quietly, at the foot of a garden, in the middle of a street, on the roof of a house.


  It’s clearest at night, when the sound cuts more sharply across the surface of things, when the song reaches out to a place inside you.


  It’s a wordless song, for the most, but it’s a song all the same, and nobody hearing it could doubt what it sings. And the song sings the loudest when you pick out each note.


  The low soothing hum of air-conditioners, fanning out the heat and the smells of shops and cafes and offices across the city, winding up and winding down, long breaths layered upon each other, a lullaby hum for tired streets.


  The rush of traffic still cutting across flyovers, even in the dark hours a constant crush of sound, tyres rolling across tarmac and engines rumbling, loose drains and manhole covers clack-clacking like cast-iron castanets.


  Road-menders mending, choosing the hours of least interruption, rupturing the cold night air with drills and jack-hammers and pneumatic pumps, hard-sweating beneath the fizzing hiss of floodlights, shouting to each other like drummers in rock bands calling out rhythms, pasting new skin on the veins of the city.


  Restless machines in workshops and factories with endless shifts, turning and pumping and steaming and sparking, pressing and rolling and weaving and printing, the hard crash and ring and clatter lifting out of echo-high buildings and sifting into the night, an unaudited product beside the paper and cloth and steel and bread, the packed and the bound and the made.


  Lorries reversing, right round the arc of industrialparks, it seems every lorry in town is reversing, backing through gateways, easing up ramps, shrill-calling their presence while forklift trucks gas and prang around them, heaping and stacking and loading.


  And all the alarms, calling for help, each district and quarter, each street and estate, each every way you turn has alarms going off, coming on, going off, coming on, a hammered ring like a lightning drum-roll, like a mesmeric bell-toll, the false and the real as loud as each other, crying their needs to the night like an understaffed orphanage, babies waawaa-ing in darkened wards.


  Sung sirens, sliding through the streets, streaking blue light from distress to distress, the slow wail weaving urgency through the darkest of the dark hours, a lament lifted high, held above the rooftops and fading away, lifted high, flashing past, fading away.


  And all these things sing constant, the machines and the sirens, the cars blurting hey and rumbling all headlong, the hoots and the shouts and the hums and the crackles, all come together and rouse like a choir, sinking and rising with the turn of the wind, the counter and solo, the harmony humming expecting more voices.


  So listen.


  Listen, and there is more to hear.


  The rattle of a dustbin lid knocked to the floor.


  The scrawl and scratch of two hackle-raised cats.


  The sudden thundercrash of bottles emptied into crates.


  The slam-slam of car doors, the changing of gears, the hobbled clip-clop of a slow walk home.


  The rippled roll of shutters pulled down on late-night cafes, a crackled voice crying street names for taxis, a loud scream that lingers and cracks into laughter, a bang that might just be an old car backfiring, a callbox calling out for an answer, a treeful of birds tricked into morning, a whistle and a shout and a broken glass, a blare of soft music and a blam of hard beats, a barking and yelling and singing and crying and it all swells up all the rumbles and crashes and bangings and slams, all the noise and the rush and the non-stop wonder of the song of the city you can hear if you listen the song


  and it stops


  in some rare and sacred dead time, sandwiched between the late sleepers and the early risers, there is a miracle of silence.


  Everything has stopped.


  And silence drops down from out of the night, into this city, the briefest of silences, like a falter between heartbeats, like a darkness between blinks. Secretly, there is always this moment, an unexpected pause, a hesitation as one day is left behind and a new one begins.


  A catch of breath as gasometer lungs begin slow exhalations.


  A ring of tinnitus as thermostats interrupt air-conditioning fans.


  These moments are there, always, but they are rarely noticed and they rarely last longer than a flicker of thought.


  We are in that moment now, there is silence and the whole city is still.


  The old tall-windowed mills, staggered across the skyline, they are silent, they are keeping their ghosts and their thoughts to themselves.


  The smoked-glass offices, slung low to the ground, they are still, they are blankly reflecting the haze and shine of the night. Soon, they will resume their business, their coy whispers of ones and zeroes across networks of threaded glass, but now, for a moment, they are hushed. The buses in the depot, waiting for a new day, they are quiet, their metalwork easing and shrinking into place, settling and cooling after eighteen hours of heat and noise, eighteen hours of criss-crossing the city like wool on a loom.


  And the clubs in the centre, they are empty, the dancefloors sticky and sore from a night’s pounding, the lights still turning and blinking, lost shoes and wallets and keys gathered in heaps.


  And the night-fishers strung out along the canal, feeling the sing of their lines in the water, although they are within yards of each other they are saying nothing, watching luminous floats hang in the night like bottled fireflies, waiting for the dip and strike which will bring a centre to their time here, waiting for the quietness and calm they have come here to find.


  Even the traffic scattered through these streets: the taxis and the cleaners, the shift-workers and the delivery drivers, even they are held still in this moment, trapped by traffic lights which synchronise red as the system cycles from old day to new, hundreds of feet resting on accelerators, hundreds of pairs of eyes hanging on the lights, all waiting for the amber, all waiting for the green.


  The whole city has stopped.


  And this is a pause worth savouring, because the world will soon be complicated again.


  It’s the briefest of pauses, with not time enough to even turn full circle and look at all the lights this city throws out to the sky, and it’s a pause which is easily broken. A slamming door, a car alarm, a thin drift of music from half a mile away, and already the city is moving on, already tomorrow is here.


  The music is coming from a curryhouse near the football ground, careering out of speakers placed outside to attract extra custom. The restaurant is almost empty, a bhindi masala in one corner, a special korma in the other, and the carpark is deserted except for a young couple standing with their arms around each other’s waists. They’ve not been a couple long, a few days perhaps, or a week, and they are both still excited and nervous with desire and possibility. They’ve come here to dance, drawn sideways from their route home by the music and by bravado, and now they are hesitating, unsure of how to begin, unfamiliar with the steps, embarrassed.


  But they do begin, and as the first smudges of light seep into the sky from the east, from the far side of the city and in towards these streets, they hold their heads high and their backs straight and step together in time to the slide and wheel of the music. They dance with a style more suited to the ballroom than to the bollywood movies the music comes from, but they dance all the same, hips swinging, waists touching, eyes fixed on eyes. The waiters have come across to the window, they are laughing, they are calling uncle uncle to the man in the kitchen who is finally beginning to clean up after a long night. They dance, and he steps out of the door to watch, wiping his hands on his apron, licking the weary tips of his fingers, pulling at his long beard. They dance, and he smiles and nods and thinks of his wife sleeping at home, and thinks of when they were young and might still have done something like this.


  Elsewhere, across the city, the day is beginning with a rush and a shout, the fast whine of office hoovers, the locked slam of lorry doors, the hurried clocking on of the early shifts.


  But here, as the dawn sneaks up on the last day of summer, and as a man with tired hands watches a young couple dance in the carpark of his restaurant, there are only these: sparkling eyes, smudged lipstick, fading starlight, the crunching of feet on gravel, laughter, and a slow walk home.


  


  He was the first to move, the boy from number eighteen.


  He was up and across the street before anyone had blinked, before anyone had made a sound.


  It was as if he knew what he had to do, as if he’d been waiting for the opportunity.


  He moved off the doorstep like a loaded sprinter, and by the time I turned to see who it was he was there.


  He was there and then it was over, and it was so sudden that I felt as though a camera flash had exploded in my face.


  Everything went white, ghostly, like old news footage, faded and stained.


  I couldn’t understand what was happening, I couldn’t believe what was happening.


  I sat there, in the warm afternoon of the last day of summer, and I couldn’t work out what I was seeing.


  I watched him moving across the street, the boy from number eighteen, and I tried to understand.


  I don’t remember seeing it, not the moment itself, I remember strange details, peripheral images, small things that happened away from the blinded centre.


  I remember the girl next to me dropping her can of beer and swaying backwards, as though from a shockwave.


  I can picture the can hitting the ground, the weight of it crushing into the grass, the way it tipped to one side but stayed upright, like a half-fallen telegraph pole in a storm.


  I can see a slow-motion image of the beer, frothing from the top of the can, a coil of it rising up like smoke, hanging in the light a moment before spreading flat into the grass and spraying across my lap.


  I don’t know where that comes from.


  I don’t know how I could possibly have seen these details.


  The fizz of the beer popping into sparkles of air.


  Blades of grass straightening themselves as the liquid soaks into the soil, the damp patch on my skirt shrinking and fading and drying in the sun.


  The brightness of the light.


  There was a woman leaning out of a high window, shaking a blanket.


  There were some boys over the road having a barbecue, pushing a knife into the meat to see if it was cooked.


  There was a man with a long beard, up a ladder at number twenty-five, painting his windowframes, he’d been there all day and he’d almost finished.


  Each frame was gleaming wetly in the sun, a beautiful pale blue like the first faint colour of dawn and it had been nice to watch the slow thoroughness of his work.


  There was a boy in the next-door garden, cleaning his trainers with a nailbrush and a bowl of soapy water.


  I can see all these moments as though they were cast in stone, small moments captured and enlarged by the context, like figures in a Pompeii exhibition.


  The woman with the blanket, interrupted mid-swing, her attention snatched away, the blanket losing momentum and flapping gently against the wall.


  Her arms still stretched out, her lips still pursed against the billowing dust.


  The blanket hanging down towards the ground, like a semaphore.


  Somebody said oh my God.


  A boy on a red tricycle rode into a tree.


  His feet slipped off the pedals and got caught under the wheels, tugging him from his seat and down towards the ground.


  I can see him, falling sideways, his leg about to scrape the concrete, his head about to hit the tree, his tricycle tipping onto two wheels and his attention clamped into the road.


  His head kept turning as he fell, and when he hit the ground, he could only lie there, watching, like everyone else.


  He can barely have been three years old, I wanted to run to him and cover his eyes but I couldn’t move so he kept on looking.


  A man who’d been washing his car lifted both his hands to the top of his head, squeezing them into fists.


  He was still holding a sponge, water crushing out of it and down his back but he didn’t move.


  Somebody said oh shit oh shit oh shit.


  But mostly there was this moment of absolute silence. Absolute stillness.


  It can’t actually have been like that of course, there must still have been music playing, and traffic passing along the main road, but that’s the way I remember it, with this single weighted pause, the whole street frozen in a tableau of gaping mouths.


  And the boy from number eighteen, moving through the locked moment like a blessing.


  It seemed, or at least it seems now, that everything else was motionless.


  The beercan caught between the hand and the ground.


  The blanket not quite touching the wall.


  The boy with the tricycle a flinch away from the tree.


  A gasp in my throat, held back, like the air in the pinched neck of a balloon.


  And it all seemed wrong somehow, unreal, unconnected to the sort of day it had been.


  An uneventful day, slow and warm and quiet, people talking on their front steps, children playing, music, a barbecue.


  I’d been woken when it first got light by the slamming of taxi doors, people I knew at number seventeen coming back from a long night out and trailing slowly down the street.


  I hadn’t been able to get back to sleep, I’d stayed in bed and watched the sun brightening into the room, listened to the kids running outside, the familiar rattle of the boy’s tricycle.


  Later, I’d got up and had breakfast and tried to start packing, I’d sat on the front step and drank tea and read magazines.


  I’d gone to the shop and talked briefly to the boy at number eighteen, he was awkward and shy and it didn’t make sense that he would be the one to move so instantly across the street.


  It rained, towards the end of the afternoon, suddenly and heavily, but that was all, there was nothing else unusual or unexpected about the day.


  And somehow it seems wrong that there wasn’t a buildup, a feeling in the air, a premonition or a warning or a clue.


  I wonder if there was, actually, if there was something I missed because I wasn’t paying attention.


  The silence didn’t last long, people started rushing out into the street, shouting, flinging open windows and doors.


  A woman from down the road ran out towards them and stopped halfway, turning back, shaking her hands in front of her face.


  The man up the ladder made a call on his mobile before climbing down and leaving the last frame half-painted.


  There were people I didn’t even recognise coming out of their houses to join the others.


  But me and the other girl, Sarah, we just sat there, staring, holding our mouths open.


  If we’d been closer, or younger, we might have held hands, tightly, but we didn’t.


  I think she picked up her beer and drank a little more, and I think I drank as well.


  I can’t remember, all I can remember is staring at the curtain of legs in the street, trying to see through.


  Trying not to see through.


  After a few minutes, the noise in the street seemed to quieten again.


  The knot of people in the street loosened, turned aside.


  People were looking to the main road, looking at their watches, waiting.


  I remember noticing that there was still music coming out of half a dozen windows along the street, and then noticing that the songs were being silenced, one by one, like the lights going out at the end of The Waltons.


  I remember a smell of burning, and seeing that the boys opposite had left their meat on the barbecue.


  I could see the smoke starting to twist upwards.


  I could see faces at windows.


  I could see people glancing up, looking at the one door which was still closed.


  Waiting for it to open, hoping that it might not.


  I don’t understand why it seems so fresh in my mind, even now, three years later and a few hundred miles away.


  I think about it, and I can’t even remember people’s names.


  I just remember sitting there, those moments of waiting, murmurous and tense.


  People striding to the end of the street, looking up and down the main road, stretching to see round the corner.


  Turning back to the others and raising their hands.


  The old man from number twenty-five, the brush in his hand, dribbling a trail of pale blue paint, walking towards the closed door.


  Rubbing his bearded cheeks with the palm of his hand.


  Knocking.


  The distant careen of a siren, the man knocking at the door.


  Chapter 2


  A taxi drifts into the end of the street, its engine clicketing loudly as the doors open and half a dozen young people spill brightly out onto the pavement.


  There is a pause; payment is made, the doors are slammed shut, and the taxi moves away, out of sight. And they stand there for a moment, blinking and grinning and waiting uncertainly, a tall thin girl with a short short skirt and eyes smudged with glitter, a boy with beige slacks and a ring through his eyebrow, a girl with enormous trainers and army trousers and her hair dyed pink and they are walking down the street, slowly, blissfully, their heads full of music and light, their nervous systems over-stimulated by hormones and chemicals and the exhilaration of the night.


  A very short girl wearing nothing but shorts and a bra, her toenails painted the same violets and pinks and greens as her fingernails, she claps her hands, she looks at the sanded bare windowsills of number twenty-five, she says look they look naked, she looks at the tins of pale blue paint, the blue spilling down the side of the tin, she looks at the brushes and the scrapers and she says it’s a nice colour it’s going to look nice but nobody’s listening.


  A boy wearing an almost clean white shirt, a tie looped loosely around his neck, he jumps up onto the garden wall of number nineteen, he balances on one leg, he says shush shush can you hear that and when the others stop and say what he says nothing, can you hear nothing it’s nice and he topples groundwards hoping the boy with the beige slacks and the pierced eyebrow can catch him.


  On the other side of the street, in an upstairs bedroom at number twenty-two, a girl wakes up and hears someone talking about the quietness of the morning. She listens to the loud voice, it sounds familiar, she sits up in bed and puts her glasses on and looks at the people in the street. She knows them, some of them live at number seventeen, she wonders where they’ve been as she takes off her glasses and gets back into bed.


  In the downstairs flat of number twenty, an old man with thinning hair and a carefully trimmed moustache is lying awake, listening to the noises outside. His eyes are open, frowning, focusing on what he can hear. He is listening for tell-tale signs, the crisp sound of a can being crumpled underfoot, the tinkle of a dropped bottle. His eyes sweep from side to side, concentrating, searching. But he doesn’t hear anything, and as the voices fade he closes his eyes again, turning face-down into the bed, away from the light, hoping for a little more sleep before the day begins.


  Outside, the boy with the white shirt opens the door of number seventeen and the others follow him inside, whirling slowly around, gathering the objects they need to keep them safe, cartons of fruit juice and bottles of coke, bars of chocolate and tubes of crisps, tapes, CDs, cushions, duvets, cigarette papers, cigarettes, candles and burners and matches and drugs. And in the back bedroom they are settling down and they are talking, the tall thin girl with glitter round her eyes says don’t be so fucking daft man it’d go all over the floor and down your legs and that, and she giggles and turns to reach for a drink and as her face catches the candle-light her skin sparkles like shattered glass in the sun.


  In the front first-floor bedroom of number nineteen a woman wakes suddenly. She looks at the clock, she looks at her sleeping husband, she wonders why she has woken. There is no noise from the street, the children are quiet. She eases softly out of bed, her bladder suddenly straining and full, she stands and she opens the door slowly enough for it not to squeak. On the way to the bathroom, she looks into the children’s bedroom and checks on each one of them, she crouches at the lower bunks and stretches up to the top one. She looks with sleepy love at the three of them, she watches their young bodies swelling and shrinking through her barely opened eyes, she holds her hand close to their faces to feel the warm give and suck of their breath. She murmurs a brief prayer for them and closes the door gently, soft-padding to the toilet, sitting and relieving herself and watching the shadows of pigeons flap across the bathroom wall.


  The short girl with the painted toenails, next door, she says oh but did you see that guy on the balcony, he was nice, no he was special and she savours the word like a strawberry, you know she says, the one on the balcony, the one who was speeding and kept leaning right over, and they all know exactly who she means, he’s in the same place most weeks, pounding out the rhythm like a panelbeater, fists crashing down into the air, sweat splashing from his polished head.


  She says once I was there and he got so carried away that he hung from the balcony by his legs, he had his feet hooked under the rail, and she remembers the way his face had stretched into a furious O, going come on let’s have some and she remembers his fists still flailing across the void like an astronaut lost in orbit.


  A girl sleeps in the back bedroom of number eleven, her hair is pushed out of her eyes by a hairband, her mouth is wide open, the room is warm and beginning to lighten. Bird shadows pass quickly across her face but she does not wake.


  A couple in their early thirties sleep in the attic flat of number twenty-one, wrapped loosely in a thin red blanket, he is snoring and she is turned away from him, there is a television on in the corner with the sound turned down, shadows pass through the room but the couple do not wake.


  In the back bedroom of number seventeen, the boy with the white shirt and the tie says it was definitely a girl, she didn’t have an Adam’s apple, I swear, it was a girl definitely, and everyone laughs at him and he looks around the room and joins in the laughter and somebody passes him a long cigarette.


  The boy with the wide trousers is quiet, he’s looking at the girl next to him, a beautifully unslim girl with dark curls of hair falling down over a red velvet dress, he’s looking at the laces and straps and buckles and zips of her complicated footwear and he looks up at her and says so how long does it take you to get those boots off then? She looks at him, this girl, with lips as red as the fire inside a chilli, she looks at the tight spread of him across the bed and she says


  I don’t know I’ve never taken them off myself


  and she smiles at the sharpness of his intake of breath, she watches his eyes trickle down from her face and roll down the rich geometry of her body.


  And everyone else keeps talking, compulsively, talking across each other, talking about the tunes they heard and the people they saw and the next place they want to go. The boy with the white shirt and the tie keeps saying it was definitely a girl, and then he stuffs a pipe full of fresh green herb and the room quietens in anticipation, the conversation dropping, each of them suddenly feeling their minds too frantic, their bodies too tense, and they suck on the sweet smoke in turn, holding the pillow of it in their lungs, closing their eyes, stilling their voices.


  And they think about daytime things for a moment, about rolling hills, or beaches, or playing football, or whatever it is they’ve learnt to think about at these times, and they breathe slowly and move for a moment into a kind of waking sleep. And if someone were to look through the window now, to walk into the backyard and press their face against the glass, cupping their hands around their eyes like a pair of binoculars, that person would see what looked like a roomful of people gathered together in silent prayer, and they would wonder who such a vigil might be for.


  Outside, a taxi drives slowly down the street, the driver peering from the window, checking house numbers. He gets as far as number twenty-eight, and then there are no more numbers. He hesitates a moment before driving away, the sound of the car fading behind him like a trail of dust.


  And now they are quiet, the girl with the army trousers trying to find a picture on the television, the boy with the pierced eyebrow holding a lighter beneath the plastic lid of a tube of crisps, a look of concentration in his eyes, waiting, watching the plastic soften.


  The girl with the boots says I’m going home, I want to go home now.


  Do you want to come with me she says to the boy with the wide trousers, walk me home she says, and her voice is thin and tired.


  The boy with the shirt and tie is lying down on the floor, draping one arm across the tall girl who is still chewing gum and staring at the ceiling, dragging a duvet halfway across them both.


  The short girl is curled up in a ball in the middle of the bed, waiting for the girl with the army trousers to come and keep her warm.


  The boy with the pierced eyebrow lifts the lid to his mouth and blows, and a bubble of hot plastic shoots halfway across the room, flashing into place like a miracle, holding its long airship shape for a fraction of a second and then floating gently down towards the floor.


  The girl with the boots offers her hand to the boy with the wide trousers, pulls him to his feet and kisses his forehead. Take me home she says and they drift slowly through the door.


  The girl with the army trousers closes her eyes and collapses into the bed, adjusting herself gradually against the outline of the other girl’s body, wrapping around her like a nutshell.


  In the first-floor flat of number eighteen, a young man sits up in bed, it’s early but he feels very awake, he looks around at the mess of his room and he thinks of all the things he wants to do today, needs to do. Sorting, packing, tidying, arranging. He rubs at his dry eyes with the tips of his fingers, he gets out of bed and walks across to the window. He sees two people in the middle of the road, he recognises the girl from number twenty-seven, he doesn’t recognise the boy and he wonders who he is. He picks up a camera and takes photographs of the morning, the two people in the street, the sunlight, the closed curtains of the windows opposite, he puts down the camera and makes notes in a small book, he writes the date, he details the things he has just photographed.


  The young couple in the street, dancing, their arms curled gracefully around one another, the music from the restaurant carpark still in their heads, disappearing into her house, leaving the front door open, the street empty and quiet.


  A cat, waiting on a doorstep.


  Pigeons, dropping onto chimneytops.


  Chapter 3


  I’d been thinking about it when I called Sarah, the girl sitting next to me that day, I realised it had been a while since we’d spoken and it was probably my turn to call.


  I said hi I just fancied a chat I wondered what you were up to and she said oh hi it’s been ages hasn’t it.


  All our conversations seem to start like this now.


  Once a month, maybe less, one of us will call the other and we’ll say oh hi it’s been ages we should try and meet up, and a plan will be made, and cancelled, or not quite made at all.


  We’re not that far apart, maybe half an hour on the tube, but it’s been months since we’ve seen each other and every month it seems to matter less.


  And so I sat in my room, that evening, and we talked about the usual things, about new jobs and plans for new jobs, about people we both knew and people we were meeting, about dates and possible dates.


  I looked out of my open window, across the endless city, and I imagined her sitting by her window, looking in this direction, the telephone a shortcut through all those streets.


  I wondered what her room looked like, what she could see from it.


  She said so who have you spoken to lately, have you heard from Simon, and I said no not for a long time.


  I thought about all the time we spent together, the three of us, the long days of that last summer in the house and I wondered how it had become so hard to keep in touch.


  I remembered the promises we’d made to each other, me and Sarah and Simon, and I wondered if I’d been naive to think we could keep them.


  I remembered how easily we used to talk, endlessly, making plans, deciding where we’d be in one and two and three years’ time, and I don’t remember mentioning this.


  I had the appointment card on the table, the letter with the confirmation of results, and all I wanted to do was tell her about it, talk it over, like we would have done before.


  I wanted to talk about why it was making me so scared, why there was a breathless panic fluttering up into my throat.


  Sarah you’re not going to believe this, I wanted to say, or Sarah can I tell you something?


  I wanted her to say oh calm down why don’t you, the way she did when I used to get worked up about deadlines and exams.


  To say look no one’s dying here, we’re not talking about open-heart surgery, it’s normal, it’s a thing that happens.


  I wanted her to give me some perspective, to say things out loud and make them seem a little more ordinary.


  But I didn’t say anything, I just said oh I had a postcard from Peru, from someone called Rob, I said I couldn’t remember who he was.


  She said you must do, he was that guy from over the road, he tried skating down that hill in the park, don’t you remember?


  I smiled and said oh yes, and she said remember how no one went to help him because we were all laughing so much, and I laughed and held my hand to my mouth because it still seemed unfair to find it so funny, the way he went sprawling to the floor, arms flung out for balance, bellyflopping across the tarmac.


  I said and remember how he had no skin on his arms for the rest of the summer, just those long grey scabs?


  And she said I know I know, laughing, she said I can’t believe you’d forgotten, and I could picture the way she screwed her eyes up when she laughed.


  We talked about other people, saying do you remember when, and how funny was that, and I wonder what happened to.


  We talked about the medicine girl next door, the boy in Rob’s house who thought he could play the guitar, the good-looking boy down the road with the sketchpad.


  We talked about the people at number seventeen, Alison who got her tongue pierced, and Chris, and the boy with the ring in his eyebrow but we couldn’t remember his
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  ‘Extraordinary’ Daily Mail


  ‘Subtle, clever and affecting’ Independent on Sunday


  ‘An homage to ordinary people and ordinary things, to the parts of our lives that often go unspoken … moving and honest’ The Times


  ‘A book about the search for greater meaning in the strange dance of chance’ Independent

  
  Buy the ebook here
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  EVEN THE DOGS


  Winner of the 2012 IMPAC Dublin Award


  On a cold, quiet day between Christmas and the New Year, a man’s body is found in an abandoned apartment. His friends look on, but they’re dead, too. Their bodies found in squats and sheds and alleyways across the city. Victims of a bad batch of heroin, they’re in the shadows, a chorus keeping vigil as the hours pass, paying their own particular homage as their friend’s body is taken away, examined, investigated and cremated.


  All of their stories are laid out piece by broken piece through a series of fractured narratives. We meet Robert, the deceased, the only alcoholic in a sprawling group of junkies; Danny, just back from uncomfortable holidays with family, who discovers the body and futilely searches for his other friends to share the news of Robert’s death; Laura, Robert’s daughter, who stumbles into the junky’s life when she moves in with her father after years apart; Heather, who has her own place for the first time since she was a teenager; Mike, the Falklands War vet; and all the others.


  Theirs are stories of lives fallen through the cracks, hopes flaring and dying, love overwhelmed by a stronger need, and the havoc wrought by drugs, distress, and the disregard of the wider world. These invisible people live in a parallel reality, out of reach of basic creature comforts, like food and shelter. In their sudden deaths, it becomes clear, they are treated with more respect than they ever were in their short lives.


  Intense, exhilarating and shot through with hope and fury, Even the Dogs is an intimate exploration of life at the edges of society – littered with love, loss, despair and a half-glimpse of redemption.


  ‘A rare combination of profound empathy and wonderful writing’ Mark Haddon


  ‘A breathtakingly good writer’ The Times


  ‘Absolutely outstanding … an incredible book’ Colum McCann


  ‘Jon McGregor treads with unflinching respect through the debris of this dead man’s home … a short, brilliant and beautiful lesson in empathy’ Daily Mail

  
  Buy the ebook here
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  THIS ISN’T THE SORT OF THING THAT HAPPENS TO SOMEONE LIKE YOU


  Tender, sad, funny and riveting, this is an astonishing collection of work by one of Britain’s finest contemporary writers.


  A man builds a tree house by a river, in anticipation of the coming flood. A sugar-beet crashes through a young woman’s windscreen. A boy sets fire to a barn. These aren’t the sort of things you imagine happening to someone like you. But sometimes they do.


  Set in the flat and threatened fenland landscape, where the sky is dominant and the sea lurks just beyond the horizon, these delicate, dangerous and sometimes deeply funny stories tell of things buried and unearthed, of familiar places made strange, and of lives where much is hidden, much is at risk, and tender moments are hard-won.


  ‘Jon McGregor’s stories are strange and lovely masterpieces’ Sarah Hall


  ‘McGregor is the nearest thing you will ever come across to a literary Beethoven. Words go beyond being tools of his trade and become an orchestrated, inspired and precisely designed tone poem for each creative idea … One of the most perfect pieces of written English I have ever come across’ Sunday Express


  ‘Jon McGregor writes with frightening intelligence and impeccable technique. Every page is a revelation’ Teju Cole


  ‘Sharp, dark and hugely entertaining, this collection establishes McGregor as one of the most exciting voices in short fiction’ Observer

  
  Buy the ebook here
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  Pre-order Jon McGregor’s stunning new novel


LEAN FALL STAND 



  When an Antarctic research expedition goes wrong, the consequences are far-reaching – for the men involved and for their families back home.

 
Robert ‘Doc’ Wright, a veteran of Antarctic field work, holds the clues to what happened, but he is no longer able to communicate them. While Anna, his wife, navigates the sharp contours of her new life as a carer, Robert is forced to learn a whole new way to be in the world.

‘It leaves the reader moved and subtly changed, as if she had become part of the story' Hilary Mantel

‘Sit. Read. Applaud’ Jarvis Cocker


  
  
  Pre-order the ebook here
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