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  Alison Lucy likes writing books and travelling around the world. When not off gallivanting she lives in the Cotswolds with her husband and two children. Her first book is The Summer of Secrets and she is currently writing her next book.


  THE SUMMER OF SECRETS – the early years...


  Alison Lucy


  [image: Image]


  


  


  


  Constable & Robinson Ltd

  55–56 Russell Square

  London WC1B 4HP

  www.constablerobinson.com


  First published in the UK by Corsair,

  an imprint of Constable & Robinson Ltd., 2012


  Copyright © Alison Lucy 2012


  The right of Alison Lucy to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988


  All rights reserved. This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hired out or otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser


  This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locales is entirely coincidental


  A copy of the British Library Cataloguing in

  Publication data is available from the British Library


  eISBN 978-1-472100450


  Printed and bound in the UK


  1 3 5 7 9 10 8 6 4 2


  Contents


  Claudia


  Esmerelda


  Megan


  Q&A with Alison Lucy


  Claudia


  Barely any time at all elapsed between Lucy thinking that she might be pregnant and Lucy knowing that she most definitely was. It took a certain kind of girl to keep a bundle of pregnancy tests in the bathroom drawer but she had found in the past that occasionally she needed one for reassurance. In the past the tests had all been negative.


  Until today. As she stared at her positive pregnancy test, Lucy felt overcome with excitement. She was normally so careful with the rhythms of her body, finding other ways to pleasure if it was not a safe time, but that night in Mexico was different. The moonlight that bathed the island that night on the beach and the sound of waves that crashed against the shore made her wild. Danny’s touch still lingered on her skin, despite everything that had happened. Lucy was excited to have a keepsake of that night on the beach, a lovechild that would have his eyes and her thirst for adventure. But then she remembered the vow she had made. She knew what she had to do.


  Tonight she would tell her parent that she was pregnant, over dinner in a crowded restaurant.


  Mary and Patrick were divorced and the fact that she had asked to meet them both together spoke volumes. When she walked into the restaurant, she saw the flicker of disappointment that crossed her mother’s face when she saw that Lucy was alone. She knew her mother well and it was clear then that she had been expecting to meet a suitor, perhaps even a fiancé?


  She waited until dessert. She saw no reason why her father couldn’t enjoy a good meal. It was about to get uncomfortable.


  ‘I have news,’ she said. ‘I’m pregnant.’


  She watched, and waited, as her words settle on them, like a cloud of explosive dust. She waited until her mother’s mouth framed a response and then she added. ‘And don’t worry, I’ve worked it all out. I’ll be giving the baby up.’


  Her father spoke first, a blustering request for clarification. ‘What do you mean, “giving the baby up.”?


  ‘For adoption, Patrick, don’t be an idiot,’ snapped her mother. ‘Of course she can’t possibly raise the child herself.’


  ‘Of course not,’ said Lucy faintly, letting another spoon of cheesecake act as a balm against the sharp words. She wanted a family one day. But not now, living halfway between Mexico City and London, no place to call her own, and she had made a solemn vow never to speak to Danny Featherbow ever again. ‘And Daddy I know how you feel about abortion.’


  Her father had tried to raise her as a strict Catholic, in the manner that he was raised, but some of the best Catholic schools all over the world, had tried and failed to get Lucy to knuckle down to a life of good thoughts and deeds.


  ‘My whole life is a good deed,’ she used to say.


  ‘Paying for your friends to go on holiday with you is not a good deed,’ said her father.


  ‘To them it is.’


  He was staring at her now across the table, fixing her with his penetrating stare while he formed a considered response. Her mother was asking predictable questions about dates and names, but as she rattled on it became clear to Lucy and her father that she was only thinking aloud, the very first things that came to mind, no actual answers were required.


  ‘This is why you brought us here to a restaurant,’ he said eventually. ‘So that we didn’t make a scene.’


  ‘Are you very upset?’


  ‘Why adoption, Lulu? You will be a good mother.’


  Her eyes flooded with tears so quickly that she was crying before she even knew his words had touched her.


  ‘Not now,’ she said. ‘Not yet. I can barely look after myself.’


  She couldn’t tell him the whole truth. She didn’t want to raise Danny Featherbow’s child and be reminded every day of what she had lost. She wasn’t strong enough.


  ‘My first grandchild,’ said her father.


  ‘I hope you’re proud of yourself,’ said her mother.


  Lucy sat up straight in her chair. ‘Do you really think I would be telling you this if there was any way I could do all of it without you knowing? I’m not proud that I don’t really have anywhere to live, that I still depend on you both, but I’m proud to respect my father’s beliefs, I’m proud to be dealing with this like an adult and not sticking my head in the sand or going behind your back. And when someone who wants a baby gets mine, then maybe I will be proud of that too. I’ll be sure to let you know.’


  ‘Whose is it?’ asked her mother. ‘Do you even know?’


  ‘Of course I know,’ said Lucy. ‘But he’s irrelevant.’


  ‘Charming.’


  ‘I don’t mean it like that, it was just that he and I...’ How could she explain how things had been left between them, how some of the sweetest days of her life had soured overnight so badly that it had come to this?


  ‘Does he know?’ said her father.


  She shook her head. ‘He told me that he never wanted to see me again. He told me to forget he existed.’


  ‘Who is this person? Nobody talks to you like that, I don’t care how you behave.’ His face flushed and he gripped the stem of his wineglass so tightly that his knuckles were white and shiny.


  ‘Patrick, calm down.’


  ‘Daddy, it wasn’t like you think. I broke his heart.’


  ‘You should tell him.’


  How could she tell him when she didn’t have anything for him except a last known location? She couldn’t call him, or write him a letter. There were no postmen or telephones on the island. Cancun was thousands of miles from where they were now. There was only one way she could think of but she wasn’t prepared to go back. She never wanted to see the island again for as long as she lived.


  ‘He’s irrelevant,’ she said firmly. ‘I know what I want to do.’


  Her mother looked strangely gleeful as if pleased that her wayward daughter had finally got herself into a mess, but her father looked very sad. She had prepared herself for his anger, but not for this hangdog expression that was as wistful as it was miserable.


  ‘Daddy?’


  He was twisting his hands around the spot where his wedding ring used to be. ‘I would help you,’ he said.


  ‘What?’


  ‘I would help you to raise the baby, the child.’ He spoke with purpose, this wasn’t a casual offer. Lucy didn’t know what to say. ‘He, or she, is a part of this family, our family, not some other family,’ he continued. ‘And as dysfunctional as our family might be, we have the money, plenty of money, and surely between us we can muddle though the know-how. I would help you, that’s all, if things changed.’


  ‘She’s made up her mind, Patrick.’


  ‘She has...how long do you have, Lucy? When is the baby due?’


  ‘In the summer. July’


  Her mother sighed deeply, no doubt imagining the disruption this scandal would cause to her summer season.


  ‘She has seven months to think about it,’ he said. ‘We all do.’


  ‘I won’t change my mind,’ said Lucy.


  ‘We’ll see. Now, let’s order some champagne. We should be celebrating.’


  ‘I can’t drink!’ said Lucy, and she smiled, just a fraction. ‘The baby.’


  ‘You do care a little then?’ said her father. ‘You do care a bit?’


  Esmeralda


  Esmeralda’s mother, Catalina, came to Cancun looking for love, but the train journey there alone almost killed her. In the cramped train carriage she clutched her little boy, Ray, close to her and prayed that by the time they reached the edge of the country they would both still be alive. What little air there was to breathe was damp with sweat and the stench of chicken shit was overpowering. One of the chickens had died in the wooden crate near her feet. The others had started to peck at it but there was little that either she or the old man who owned the chickens could do. It was two days now since Veracruz, a journey so beset with delays that she had prayed many times to San Cristobal for their safe passage.


  Ray whimpered with thirst and she pressed a bottle to his lips, aware that they barely had any water left but afraid to try and leave the train. They had stood for three hours now, but Catalina felt she couldn’t move for fear of losing her place.


  ‘Agua! Agua! Vendor agua!’ The voice outside was a lifeline.


  There was a scramble at the window and two of the stronger men wrenched the planks down from the open frame with a loud cracking and splintering of wood that made four year old Ray flinch. But they made a space that was wide enough for money and precious water to change hands. A shaft of sunlight reminded them all that it was morning again and illuminated the pale face of a young white woman a few feet away, clenching a backpack with the same ferocity that Catalina held onto her son.


  ‘Agua?’ said Catalina. ‘Water. You want water?’


  The young woman smiled gratefully and passed across her money. After the transaction she pushed a few more pesos onto Catalina for her trouble and Catalina didn’t even bother trying to demur. They needed everything they could get, her and Ray, and she was grateful for the chance to try out her hesitant English. Her English would set her apart from the hoards that were descending on this new city, Kan’kun. A place which the government had dragged from the swamp and made into paradise. She struggled to conceive of a beach resort springing into life where before there had only been sand dunes and mosquitoes. It sounded impossible and there was still a tiny part of her that was scared of arriving at the coast to find it was cruel hoax. She had seen pictures, they all had, of towering hotels with thousands of rooms, swimming pools and restaurants, standing on Mexico’s eastern face and turning a proud face towards each rising sun.


  She stashed one bottle of water in her thin cotton satchel and then drank long and hard from the second before giving the rest of it to Ray. He smiled at her, so trusting still, despite the ordeal of this stinking, crammed train heading miles away from home on nothing more than the promise of a better life.


  ‘Go,’ her father had said when he pressed the train tickets on her. ‘Take the boy and go.’ They were both crying when she left, her mother and her father, they knew that it was unlikely they would ever see her again. And she went because she respected her father and believed that he was always right. He had been right about the father of her child when he said he was no good. She looked down at Ray. She should have listened to her father then. It was the right thing to do, the only thing. There were no jobs left in the city where she’d grown up, instead there were more beggars on the street, and here and there human beings fought over scraps like dogs. The city she was born in became a frightening place to live and she stayed away from the waterfront at night as it fell into disrepair, reduced to a slum of gutted buildings, dark and dirty streets blocked by milling vendors, and ever more vacant lots. Finally the government announced to the world what they all knew in their hearts, that the country was penniless, the collapse of oil prices and the soaring interest rates had dragged their beloved Mexico to the brink of ruin and humiliation.


  The train started to move and as they pulled out of Merida, the last stop before the land on which her dreams were pinned, she turned her tired face so that little Ray would not see her cry. There was a squawking as the old man thrust his hands into the cage of chickens and removed the carcass of the one that had died. Pushing it to Catalina he motioned at the window and spoke to her in a Mayan dialect she did not know. His meaning was clear. She pushed the poor dead chicken out of the window and wiped the feathers from her hands.


  ‘Mama?’ said Ray. ‘Are we nearly there?’


  ‘Nearly,’ said Catlina and picked him up. ‘Rest your head on my shoulder and close your eyes.’


  The train swayed under the burning sun and eventually she felt his breathing become slower and even though he was too heavy for her arms to take somehow she found the strength to let him sleep until their nightmare was over.


  She wondered if the sea would be as blue as she had heard, she wondered if she could forget her past in a place like that and build a future where she never felt hungry, where her son would sleep in a bed every remaining night of his young and tender life. She was tired but she was prepared to work hard. She would find a job.


  They say the Caribbean is the sea of memories, because those who gaze upon it will feel their troubled past float away on the outgoing tide as the sea takes the memories into her own dark, cool heart. When Catalina finally fell to her knees on the blinding white sand it was not Cristobal or the Holy Virgin to whom she prayed, the memories that the sea pulled from her were too painful to do anything other than cry and pray for love.


  It had been hard in Veracruz. It had been lonely. But the sea took her memories and she made a fresh start.


  Catalina found work quickly as soon as she knew how to play the interviews. The senior managers at the hotels were middle-aged white men and she could speak just about enough English to flirt with them. She made sure that they knew they held her life and the strength to change it in their sweaty little fists and hoped the rush of power would cloud their judgement.


  At first it was easy. She had her little job at a major hotel pushing the linen cart along the labyrinthine corridors of one of the very best hotels. She found an apartment and a woman in the building to watch Ray if she couldn’t sneak him into work with her. But Cancun took off, to the delight of the investors and the Mexican government, and people from all over Mexico started to flood the area, then immigrants from other countries and the tension on the streets rose as it became crowded and competitive. It got so bad that Catalina started feeling paranoid, not knowing if the women on the bus who caught her eye coveted her job. Cancun became a city.


  Ray grew older, he started school, he became more difficult to hide. She knew that she should stop taking him into work at weekends but the childminder had hiked her rates in line with demand because weekends and evenings paid extra all over. Sooner or later they were bound to get caught.


  And they did. ‘I suppose you’re going to try and tell me this is the first time you’ve ever brought your kid to work?’


  Ray knew they were in trouble and was behaving impeccably.


  ‘It is,’ she said. ‘I swear. My friend usually watches him but she’s gone missing.’


  ‘Missing?’


  ‘You must have heard,’ she said. ‘A man like you must have many friends.’


  People drifted in and out of Cancun constantly, the population was ever-shifting like the sand on Playa Langosta. But lately there were whispers that some of these comings and goings were not as simple as they seemed and a threatening seam of intimidation ran through the foundations of this new city.


  ‘She left?’ His Adam’s apple rocked up and down.


  ‘She disappeared,’ said Catalina. Catalina had a sense for people’s weaknesses. With this one it wouldn’t be flirtation or camaraderie, he wasn’t into the power trip, if he was he would have a better office. He could be distracted by fear.


  ‘But from tonight my mother will take him,’ said Catalina. ‘I’m sorry, it happened so fast, I didn’t want to call in sick.’


  The manager nodded, keen to get this trashy little piece and her kid out of his way. ‘Very good, but this is going on record.’


  Catalina grabbed her boy’s hand and backed out of the room, thanking him profusely. In a few brief seconds she had closed the door behind her and left the manager with the vague sensation that he had been manipulated, but not knowing quite how.


  Catalina walked away from the situation in a cloud of triumph but the comedown left her wondering how she could always get what she wanted, yet life seemed be getting more and more difficult. She was haunted by the choices that she had made. She missed her parents and the friends that she had made were not the same as the friends she had left behind. Above all she had not found love...


  Outside her window the full moon shone.


  A few miles away Danny Featherbow won a hand of poker that would change both their lives forever.


  Megan


  Danny Featherbow’s grandmother, Alice, taught Danny, as a boy, the simple game that he would play every chance he had, until the day he died: the turn of three cards with a stake on the value of the third. So simple, so seductive. Like love.


  Within half an hour Alice had taken all his pocket money.


  ‘You shouldn’t trust the cards as much as you do, Danny’ she said, and she turned a silver coin down through her four fingers and back up again in a skilful way that he immediately wanted to master. ‘The cards will always let you down eventually,’ she said. ‘Trust yourself, always yourself, only yourself.’ His grandmother bent close to him and he could smell her rose scented face cream and see the furrows in her face that it could not help. ‘The trick is to leave the game while you’re ahead,’ she said.


  She stood up and returned to the business of keeping their tiny house spick and span in case someone should visit. But they never did.


  The following week Danny won his money back again. In fact, he never lost money to his grandmother again. He stopped taking silly risks and only put his coins on the table if he was more likely than not to get them back. He paid no attention to the voices tempting him to play a hand anyway because you never know. He didn’t bet on maybe. Life was cruel.


  He had barely started to learn higher maths at school and yet on an instinctive level eleven year old Danny was able to calculate complicated probability, percentages and the odds of winning the simple card game she called Acey Duecey. And so it became easy to win.


  He could feel his grandmother’s curious gaze upon him as he sat counting the coins he had amassed. He liked to stack the coins in a single tower, reaching a fraction higher with every winning hand, and he liked to imagine that one day he might have a tower of money that was taller than him, taller than his grandmother, taller then them both. A pile of silver that he could climb away from here to the moon and stars.


  ‘Teach me that thing you do with the coin,’ he said, trying and fumbling.


  She reached down to ruffle her fingers through his messy brown hair in an uncharacteristic display of affection and he lifted his bowed head.


  ‘I think perhaps you were born lucky,’ she said.


  He was sixteen before he fell in love. All the girls at school were mad about Danny Featherbow but he barely noticed, which of course only made them giggle behind their hands all the more. His hair stood up in shocks of misbehaviour and was the last trace of boyishness that remained on a serious, handsome face.


  Harriet was standing in line at the butcher’s on a freezing cold evening shortly before Christmas. She had milky skin and fine blonde hair, almost white, which fell halfway down her back. It was tied with a dark green ribbon and immediately Danny imagined untying that ribbon and seeing that hair cascade over those shoulders like spun silk. At that precise moment she looked directly at him, she was staring at him, this angel with the skin and the hair and the shoulders, and all the moisture was sucked out of his mouth so that he felt an insatiable urge to swallow, but he couldn’t and so he started to choke a bit. He thought he heard music. And then the whole world flooded back in and he realised she had been staring because the butcher’s boy was asking him what he wanted and somehow he had to recover his breath and remember where he was. He walked halfway home before he was able to feel normal again.


  ‘Gran?’ he yelled. Perhaps he would tell her about the girl in the butcher’s. She was forever on at him to meet a nice young lady. ‘Gran?’


  The radio was on, which was unusual, she normally turned it off after tea so that she could enjoy a bit of peace and quiet. Outside it was pitch black already. A gust of wind moved the clouds and the moon washed the garden as brightly as the mid-morning sun in springtime.


  That’s when he saw her lying on the cold, wet grass and he started to yell. His heart jumped in his chest, painful and frightening. With three enormous strides he was at her side and calling to her and she was limp in his arms as he cradled her, feeling the terribly faint puff of her laboured breathing, the damp seeping through his jeans onto his knees, one eye refusing to open, her face crumpled and limp except for the single fearful eye that stared. By the time the ambulance came he was freezing cold and shaking with fear.


  His grandmother died early the next day.


  A neighbour came to find him on hearing the news and offered him somewhere to stay. ‘Just temporary,’ she said, knowing the options that were available to a sixteen year old with nobody else. ‘Just until you finish school and we figure out what we’re going to do.’


  People said that she was good to take him in, to give the boy a home. The longing in Danny swelled up from his gut and threatened to consume him. He didn’t talk to anyone about it.


  He dressed for her funeral slowly in his black suit, borrowed from a cousin he did not know, and a black tie, bought new and never to be worn again.


  Everyone came back to the house afterwards, which was a big mistake. There were more people than he expected. The distant family turned out to pay their respects as did all their neighbours, and in every face he saw the same combination of pity and hope. It was excruciating. He stood with his back in the corner of the small living room, horrified at these people in their home picking over the dry sandwiches and sponge cake that had appeared.


  ‘Thank you so much for coming,’ he said by rote. ‘It would have meant a lot to her.’


  He felt incredibly anxious. He longed to tell them all to go home so that he could crawl back into bed but he had never been to a funeral wake, and he no idea what was expected of him. He tried to back further into his corner but then he saw her. The angel from the high street.


  ‘I know you, don’t I?’ she said.


  Close up he immediately realised two things. One, she was the prettiest girl he had ever seen. Two, she was older than he was, not by much, but she was.


  ‘I’m Harriet.’


  ‘Harriet,’ he echoed dumbly.


  ‘Yes. Hey. Are you okay?’


  He snapped to his senses. ‘I’m Danny,’ he said. ‘Daniel. Dan.’


  ‘All at once?’ she said, her hand fluttering to her throat, the soft pads of her fingers caressing the delicate skin there in a way that made him feel light-headed. ‘Pick one.’


  ‘Danny,’ he said. Maybe Danny sounded like a little boy’s name. He should have said Daniel. Or Dan. Too late. He stood tall and pushed his hair back. ‘Danny,’ he said firmly.


  She was wearing a dark green dress and a sombre little jacket to match and had a sprig of fresh rosemary pinned to her lapel, with small purple flowers and spiky silver-green leaves ‘I’m so sorry about your grandmother. She was a good friend to my aunt.’ He was pulled into Harriet’s concerned grey gaze and felt as if he had drawn into calm moonlit waters. His breath came more easily.


  ‘I think this is the worst day of my life,’ he said. ‘All these people. She didn’t even like most of them. I feel like I’m letting her down.’


  ‘What would she do if she were here?’


  ‘Point at the clock and ask them all to leave.’


  Harriet’s grey eyes were burning, like the ashy coals at the end of a fire. She slipped her hand into his. It was light and supple. His thoughts blurred at the edges and he thought he could hear his own heartbeat, the blood pulsing in him as proof of life, and he drew in a breath that briefly and tantalisingly held the scent of rosemary. He swept his thumb over the crook of hers and felt a small increase in pressure.


  ‘Do it,’ she whispered.


  Danny raised his voice to be heard over the idle chatter. ‘Excuse me? Excuse me?’


  He picked up a tea cup and let it fall back onto its saucer with a loud clatter that drew the attention of the room. As all these unknown people turned to face him he felt his throat itch the way it always did when he was nervous. He took a single deep breath and fixed his eyes on the portrait of his grandmother in a frame on the mantelpiece, a young woman shortly after the war, determined and free.


  He addressed the room in a voice that was rich and constant. A voice that demanded to be obeyed. A man’s voice. ‘Excuse me? Everyone? I’d like you to go.’


  There was a hushed silence and several people looked embarrassed, shuffling and looking down at their feet. Nobody made a move to leave.


  He started to gather up the cups and saucers, sloshing unfinished lukewarm tea as he tried to carry too much crockery into the little kitchen. Harriet helped, smiling apologetically at the bewildered mourners and offered to help get people’s coats.


  The house was eventually silent, but for the sound of Harriet washing teacups in the little back kitchen. Danny opened the stuffed drawers in the sideboard and together they went through her things. The council house needed to be vacant by the end of the following day.


  He wanted to find old love letters and poetry, dried rose petals and secrets, but instead he found bank statements and dust.


  ‘Don’t cry,’ said Harriet, squeezing his hand.


  ‘She would be upset about the dust,’ he said, blinking back the tears.


  ‘What will you do, Danny?’ said Harriet. ‘What will you do now that you’re all alone?’


  In years to come Danny would marry Harriet. For their honeymoon, they would journey to Mexico, their lives ahead of them.


  Q&A with Alison Lucy


  When did you decide you wanted to become a writer?


  I have never really considered doing anything else. I wrote my first romance when I was about nine or ten, I distinctly remember that I didn’t want to write the word ‘bra’ so my heroine was wearing a bikini before she got seduced by a piano player and I was terrified that my mum would find my notebook. I was reading a lot of Sweet Dreams and Sweet Valley High at the time. I studied screenwriting at university, then I was a writer’s agent for a while. The epiphany moment, when I decided to knuckle down and write a complete novel, was making peace with the fact that I prefer Jackie Collins to Anna Karenina, and realising that was what I should write.


  What inspired you to set your book in Mexico?


  I love Mexico, I have been there a number of times and one day I hope to retire there. It’s a passionate, fun-loving country that gets a lot of bad press. A couple of years ago we went to Isla Mujeres, a perfect little sleepy Caribbean island just twenty minutes away from crazy Cancun. On the wild eastern shore there is a rock that proudly declares itself to be the most easterly point in Mexico, looking out over the sea there it is impossible not to think up stories.


  What’s your favourite Mexican drink?


  La Paloma. There are probably many variations but it is essentially tequila and grapefruit over ice. I like a pink paloma myself.


  Which of the three girls in THE SUMMER OF SECRETS do you most resemble?


  I would like to be most like Claudia, I think she is very sweet and kind. But I am not. I would also like to think I have Megan’s sense of adventure. But maybe I am most like Esmé - unpredictable and ambitious. Like Esmé I couldn’t wait to leave my hometown, but also like Esmé I have come home. I have a feeling that my family would agree I have her sharp mouth.


  Where would be your top destination for a summer break?


  I love Krakow in the summer. It is incredibly warm and the weather stays settled for months because it is a thousand miles from any coast. The enormous central square has plenty of bars and good restaurants, and I could sit there quite happily all day watching the world go by. At night the hidden courtyards and outdoor grills are well worth exploring. Just follow the music.


  Which song is on repeat on your iPod?


  My next book is set in America, on the road, and I have playlist that incorporates all the tunes that make me think of my travels there, from Little Fluffy Clouds to Jimmy Buffet. The first time I went to New York TLC’s Waterfall was playing everywhere so that’s on there, lots of country too. I like the sincerity of country and western music. Only in America could ‘Jesus Take the Wheel’ sell two million copies.


  Pinterest or Tumblr?


  I lurk around on Pinterest, but I’m not sure that I’m doing it right? I love spoof sites on Tumblr like ‘Suri’s Burn Book’ and ‘Hillary’s texts’.


  Which book do you wish you’d written?


  I wish I had finished the one I am writing right now.
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